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TO  HIS  GRACE 


,  »    . »  •  .  - 


•  ••  • 


THB  DUKE  OF  ORMOND. 


MY  LORD,  Anno  1699. 

OOME  estates  are  held  in  England,  by  paying  a  fine  at  tlie  cbange  of  every 
lord:  I  haye  enjoyed  the  patronage  of  your  family,  frpm  the  time  of  yoor 
escellent  gprandfalher  to  this  present  day.  I  baye  ddHicated  tbe  translation 
of  tbe  lives  of  Pintarch  to  the  first  duke;  and  bave  celebrated  the^  memory 
of  your  beroic  fatber.  Though  I  am  very  sbort  of  tbe  age  of  Nestor,  yet  I 
bave  lived  to  a  tbird  generation  of  your  house,  and,  by  your  grace*s  faYOur^ 
am  admitted  still  to  hołd  from  you  by  the  same  tenure. 

I  am  not  rain  enougb  to  boast,  tbat  I  have  desenred  the  yalue  of  so  illus* 
trioos  a  Une ;  but  my  fortunę  is  the  greater,  tbat,  for  three  descents,  they 
have  been  pleased  to  distinguisb  my  poems  from  those  of  other  meń|  and 
have  accorditfgly  madę  me  their  pecuUar  care,  May  it  be  permitted  me  to 
say,  tbat,  as  your  grandfatber  and  fatber  were  cherisbed  and  adórned 
witb  honours  by  two  successive  monarchs,  so  I  bave  been  esteemed  and 
patronized  by  tbe  grand&tber,  tbe  fatber,  and  the  son,  descended  from 
one  of  the  most  ancient,  most  conspicuous,  and  most  deserying  families 
in  Europę. 

It  is  true,  tbat  by  delaying  tbe  payment  of  my  last  fine,  wben  it  was  due 
by  your  grace*s  accession  to  the  titles  and  patrimonies  of  yofar  house,  I  may 
seem,  in  rigour  of  law,  to  baye  madę  a  forfeiture  of  my  claim  ;  yet  my  beart 
bas  always  been  deyoted  to  your  seryice :  and,  sińce  you  baye  been  gra- 
ciously  pleased,  by  your  permission  of  this  address,  to  accept  the  tender  of 
my  duty,  it  is  not  yet  too  late  to  lay  these  yolumes  at  your  feet. 

Tbe  worłd  is  sensible  tbat  you  worthily  succeed,  not  only  to  the  honours 
of  your  ancestors,  but  also  to  their  yirtues.  The  long  cbain  6f  magnanimity, 
courage,  easineśs  of  access,  and  desire  of  doing  good  eyen  to  the  prejudice 
ofyour  fortunę,  is  so  far  from  being  broken  in  your  grace,  tbat  tbe  precioc^ 
loetal  yet  ruas  pure  to  tlie  newest  link  of  it  ^  which  I  will  aot  cali  the  Wt, 
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becauśe  I  bope  and  pray,  it  may  descend  to  late  posterity:  and  yoar 
flourishing  youtb,  and  thajt  of  your  escellent  dutchess,  are  happy  omens 
of  my  wish. 

It  is  observed:by  Livy  and  by  others,  that  some  of  the  noblest  Roman  fa- 
*  'tihHiesrjeitalneił  ii-resemblance  of  their  ancestry,  not  only  in  thęir  shapes  and 
featwre^^.  hut  also  iti  their  manners,  their  qualities,  and  the  distinguishing 
y\l  c^i^rsodters  tf^lheit-Aihids:  some  lines  were  noted  for  a  stern,  rigid  virtue, 
sayage,  haughty i  parsimonious,  and  unpopular :  others  were  morę  sweet^  and 
afiable;  madę  of  a  morę  piiant  pastę,  humble,  courteous,  and  obliging; 
studious  of  doing  charitable  offices,  and  diffiisiye  of  the  goods  which  they 
enjoyed.  The  last  of  these  is  the  proper  and  indeiible  character  of  your 
grace^s  family.  God  Ahnighty  bas  endued  you  with  a  softness,  a  benefi- 
.  cence*  an  attractiye  behayiour,  winning  on  the  hearts  of  others,  and  so  sen- 
sible  of  their  misery,  that  the  wounds  of  fortunę  seem  not  inflicted  on  them, 
but  on  yourself <  You  are  so  ready  to  redress,  tłiat  you  almost  prevent  their 
wishes,  and  always  exceed  their  expectations :  as  if  what  was  yours,  was 
not  your  own,  and  not  given  you  to  possess,  but  to  bestow  on  wanting 
merit.  But  this  is  a  topie  which  I  must  cast  in  shades,  lest  I  offend  your 
modesty,  which  is  so  far  from  being  ostentatious  of  the  good  you  do,  that  it 
blushes  even  to  have  it  known :  and  therefore  I  must  leave  ypu  to  the  satis- 
faction  and  testimony  of  your  own  conscience,  which,  though  it  be  a  silent 
panegyric,  is  yet  the  best. 

You  are  so  easy  of  access,  that  Pophcola  was  not  morę,  whose  doors  were 
opened  on  the  outńde  to  save  the  people  even  the  commonci/tlity  of  asking 
entrance ;  where  all  were  eąually  admitted ;  where  nothing  that  was  reason- 
able  was  denied;  where  misfortune  was  a  powerful  recommendation,  and 
where  (I  can  scarce  forbear  saying),  that  want  itself  was  a  powerful  me* 
diator.  and  was  next  to  ment. 

The  history  of  Peru  assures  us,  that  their  Incas,  above  all  their  titles, 
esteemed  that  the  highest,  which  called  them  Lorers  of  the  Poor :  a  name 
morę  glorious  than  the  Felix,  Pius,  and  Augustus  of  the  Roman  emperors ; 
which  were  epithets  of  flattery ,  deserved  by  few  of  them,  and  not  running 
in  a  blood,  iike  the  perpetual  gentleness,  and  inberent  goodness  of  the  Or- 
mond  family* 

Gold,  as  k  is  the  purest,  so  it  is  the  softest  and  most  ductile  of  all  metals: 
•iron,  which  is  thebardest,  gathers  rust,  corrodes  itself,  and  is  therefore  sub- 
ject  to  corruption :  it  was  never  intended  for  coins  and  medals,  or  to  bear 
faces  and  the  inscriptions  of  the  great.  Indeed  it  is  fit  for  armour,  to  bear 
oflF  insults,  and  preserve  the  wearer  in  the  day  of  battle:  but  the  danger 
once  repeUed,  it  is  laid  aside  by  the  braye,  as  a  garment  too  rough  for  ciyil 
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conyersation :  a  necessary  guard  in  war,  but  toó  harsh  and  cumbersome  in 
peace,  and  which  keeps  off  the  embraces  of  a  morę  humane  life. 

For  this  reason,  my  lord,  though  you  have  courage  in  an  heroical  degree, 
yet  I  ascńbe  it  to  you  but  as  your  second  attribute :  mercy,  beneficence, 
aiid  compassion,  claim  precedence,  as  they  are  first  in  the  divine  naturę. 
Aq  intrepid  courage,  which  is  inhereut  in  your  grace,  is  at  best  but  a  boliday 
kind  of  yirtue,  to  be  seldom  exercised,  and  nerer  but  in  cases  of  necessity  : 
afiability,  mildness,  tenderness,  and  a  word,  which  I  would  fain  bring  back 
to  its  original  signification  of  virtue,  I  mean  good-nature,  are  of  daily  use  ; 
they  are  the  bfead  of  mankind,  and  staflF  of  life :  neither  sighs,  nor  tears,  nor 
groans,  nor  curses  of  the  vanquished,  foUow  acts  of  compassion  and  of  cha- 
rity ;  but  a  sincere  pleasure  and  serenity  of  mind,  in  him  who  performs  an 
action  of  mercy,  which  cannot  sufFer  the  misfortunes  of  anothcr,  without 
redress,  lest  they  should  bring  a  kind  of  contagion  along  with  them,  and 
poUute  the  happiness  which  he  enjoys. 

• 

Yet,  sińce  the  perverse  tempers  of  mankind,  sihce  oppression  on  one  side, 
and  ambition  on  the  other,  are  sometimes  the  unavoidable  occasions  of  war, 
that  courage,  that  magnanimity  and  resolution,  which  is  bom  with  you, 
cannot  be  too  much  commended  :  and  here  it  grieves  me  that  I  am  scanted 
in  the  pleasure  of  d welling  on  many  of  your  actions :  but  cdiiofiou  Tpwac  is  an 
expression  which  TuUy  often  used,  when  he  would  do  what  he  dares  not, 
and  fears  the  censure  of  the  Romans*    . 

I  have  sometimes  been  forced  to  amplify  on  otbers ;  but  here,  where  the 
subject  is  so  fniitful,  that  the  har^est  oyercomes  the  reaper,  I  am  shortened 
by  my  chain,  and  can  only  see  what  is  forbidden  me  to  reach  ;  sińce  it  is  not 
permitted  me  to  commend  you  according  to  the  extent  of  my  wishes,  and 
much  less  is  it  in  my  power  to  make  my  commendations  equal  to  your 
merits.  Yet,  in  tbis  frugality  of  your  praises,  there  are  some  things  which  I 
cannot  omit,  without  detracting  f^om  your  character.  You  have  ser  formed 
your  own  education,  as  enables  you  to  pay  the  debt  you  owe  your  country ; 
er,  morę  properly  speaking,  both  your  countries :  because  you  were  born, 
I  may  almost  say  in  purple,  at  the  castle  of  Dublin,  when  your  grandfatłier 
mras  lord-lieutenant,  and  have  sińce  been  bred  in  the  court  of  England. 

If  this  address  had  been  in  yerse,  I  might  have  called  you,  as  Claudian 
calls  Mercury,  Numen  commune,  gemino  faciens  commercia  munda* 
The  bettcr  to  satisfy  this  double  obligation,  you  Mve  early  cultivated  the 
genius  you  have  to  arms,  that  when  tlie  seryice  of  Britain  or  Ireland  shall 
reąaire  your  courage  and  your  conduct,  you  may  exert  them  both  to  the 
benefit  of  dther  country*  You  began  in  the  cabinet  what  you  afterwąrds 
practised  io  the  camp ;  and  thus  both  Lucullua  aud  CaBsar  (to  omit  a  crowd 
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of  shining  Romans)  formcd  themsdves  to  war  by  thc  study  of  history,  and 
by  the  examples  of  the  greatest  captains,  both  of  Greece  and  Italy,  before 
their  time.  I  name  those  two  commanders  in  particular,  because  they  were 
better  read  in  chronicie  than  any  of  the  Roman  leaders ;  and  that  LucuUuSy 
in  particular,  having  only  the  theory  of  war  from  books,  wąs  thought  fit, 
without  practice,  to  be  sent  into  the  field,  against  the  most  foraiidable 
enemy  of  Romę.  Tully  indeed  was  called  the  learned  consul  in  derision; 
but  then  he  was  not  bor n  a  soldier:  his  head  was  tumed  another  wąy: 
when  he  read  the  tacticks,  he  was  thinking  on  the  bar,  which  was  liis  field 
of  battle.  The  knowledge  of  warfare  is  thrown  away  'on  a  generał,  who 
dares  not  make  use  of  what  he  knows.  I  commęnd  it  only  in  a  man  of 
ceurage  and  resolution  ;  in  him  it  will  direct  his  martial  wpirit,  and  teach 
him  the  \^y  to  the  best  victories,  which  are  those  that  are  least  bloody,  and 
which,  though  achieyed  by  the  hand,  are  managed  by  the  head.  Science 
distinguishes  a  man  of  honour  from  one  of  those  athletic  brutes  whoni  un- 
deservedly  we  cali  heroes.  Cursed  be  the  poet,  who  first  honoured  with 
that  ńame  a  merę  Ajax,  a  man-kilUng  ideot.  The  Ulysses  of  Ovid  upbraids 
his  igrioi-ance,  that  he  understood  not  the  shield  for  which  he  pleaded: 
there  were  engraven  on  it  plans  of  cities,  and  maps  of  countries,  which 
Ąją^f  cpuld  BOt  comprehcnd,  but  looked  on  them  as  stupidly  as  his  fellow- 
|>easf  the  lion.  Put,  on  tbe  other  side,  your  grace,  has  given  yourself  the 
(Bducation  of  his  rival :  you  have  studied  every  spot  of  ground  in  Flanders, 
which,  for  thesę  ten  years  past,  has  been  the  scenę  of  battles  and  of  sieges. 
No  wonder  if  you  performed  your  part  with  such  applause  on  a  theatre 
which  you  understood  so  well. 

Jf  I  designed  this  for  a  poetical  encomium,  it  were  easy  to  enlarge  on  so 
Gopioi|s  a  subject ;  but,  confining  myself  to  the  severity  of  truth,  and  to 
what  is  becoming  me  to  say,  I  must  not  only  pass  over  many  instances  of 
your  military  skill,  but  also  those  of  your  assiduous  diligence  in  the  war ; 
and  of  your  personal  bravery,  attended  with  an  ardent  thirst  of  honour ;  a 
jong  train  jof  generosity ;  prof useness  of  doing  good ;  a  soul  unsatisfied  with 
all  it  has  done ;  and  an  unextinguished  desire  of  doing  morę.  But  all  this  is 
matter  for  your  own  historians ;  I  am,  as  Yirgil  says,  Spatiis  exclusus 
iniąuis. 

Yet  not  to  be  wholly  silent  of  all  your  charities,  I  must  stay  a  little  on 
one  action,  which  preferred  the  relief  of  others  to  the  consideration  of 
yourself.  When,  in  the  battle  of  Landen,  your  beat  of  courage  (a  fault 
only  pardonable  to  your  youth)  had  transported  you  so  fat  before  your 
friends,  tliat  they  were  unable  to  foUow,  muc  h  less  to  succour  you ;  when 
you  were  not  only  dangerously,  but  in  all  appearance  mortally  wounded ; 
when  in  that  desperate  condition  you  were  madę  prisoner,  and  carried  to 
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Kamiiry  at  that  time  ip  possessioa  of  the  Frencb ;  then  it  was,  my  lord,  that 
jou  took  ą  considerable  part  of  wbat  was  remitted  to  you  of  your  own 
refenues^aad,  as  a  memorable  instance  of  your  beroic  charityi  put  it  into  tbe 
baods  c^  coont  Guiscard,  who  wa3  governor  of  tbe  płace-  to  be  distributed 
unong  your  fellow-prisoners.  The  French  cooiipander,  cbarmed  with  tbe 
greatness  of  your  soul,  accordingly  consigned  it  to  tbe  use  for  wbich  it  was 
infeeoded  by  tbe  donor :  by  wbich  means  tbe  lives  of  so  many  miserable  men 
were  sayed,  and  a  comfortable  proyision  madę  for  tbeir  subsistence,  who  bad 
Gtherwise  perisbed,  bad  not  you  been  tbe  companion  of  tbeir  misfortune :  or 
ratber  sent  by  Providence,  like  anotber  Joseph,  to  keep  out  famine  from 
iQvading  those  whom  in  bumility  you  called  your  brethren.  How  happy  was 
it  for  those  poor  creatures,  that  your  grace  was  madę  tbeir  fellow-sufFerer  ! 
and  bow  glorious  for  you,  that  you  chose  to  want,  ratber  tban  not  reliere 
the  wants  of  others !  The  beathen  poet,  in  commending  tbe  charity  of  Dido 
to  tbe  Ttojans,  spoke  like  a  Christian  :  Non  ignara  mali,  miseris  succurrere 
disco.  AU  men,  even  those  of  a  different  interest,  and  contrary  principłes, 
must  praise  this  action,  as  the  most  eminent  for  piety,  not  only  in  tliis 
degenerate  age,  but  almost  in  any  of  tbe  former ;  wben  men  were  mada 
**  de  meliore  luto ;"  wben  examples  of  charity  were  frequent^  and  wben 
tbey  were  in  being,  ^'  Teucri  pulcherrima  proles,  magnanimi  heroes  nati 
melioribus  annis.*^  No  envy  can  detract  from  this :  it  wili  shine  in  bistory, 
and,  like  swans,  grow  wbiter  the  longer  it  endures:  and  tbe  name  of 
Ormond  will  be  morę  celebrated  in  bis  captiyity,  tban  in  bis  greatest 
triumphs. 

But  al]  actions  of  your  grace  are  of  a  piece,  as  waters  keep  the  tenour,  of 
tbeir  fountains :  your  compassion  is  generał,  and  bas  the  same  effect  as  well 
on  enemies  as  friends.  It  is  so  much  in  your  naturę  to  do  good,  that  your 
life  is  but  one  continued  act  of  placing  benefits  on  many,  as  tbe  Sun  is  alwaya 
carrying  his  light  to  some  part  or  other  of  the  world :  and  were  it  not  that 
your  reason  guides  you  where  to  give,I  might  almost  say,  that  you  could  not 
help  bestowing  morę,  tban  is  consisting  with  the  fortunę  of  a  private  man,  or 
with  the  will  of  any  but  an  Alexander. 


Wfaat  wonder  is  it  then,  that,  being  bom  for  a  blessing  to  mankind,  your 
snpposed  deatb  in  that  engagement  was  so  generał  ly  lamented  through  the 
nadon !  The  concernment  for  it  was  as  universal  as  tbe  loss :  and  tbougb 
the  gratitude  might  be  counterfeit  in  some,  yet  the  tears  of  all  were  real ; 
where  eyery  man  deplored  bis  priyate  part  in  that  calamity,  and  even  tiiose, 
wbo  bad  not  tasted  of  your  favours,  yet  built  so  much  on  tbe  famę  of  ^our 
beneficence,  that  tbey  bemoaned  the  loss  of  their  expectations. 

This  bronght  the  untiinely  deatb  of  your  great  father  into  fresh  remem- 


S  DEDICATION. 

brance ;  as  if  the  same  decree  bad  (iasaed  on  two,  short  snęcessi^e  generatioD^ 
of  the  yirtuons ;  and  I  repeated  to  mjrself  the  came  verses,  which  I  had  for- 
merly  applied  to  him :  Ostend  unt  tenis  hunc  tantum  fata,  nec  ultri  esse 
sinunt.  But  to  the  joy  not  only  of  all  good  men,  but  of  mankind  in 
generale  the  unhappy  ouien  took  not  place.  You  are  still  living  to  enjoy  the 
blessings  and  applause  of  all  the  good  you  haye  performed,  the  prayers  of 
multitudes  whom  you  haye  obliged,  for  your  long' prosperity ;  and  that  your 
power  of  doing  generous  and  charitable  actions  may  be  as  extended  as  yoat 
will;  which  is  by  nonę  morę  sealously  desired,  than  by 

your  grace's 

most  humble, 

most  ot>liged,  and 

most  obedient  senrant, 

JOHN  DRYDEN. 
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PREFACE 


tREFli^ED  TO  THE  FABLES. 


It  is  with  ft  poet,  as  with  »  man  who  desigat  to  build,  and  is  Tery  exact,'as  he  mippoies,  in  casUnf 
nf  tbe  coflt  beforeband ;  bat,  geaerally  speaking,  he  is  mistakea  in  bis  account,  and  reckons  short  in 
the  ezpeoae  be  first  mtended :  be  alters  his  mind  as  tbe  work  proceeds,  and  will  bave  tbis  or  that  con« 
nmmce  morę,  of  wbicb  be  bad  not  thougbt  wben  be  began.  So  bas  it  bappened  to  me :  I  ha?e  built 
a  hottse,  where  1  intended  but  a  lodge ;  yetwith  better  snccess  than  a  certain  uobleman,  who,beginniDg 
with  a  dog-kennel,  nerer  lired  to  finisb  tbe  pałace  be  bad  contrived. 

Ffom  tninalating  tbe  first  of  Homei^s  Iliads,  (which  1  intended  as  an  essay  to  tbe  whole  work)  I  pro- 
ceeded  to  the  translation  of  the  twelfth  book  of  Oyid*s  Metamorpboses,  because  it  contains,  among 
otber  things^  tbe  canses,  tbe  bcginning,  and  ending  of  the  Trojan  war :  here  I  oaght  in  reason  to  haye 
slopped  j  bat  tlie  speeebes  of  Ajax  and  Ulysses  lying  next  in  my  way,  I  could  not  balk  them.    Wben  I 
>ad  cnmpassed  them,  I  was  so  taken  with  tbe  foimer  part  of  the  fifteentb  book,  (which  is  tbe  master- 
picee  of  tbe  whole  Metamorphoses)  that  I  eąjoined  myself  tbe  pleasiog  talk  of  rendering  it  into 
Eogtish.    And  new  I  found,  by  the  number  of  my  Terses,  that  they  began  to  swelł  into  a  little  ▼olnme ; 
which  gaTe  me  an  occasion  of  looking  backward  on  some  beaaties  of  my  author  in  bis  Ibrme^  books : 
there  occoired  to  me  tbe  bonting  of  tbe  boar,  Cinyras  and  Myrrha,  the  good-natored  story  of  Baacis 
and  Philemon,  with  the  rest,  which  I  hope  1  baTe  translated  dosely  enoogb,  and  given  them  the  same 
tam  of  Tene»  which  they  bad  in  tbe  original ;  and  tbis,  I  may  say  witbout  ranity,  is  not  tbe  talent  of 
cveiy  poet :  he  who  bas  arriTed  the  nearest  to  it  is  the  iogeDioos  and  leamed  Saodys,  tbe  bestrersifier 
of  the  fonner  age ;  if  I  may  properiy  cali  it  by  that  name,  which  was  the  fonner  part  of  tbis  conchiding 
centnjy.    For  Spenser  and  Fairfaz  betb  floorisbed  in  the  retgn  of  queen  Elizabeth ;  great  masters  in 
oor  langoage,  and  who  saw  mnch  farther  into  tbe  beauties  of  our  numbers,  than  those  who  immediately 
ibllowed  them.    MUton  was  the  poetical  son  of  Spenser,  and  Mr.  Wallerof  Fairfax  ;  for  we  bare  our 
lioeal  dcacents  and  clans»  as  well  as  otber  families.  Spenser  morę  than  once  insinuates,  that  the  soul  of 
Chauoer  was  transfnsed  into  his  body;  and  that  be  was  begotten  by  bim  two  bundred  years  after  his 
deosase.    Milton  bas  acknowledged^  me,  that  Spenser  was  bis  original^  and  many  besides  mjraelf 
hare  heaid  oor  iamous  Waller  own,  that  he  derired  the  harmony  of  bis  numbers  finom  the  Godfirey  of 
JMIoign,  wbich  was  tnmed  into  Engtish  by  Mr.  Fairfoz.    But  to  return :  baring  done  with  0?id  for 
tbis  time,  it  came  into  my  mind,  that  our  old  Englisb  poet  Cbaucer  in  many  thtngs  resembled  bim»  and 
that  with  no  disadTantage  on  the  side  of  tbe  modem  author,  as  1  shall  endearour  to  prore  wben  I  com- 
pare  them :  and  as  1  am,  and  always  bave  been,  studious  to  promote  the  bonour  of  my  native  country, 
so  I  soon  renlfed  to  pat  their  merits  to  tlie  trial,  by  tuming  some  of  tbe  Canterbury  Tales  into  our  lan- 
gasge,  as  it  is  now  nfined ;  for  by  this  means  both  the  poets  being  set  in  tbe  same  ligbt,  and  dressed  in 
the  same  Enf^sh  habit,  story  to  be  compared  with  story,  a  certain  judgnient  may  be  madę  betwiict 
them  by  the  reader,  withoot  obtmding  my  opinion  on  bim :  or  if  I  seem  partial  to  my  countryman, 
aad  predecesaor  in  tbe  lanrel,  the  friends  of  antiquity  are  not  few :  and  besides  many  of  the  learned» 
Ofid  bas  almoat  all  tbe  beauz,  and  the  whole  £ur  8ex,  bis  declared  patrons.    Perhaps  I  liaTe-assumed 
sonewfaat  mons  to  myself  than  they  allow  me ;  because  I  hare  adrentured  to  sam  up  tbe  eridence  9 
hm  the  readers  are  tbe  jury ;  and  their  privilege  rematns  ^tiie  to  decide  according  to  the  merita  of  tho 
caase,  or,  if  they  pleaae,  to  bring  it  to  anotber  bearing,  before  some  otber  court    In  the  mean  time,  to 
iiflowthe  thread  of  my  discourse,  (as  thonghts,  according  to  Mr.  Hobbes,  bare  alwAys  some  connezion) 
SD  from  Chancer  I  was  led  to  think  on  Boccace,  who  was  not  only  bis  contemporary,  but  also  pursued 
tbesiaestaidieij  wrole  nords  in  prosej  aod  many  workf  io  yerse^  particularly  is  said  to  hare  invented 
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tke  octaye  rhyme,  or  sUii2a  of  eigbt  linet,  which  erer  ńncr  has  been  maintained  by  the  pnctiee  of  a9 
Italiaa  wńters,  who  are,  or  at  least  assuine  the  title  of  heroic  poeta :  he  and  Chancer,  amonie  ottier 
thiogs,  bad  this  in  common^  tbat  they  refined  tfaeir  mothertongaes;  bat  with  thit  di^ferenoe,  tbat 
Dante  had  begun  to  file  their  language^  at  least  in  renę,  before  the  time  of  Boccace,  who  likeirMe 
receired  no  little  help  finom  his  master  Petrarch.    But  the  refotmation  of  their  prose  was  whcdiy  cwing 
to  Boccace  himself,  wbo  is  yet  tbe  standard  of  purity  in  the  Italian  tongae ;  thoogh  many  of  his  plmm 
are  becóme  obeolete,  as  in  process  of  time  it  must  needs  happen.    Chaucer  (as  3ron  have  foimeity  beta 
told  by  our  learaed  Mr.  Rymer)  fint  adoned  and  ampUfied  our  barien  tongne  from  the  'Pnfwencśi, 
which  was  then  the  most  polished  of  all  the  modem  Utngoages ;  bat  this  subject  has  been  copiooslf 
treated  by  &iat  grsat  critic,  who  deserres  no  little  commendation  irom  us  his  countrymen.    For  theis 
reasons  of  time,  and  resemblance  of  genios  in  Chaucer  and  Boccace,  I  resolTed  to  join  tfaem  in  my 
present  work;  to  which  I  haye  added  some  original  papers  of  myown ;  which,  whether  they  are  eąusl 
or  inferior  to  my  other  poems,  an  author  is  the  most  improper  judge ;  and  theiefore  I  leare  them  wbollf 
tp  the  mercy  of  the  nader.    I.wUl  hope  the  best,  that  they  will  not  be  condemned;  but  if  they  ahooi^ 
I  hare  tbe  excuse  of  an  old  gentleman,  who,  mouoting  on  horseback  before  some  ladies,  whea  I  was 
piesent,  got  op  somewhat  heavily^  but  desired  of  the  hir  spectators,  that  they  would  cpunt  foarscore 
and  eight  before  they  judged  him.    By  the  mercy  of  God,  I  am  already  come  within  twenty  years  of 
his  number,  acripple  in  mylimbs;  but  what  decays  are  inmymind,the  reoder  must  deteimine.    I 
thiak  myself  as  vigorous  as  erer  in  the  faculties  of  my  soul,  excepting  only  my  memory,  which  is  not 
impaired  to  any  gieat  degree ;  and  if  I  lose  not  morę  of  it,  I  have  no  great  reason  to  complain.     Wbst 
judgment  1  had  increases  rather  than  diminishes;  and  thoughts,  such  as  they  are,  come  crowding  in  » 
Ust  upon  me,  that  my  only  diificulty  is  to  cfaoose  or  to  reject ;  to  run  them  into  rerse,  or  to  giye  them 
the  other  harmony  of  prose.    I  hare  so  long  studied  and  practised  both,  that  they  are  grown  into  a 
habit,  and  become  fomiliarto  me.    In  short,  though  I  may  lawfully  plead  some  part  of  the  old  gea- 
tleman's  excuse,  yi^t  I  will  reserre  it  till  I  thinki  haye  greater  need,  and  ask  no  graios  of  allowanee 
for  the  faults  of  this  my  present  work,  but  those  which  are  giyen  of  course  to  human  frailty.    I  will  not 
troubte  my  reader  with  the  shortness  of  time  in  which  I  writ  it,  or  the  seyeral  interyals  of  sickness: 
they  who  think  too  welł  of  their  oyrn  performances  ^re  apt  to  boast  in  their  prefaces,  how  Uttle  time 
their  works  haye  cost  them,  and  what  other  business  of  morę  importance  interfered ;  but  the  reader 
will  be  as  apt  to  ask  the  ąoestion,  why  they  allowed  not  a  longer  time  to  make  their  works  morę  per- 
fect  ?  and  why  they  had  so  despicable  an  opinion  of  their  judges,  as  to  thrust  their  indigested  staff 
upon  them,  as  if  they  desenred  no  better  ? 

With  this  acoount  of  my  present.  undertaking,  I  conclude  the  first  part  of  this  disconrse  :^  in  the  sa> 
eond  part,  as  at  a  second  sitting,  ihough  I  alter  not  the  draught,  I  must  touch  tbe  same  features  orer 
again,  and  change  the  dead  colouring  of  the  whole.  In  generał  I  will  only  say,  that  I  haye  written 
nothing  which  sayours  of  immorality  or  profaneness ;  at  least,  1  am  not  conscious  to  myself  of  any' 
soch  intention.  If  there  happen  to  be  found  an  irreverent  expres8ion,  or  a  tbougbttoo  wanton,  they 
are  crept  into  my  yerses  through  my  inadyertency  ',  if  tbe  searchers  find  any  in  the  cargo,  let  them  be 
staved  or  forfeited,  like  contraband  goods ;  at  least,  let  their  authors  be  answerable  for  them,  as  being 
but  imported  merchandise,  and  not  of  my  own  manufacture.  On  the  other  side,  I  haye  endeayoured 
to  choose  such  fables,  both  ancient  and  modem,  as  contain  in  each  of  them  some  instruc^ye  monl, 
which  I  could  proye  by  induction,  but  the  way  is  tedious,  and  they  leap  -  foremost  into  sight,  witboot 
the  reader*8  troable  of  looking  after  them.  I  wish  I  could  affirm  with  a  safe  conscience,  that  I  had 
taken  the  same  care  in  all  my  former  writings  ;  for  it  must  be  owned,  that  supposing  yerses  are  nerer 
so  beautiful  or  pleasing,  yet,  if  they  contain  any  thing  which  shocks  religion,  or  good  manners,  they  are 
at  best,  what  Horace  says  of  good  numbers,  without  good  sense,  Yersus  inopes  rerom,  nugasgoe 
caoorse.  Thus  far,  I  hope,  I  am  right  in  court,  without  renouncing  my  other  right  of  self-defence, 
wbere  1  have  been  wrongfully  accused,  and  my  sense  wire-drawn  into  blasphemy  or  bawdry,  as  it  has 
often  been  by  a  religious  lawy  er,  in  a  łatę  pleadiog  against  tbe  stage ;  in  which  he  m\xea  trath  with 
ftJsehood,  and  has  nol  forgotten  the  old  nile  of  calumniating  strongly,  that  something  may  remain. 

I  resume  the  thread  of  my  discourse  with  the  first  of  my  translation,  which  was  the  first  Iliad  of 
Homer.  If  it  shall  please  God  to  giye  me  longer  life  and  moderate  healtb,  my  intentions  are  to  tnns- 
late  the  wbole  Ilias;  proyided  still,  that  I  meet  with  those  encouragements  from  the  public,  which  maf 
enable  me  to  proceed  in  my  undertaking  with  some  chearfulness.  And  this  I  dare  assuie  the  woild 
befbre-hand,  that  I  haye  found,  by  trial,  Homer  a  morę  pleasing  task  than  Yirgil  (though  I  say  not  tlic 
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tiiiHlaftioii  win  be  kss  laborious) :  for  tbe  Grecian  is  morę  according  to  my  genius,  ^laD  the  Latin  poet. 

Jb  the  woda  of  the  two  aoŁhors  we  may  read  their  manoers  and  natural  inclioatioos,  which  are  wholly 

diflierent.     Yirgil  was  of  a  quiet,  sedate  temper ;  Homer  was  riolent,  impetaoas,  and  fuli  of  fire.    The 

ckief  talent  of  Vir|^  was  propriety  of  thougbts  and  omameąt  of  wordf :  Homer  was  rapid  in  his 

tkougfafes,  and  too|[  all  the  liberties,  both  of  numbers  and  of  ezpressions,  wbich  ł\is  langnage,  and  the 

ffe  Id  which  he  li^ed,  allowed  him :  Homer^s  invention  was  mbre  copious,  YirgiPs  n^ore  eonfined :  »> 

tteiif  J^oMr  had  not  led  t^  way«  it  was  not  in  Yii^il  to  ba^e  begun  heroic  poetry :  for  nothing  can  be 

wae  endenty  than  that  the  Roman  poem  is  but  the  second  part  of  the  Uias;  a  contini^tion  of  the 

sunę  stoiy,  and  the  persons  alrefuly  formed :  the  manners  of  i^neas  are  those  of  Uector  snperadded 

to  ttkose  which  Homer  gare  him-    Tbe  adrentures  of  Ulysses  in  tbe  Odysseis  are  imitated  in  the 

finŁ  aiz  books  of  Viigirs  ^oeis :  and  thougb  the  accidents  are  not  the  same,  (which  would  bave  argued 

Ińa  of  a  senile  copying,  and  total  barrenness  of  tnyention)  yet  tbe  seas  were  the  same,  in  which  both 

tbe  beroes  wmndered ;  and  Didocannot  be  deaied  to  be  tbe  poetical  daughterof  Caiypsa    The  8ix 

tatter  books  of  Virgil's  poem  are  tbe  Soai  and  t wenty  lUads  contracted :  a  qaarrel  \»ccasioned'by  a 

lady,  a  single  combat,  battles  fought,  and  a  town  besieged.    I  say  not  this  in  derogation  to  ViigiV 

neitber  do  I  contradict  any  thing  which  I  ha^e  formerly  said  in  his  just  praise :  for  his  episodes  aie 

ąbnost  wbolly  of  his  ow|ł  inrention  ;  and  tbe  form,  wbich  he  bas  given  to  the  telting,  makeą  the  tale 

bis  owD>  even  thoi%h  the  original  story  had  been  tbe  saine.    Bat  this  prove8,  bowe^er,  that  Homer 

tsaght  Yiigil  to  desigh :  and  if  invention  be  the  first  yirtue  of  an  epic  poet,  tben  the  Łatin  poeia 

can  only  be  aUowed  the  second  place.    Mr.  Hobbes,  in  the  preface  to  his  own  bald  translation  of  tbe 

Dias,  (stndy tng  poetry  as  he  did  mathematics,  when  it  was  too  late)  Mr.  Hobbes,  1  say,  begins  the 

ptaaae  oT  Homer  where  be  should  hare  ended  .it.    He  teUs  us,  that  the  first  beauty  of  au  epic  poem 

coniwts  in  dictioo,  that  is,  in  the  cboice  of  words,  and  barmony  of  numbers :  now  tbe  words  are  thft 

eoionriag  of  the  woil:,  which,  in  the  order  of  naturę,  is  last  to  be  considered.    The  design,  the  dispo^ 

ńtion,  the  manners,  and  the  thought8,are  all  before  it :  where  .any  of  tbose  are  wantingor  imperfect, 

ao  nnacb  wants  or  is  imperfect  in  the  imitation  of  human  life ;  which  is  in  the  very  defioition  of  a  poem. 

Wonis  iodeed,  like  glaring  colours,  are  the  first  beanties  that  arise  and  strike  the  ^ght :  but  if  the 

dianght  be  folse  or  lamę,  the  figures  iU-disposed,  the  manners  obscure  or  inconsistent,  or  tbe  thoughtf 

aanatnial,  then  the  finest  colours  are  but  daubiog,  and  the  piece  is  a  beautifol  monster  at  the  best; 

Kctther  Yiigil  nor  Homer  were  deficient  in  tay  of  tbe  former  beauties ;  but  in  tbis  last,  which  is  ez- 

picssion,  the  Roman  poet  is  at  least  eoual  to  the  Grecian,  as  1  hare  said  elsewbere^;  supplying  the  po- 

Tcrty  of  his  language  by  his  musical  ear  and  by  his  diUgence.    But  to  return  :  our  two  great  poeta, 

bciog  sodilfierent  in'their  tempers,  one  cboleric  and  sangntne,  tbe  other  pblegmatic  and  melancholie ; 

that  which  makea  them  ezcel  in  their  seyeral  ways  is,  that  each  of  tbem  ba^  followed  his  own  natnral 

incfiaation,  as  well  in  forming  the  design,  as  in  the  execution  of  it.    The  yery  beroes  show  their  authon; 

Achiłle*  is  hot,  impatient,  revengefol,  Impiger,  iracundus,  inezorabilis,  acer,  &o.    ^tieas  patient, 

fantiderate,  careliil  of  his  people,  and  mereiful  to  his  enemies:  ever  submissive  to  the  will  of  Heaven, 

"  <pM> fiita trabont, retrabuntąue,  sequamur."    Icouldplease  myself  with  eniarging  on  thissubject, 

bat  I  am  forced  to  defer  it  to  a  fitter  time.    From  all  I  ha^e  said,  I  will  only  draw  this  inference,  thaifc 

^  action  of  Homer  being  morę  foU  of  yigour  than  that  of  Yirgil,  according  to  tbe  temper  of  the  writer, 

is  of  cooseąueooe  morę  pleasing  to  the  reader.    One  warms  you  by  degrees ;  tfae  other  seta  yoo  on  fire 

aO  at  ofice,  and  nerer  intermits  his  beat.    It  is  the  same  difference  which  Longinus  makes  betwixt  the 

tfkft9  of  eloquence  in  Demostbenes  andTully.    One  persuades;  the  otber  commands.    You  nerer 

cooi  wbile  you  read  Homer,  eren  not  in  the  second  book(a  graceful  fiattery  to  his  countrymen);  but  be 

ha«UosfiofD  the  ships,  and  concludes  not  that  book  till  he  bas  madę  you  amends  by  the  tiolent  playing 

ofa  new  machinę.    From  thence  he  burries  on  his  action  with  rariety  of  ereuts,  and  ends  it  in  lesa 

compasa  than  two  montbs.    This  vebemence  of  his,  1  confess,  is  morę  snitable  to  my  temper ;  and 

tbeiefore  I  have  translated  his  first  book  with  greater  pleasure  than  any  part  of  Yirgil :  but  it  was.not  ą 

finrare  witboat  pains :  the  contlnual  agitations  of  the  spirits  must  needs  be  a  weakening  of  any  eon* 

stitotion,  especiaily  in  age ;  and  many  panses  are  required  for  refresbment  betwizt  the  heats;  the  Diad- 

sf  itaelf  being  a  third  part  longer  than  all  YirgiPs  works  togetber. 

Tbis  is  what  1  thought  needful  in  this  place  to  say  of  Homer.  I  proceed  to  Orid  and  Chaucer ;  con- 
ftdeńag  the  fonner  only  in  relation  to  the  latter.  With  Ovid  ended  the  golden  age  of  the  Roman 
tongne:  fitom  Chaucer  the  purity  of  the  £nglish  tongue  began.  The  manners  of  the  poets  were  not 
'alilEe :  both  of  them  w<ete  well-bred^  wett-natured,  amoious,  and  libertine,  at  least  in  their  writing? ; 
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itAiay  be  abo  jn  their  lires.    Tbeir  stadies  were  the  same,  philosopliy  and  philolocy.    Botłi  of  thm 
were  known  in  astronomy*  of  which  Ovid*s  books  of  the  Roman  feasU,  and  Cbaucec^s  treatise  of  tbe 
Astrolabe,  are  sui&cient  witnesses.    But  Chaućer  was  likewise  an  astrologer,  as  were  Yirsi^,  Honce, 
^ersiustand  Maniiios.    Both  wrtt  with  wonderiiil  fiusUity  and  cleamess :  neithei*  were  great  inTenton: 
for  0?id  only  copied  tbe  Greciao  fablet ;  ąnd  most  of  Chaacer*s  stories  weie  taken  fiom  his  Italiaa 
contemporariesyor  their  predecessors.    Boccace*8  Decameron  was  first  published;  and  from  tfaenee 
car  Englisbman  bas  bdrrowed  many  of  his  Canterbury  Tales :  yet  that  ot  Palamon  and  Aicite  wh 
written  in  all  probability  by  some  Italian  wit,  in  a  fbnner  age,  as  I  shall  proye  bereafter :  the  tale  of 
Grizild  was  tbe  inyention  of  Petrarch ;  by  bim  sent  to  Boccace ;  from  wbom  it  came  to  Chanoer: 
Troiłaś  and  Cressida  was  also  written  by  a  Lombard  author ;  but  mućb  amplified  by  oar  English  trans- 
latory aa  well  as  beautified ;  tbe  genius  of  oar  countrymen  in  generał  being  rather  to  impro^e  an  iofes- 
tion,  than  to  inrent  themsel^es ;  as  is  erident  hot  ooly  in  our  poetry,  but  in  many  of  oqr  mannfactnreł, 
I  find  1  hare  anticipated  already,  and  takcn  up  from  Boccace  before  I  come  to  bim :  bot  tbere  is  so 
much  less  bebind;  and  I  am  of  the  temper  of  most  kings,  who  loye  to  be  in  debt;  are  all  for  present 
money,  no  matter  bow  they  pay  it  afterwards:  besideS,  tbe  natare  of  a  preface  is  rambling;  new 
wbolly  out  of  the  way,  nor  in  it    This  I  hare  leamed  fh>m  the  practice  •f  honest  Montaigne,  and 
return  at  my  pleasure  tó  Svid  and  Chaucer,  of  wbom  I  have  littłe  morę  to  say.    Both  of  them-boUt  oa 
the  inventions  of  other  men ;  yet  sińce  Chaocer  had  something  of  his  own,  as  the  Wife  of  Bath*8  Tale, 
the  Cock  and  the  Fox,  which  I  haye  translated,  and  some  otbeis,  I  may  justiy  giye  our  coantrymaa 
tbe  precedence  in  that  part;  sińce  1  can  remember  nothing  of  Oyid  Which  was  whoUy  bis.    Both  of 
them  understood  the  manners,  under  which  name  I  comprehend  tbe  passions,  and,  in  a  large  sense,the 
descriptionsof  persons,  and  their  yery  habits :  for  an  esample,  I  see  Baucis  and  Philemon  as  perfectły 
before  me,  as  if  some  ancient  painter  had  drawn  them  ;  and  atl  the  pilgrims  in  the  Cantei1>ury  Taki^ 
their  humours,  their  features,  and  the  yery  dress,  as  disttnctly  as  if  I  had  sapped  with  them  at  the 
Tabard  in  Southwark :  yet  eyen  tbere  too  the  figures  in  Chaucer  are  much  morę  lively,  and  set  ia  a 
better  light :  which  though  I  haye  not  time  to  proye,  yet  I  appeal  to  the  reader,  and  am  sare  be  w9 
elear  me  from  jtartiality.    The  thoughts  and  words  remain  to  be  considered  in  the  compariaon  of  tlic 
two  poets ;  and  I  haye  sayed  myself  one  half  of  that  fabour,  by  owniag,  that  Oyid  liyed  wben  the  Romsa 
tongue  was  in  its  meridian  ;  Chaucer,  in  the  dawning  of  our  language :  therefore  that  part  of  the  com- 
pllariaon  stands  not  on  an  equal  foot,  any  morę  than  the  diction  of  Ennius  tod  Oyid ;  or  of  Chaucer  mA 
<mr  present  English.    Tbe  words  are  giyen  up  as  a  post  not  to  be  defended  in  our  poet,  because  bs 
wanted  tbe  modern  art  of  fortif ying.    The  thoughts  remain  to  be  considered :  and  they  are  to  be  mca> 
flured  only  by  their  propriety ;  that  is,  as  they  flow  morę  or  less  naturally  from  the  persons  deacribe^ 
on  soch  and  such  occasions.    The  yulgar  judges,  which  are  nine  parta  in  ten  of  all  nations,  who  csll 
cenceits  and  jingles  wit,  who  see  Oyid  foli  of  them,  and  Chaucer  ałtogether  witbout  them,  will  think  me 
little  less  than  mad,  for  preferring  the  Enc^ishman  to  the  Roman:  yet,  with  tb«^  leaye,  I  most  pr^ 
ramę  to  say,  that  the  things  they  admire  are  not  only  glitteriog  trifl^,  and  so  for  from  being  witty,  Hist 
in  a  serious  poem  th^y  are  nauseous,  because  they  are  unnatural.    Would  any  man,  who  is  ready  to 
die  for  loye,  describe  his  passion  like  NArcissus }    Would  he  think  of  "  inopem  me  copia  fecit,"  and  a 
dozen  moreof  suoh  expres8ions,  poured  on  the  neck  of  one  anotber,  and  signifying  all  the  same  tbiog? 
If  this  were  wit,  was  this  a  time  to  be  witty,  when  the  poor  wretch  was  in  tbe  agony  of  death !    Tbb  ii 
just  John  Littlewit  in  Bartholomew  Fair,itho  had  a  conceit  (as  he  tells  you)  left  bim  in  his  miseiy:  a 
miserable  coooeit.    On  these  occasions  the  poet  should  endeayour  to  raise  pity :  but,  instead  of  tbii^ 
Ovid  istickling  you  to  laugb.    Virgil  neyer  madę  use  of  such  machines,  when  he  was  moying  you  tp 
commiserate  the  death  of  Dido :  he  would  not  destroy  what  he  was  bnilding.    Chaucer  makes  Ardte 
Yiolent  in  his  loye,  and  unjust  in  the  pursuit  of  it :  yet  when  he  oame  to  die,  he  madę  bim  think  more 
reasonablys  he  repents  notof  his  love,  for  that  had.altered  bis  character;  but  acknowledges  tbe  io* 
justtce  of  his  proceedings,  and  resigns  Emilia  to  Palamon.    What  would  Oyid  haye  done  on  this  oc- 
casion }    He  would  certainly  haye  madę  Arcite  witty  on  his  death-bed.    He  had  complaioed  be  was 
forther  off  from  possession,  by  being  so  near,  and  a  thousaod  such  boyisms,  which  Chaucier  rejected  ai 
below  the  dignity  of  the  subject.    They,  who  think  otherwise,  would  by  the  saoie  reaaon  prefor  Łocaa 
«nd  Oyid  tą  Homer  and  Yirgil,  and  Martial  to  all  four  of  them,    As  for  the  tum  of  words,  in  which  Ond 
particulaily  ezcels  all  poets,  they  are  sometimes  a  foult  and  sometimes  a  beauty,  as  they  are  oiel 
properly  or  improperiy ;  but  in  strong  passions  always  to  be  shupned,  because  passions  are  seńcM^ 
and  will  admit  no  płayiag.    The  Freach  haye  a  Uigb  yalue  for  them  ^  aad  I  confoss,  they  ai«  oAsa 
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wlbd  tiMjr  caB  delicałe,  wben  tłuy  are  introduced  with  judgment ;  but  Chauoer  writ  with  morę  aim- 
pV*cit]r.  sad  foOmred^  naturo  morę  closely^  than  to  nse  them.  I  haye  thus  far,  to  the  best  of  my  know- 
^B^S^y  been  an  upiight  JQ<ige  betwiztthe  parttes  in  competitioo,  not  meddling  with  the  design  nor  the 
diipoaitioo  of  it^  becauae  tbe  detign  was  not  their  owa,  and  in  the  disposing  of  it  thcy  were  eąuaL 
IticBaiBSy  tfaat  1  say  somewhatof  Chancer  in  paiticnlar. 

la  tbe  first  place,  as  he  is  tbe  &tber  of  English  poetry,  so  I  hołd  faim  in  the  same  degree  of  ireneratłon 
as  the  Gieciaas  beki  Homer,  or  the  Romans  Yiigil :  be  is  a  perpetual  fountain  of  good  sensib ;  leamed 
in  an  icieaeaa  ;  and-tberefbre  speaks  properly  on  all  subjects :  as  he  knew  what  to  say,  so  he  knows 
alao  wlien  to  leaYe  off ;  a  cootinence  which  is  practised  by  few  wńters,  and  scarcely  by  any  of  the 
aacienU,  ezcepting  Yirgil  and  Horace.    One  of  our  late  great  poets  is  suok  in  his  rpputatton,  because 
be  coald  nerer  Ibrgire  any  conceit  wbich  came  in  his  way ;  but  Swept,  iike  a  drag-net,  great  and  smali, 
Tbef«  wma  plenty  enoogfa,  but  the  dtshes  were  ill-sorted  ;  wbole  py  nimids  of  sweet-meats,  for  boys  and 
bat  little  of  solid  meat,  for  men :  aU  this  proceeded  not  from  any  want  of  knowledge,  but 
it ;  neither  did  he  want  that  in  disoeming  the  beauties  and  faults  of  otber  poets,  but  only 
hinaelf  in  the  hixnry  of  writing,  and  perhaps  knew  it  was  a  fault,  but  |)oped  the  reader 
WMid  not  find  it.    For  this  reason,  though  he  must  always  be  thought  a  great  poet,  be  is  no  longer 
a  good  wfiter :  and  for  ten  impressions,  which  his  works  have  had  in  so  many  succ^ssivo  , 
yet  at  preaent  a  hnndred  bo(^  are  scarcely  purchascd  once  a  twelremonth :  for,  as  my  lord 
aaid,  tboagfa  somewhaŁ  profimely.  Not  being  of  God,  he  cou]d  not  stand. 
fonowed  Nature  every  where ;  but  was  nerer  so  lk>ld  to  go  beyond  ber:  and  there  is  a  great 
of  being  poeta  and  nimis  poeta,  if  we  be]ieve  Catullus,  as  much  as  betwist  a  modest  be- 
aad  aflectation.    Tbe  Terre  of  Chancer,  I  confess,  is  not  harmonious  tous ;  but  it  is  Iike  the 
«loqaeiice  of  one  wbom  Tacitns  commends,  it  was  auribus  istins  temporis  accommodata :  they  who 
Kred  with  bim,  and  aome  time  after  bim,  thought  it  musical ;  and  it  continues  so  eyen  in  our  judgment, 
if  coBipared  with  the  nurabers  of  Lidgate  and  Gower,  bis  contemponuries :  there  is  tbe  rude  sweetness 
of  a  Scotcb  tme  in  it,  wbich  is  natural  and  pleasing,  thougfa  not  perfect    U  is  tme,  1  cannot  go  so  far 
w%  be  who  pohliahedtCbe  last  edition  of  him ;  for  be  would  make  us  beliere  tbe  fonlt  is  in  our  ears,  and 
that  tbere  were.rea]ly  ten  syUables  in  a  rerse,  where  we  find  but  nine :  but  this  Opioion  is  not  worth 
eoaloting;  it  is  so  groas  and  obrions  an  errour,  that  common  sense  (wbich  is  a  nile  in  eyery  thing  but 
maltefs  of  laith  and  rerdation)  mutt  cooTinoe  tbe  reader,  that  eąusdity  of  numbers  in  every  verse, 
which  we  eall  benńc,  was  either  not  known,  or  not  always  practised  in  Chaucer^s  age.    It  were  an 
casy  matter  to  piodnce  some  thousands  of  his  yerses,  which  are  lamę  for  want  of  half  a  foot,  and  some« 
tittee  a  wbole  one,  and  wbich  no  pronunctation  can  make  otherwise.    We  can  only  say,  that  he  lived 
ia  the  inisncy  ofoor  poetry,  and  that  nothing  is  brought  to  perfection  at  the  first    We  must  be  chil« 
Aeo  hcibie  we  grow  men.    There  was  an  Ennius,  and  in  process  of  time  a  Łocilius,  and  a  Łucretius^ 
Wiae  Yligil  and  Horaoe  \  eren  after  Chaucer  there  was  a  Spenser,  a  Harrington,  a  Fairfax,  before 
Waler  aad  Denbam  were  in  being:  and  our  numbers  were  in  their  nonage  tiil  these  last  appeared. 
I  aced  tay  little  of  bis  parentage,  life*  and  fortunes :  they  are  to  be  found  at  large  in  all  the  editions  of 
his  wofki.    He  was  employed  abroad,  and  foyoured  by  Edward  the  Third,  Richard  the  Second,  and 
Heary  tbe  Fourth,  and  was  poet,  as  I  suppose,  to  all  f  bree  of  them.    In  Riehaid's  time,  I  doubt^  he  was 
a  Bcile  dipt  in  tbe  rebellion  of  the  commons ;  and,  being  brother-in-law  to  John  of  Gaunt,  it  was  Ao 
If  he  foDowed  tbe  foitnnes  of  that  fiimily,  and  was  well  with  Henry  the  Fourth  when  be  had 
his  predeceasor.    Neitber  is  it  to  be  admired,  that  Henry,  who  was  a  wise  as  well  as  a  raliant 
who  ciaimed  by  succession,  and  was  sensible  that  his  title  was  not  sound,  but  was  rightfolly 
who  had  married  tbe  beir  of  York ;  it  was  not  to  be  admired,  I  say,  if  that  great  politician 
he  pteated  to  haye  tbe  greatest  wit  of  those  times  in  his  interests,  and  to  be  the  tmmpet  of  bis 
Augostas  had  giren  bim  the  esiample,  by  the  advice  of  Maecenas,  who  recómmended  Yirgil 
aad  HflKiee  to  him ;  whose  praises  belped  to  make  him  popular  while  he  was  ali  ve,  and  after  his  death 
htm  ptecious  to  posterity.    As  for  tbe  religion  of  our  poet,  be  seems  to  haye  some  little  bias 
nds  theopinionsofWicUtff,  after  John  of  Gaontbis  patron;  somewhatof  whicb  appearsin  the 
of  Pierś  Flowmaa :  yet  I  cannot  blame  bim  for  inyeighing  so  sharply  against  the  yices  of  the  clergy 
ia  hit  age:  their  pride,  flielr  ambitioR,  their  pomp,  their  ayańce,  their  wordly  interest,  desenred  the 
\  wbich  be  gaye  them,  botb  in  thal»and  in  most  of  his  Canterbury  Tales :  neither  bas  his  contem- 
Boccace  sparad  them.    Yet  both  those  poets  liyed  in  much  esteem  with  good  and  holy  men  in 
I :  far  tbe  scandal  which  is  givto  by  parUcular  priests  reflects  not  on  the  sacred  function. 
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CtMucef'8  Monik,  bis  Ctuuioa,  and  hit  Fryer,  took  not  fWfm  tbe  cbaracterof  lus  Ckńl  ?nm.  Ą 
ntyrical  poet  if  the  cbeck  of  the  laymen  on  bad  priasts.    We  are  only  to  taka  care,  that  we  inToln 
not  tbe  tnnoceot  with  tbe  gailty  in  the  same  condemnation.    The  gbod  caimot  be  too  mach  honoared^ 
nor  the  bad  too  coanely  used ;  for  tbe  corraption  of  the  best  becomes  the  woist.    Wben  a  doigynuia 
is  whippedy  his  gown  is  first  taken  off,  by  which  the  dignity  of  his  oider  is  secored :  if  he  hi  wroo^ 
IbUy  accnied,  he  has  bis  actioa  of  ilander ;  and  it  is  at  tbe  poet*8  peril,  if  he  transgreas  the  laar.    Bat 
they  will  tell  us,  that  all  kind  of  satire,  tbough  nerer  so  well  desenred  by  paitidilar  priesta^  yet  biingi 
the  wfaole  order  into  contempt  Is  tben  the  peerage  of  England  any  thing  dishonoiired»  when  a  peer  ioftn 
for  bis  treason  ?    If  he  be  libeOed,  or  any  way  defamed,  he  bas  hb  Scandalnm  Magnatum  to  poaiA 
the  offtoder.    They,  who  ase  tbis  kind  of  argument,  seem  to  be  oonscioos  to  tbemselTes  of  aomewtaat 
which  bat  deaerred  tbe  poet*B  lash,  and  are  less  concemed  for  their  paUic  capacity,  thaa  for  thnr 
pnvate ;  at  least  there  is  pride  at  tbe  bottMU  of  their  reasoniog.    If  the  fonlts  of  men  in  ocden  sit 
only  to  be  judged  among  themseWes,  they  are  all  in  some  sort  parties :  for,  sińce  they  say  the  honoor 
of  their  order  is  concemed  in  every  member  of  it,  how  can  we  be  sore,  that  they  will  be  Impaftiii 
jodges  ?    How  lar  I  may  be  allowed  to  speak  my  opioion  in  this  case,  1  know  not :  bot  I  am  sare 
a  dispate  of  tbis  natare  caused  mischief  in  abandance  betwist  a  king  of  England  and  an  aichbishopof 
Canterbury ;  one  standing  np  for  the  taws  of  bis  land,  and  tbe  otber  for  tbe  honoor  (as  he  called  H) 
of  God*8  cburch ;  which  ended  in  tbe  murther  of  the  prelatą,  and  in  the  whipping  of  his  majerty 
from  post  to  pillar  for  his  penaoce.    The  leamed  and  ingenioos  Dr.  Drakę  has  sared  me  the  laboar  of 
inąuiring  into  tbe  esteem  and  rererence  which  the  priests  haye  bad  of  old ;  and  I  would  rather  eitend 
than  diminish  any  part  of  it:  yetlmust  needs  say,  that  whenapriest  proYokes  mewitboot  say 
eccasion  gi^en  him,  I  hare  no  reaaon,  unless  it  be  the  cbarity  of  a  Christian,  to  fergiTC  hiaL 
Prior  lesit  is  justification  safficicnt  in  tbe  ciril  law.     If  1  answer  him  in  his  own  langwagą,  sd^ 
defence,  1  am  sore,  must  be  allowed  me;  and  if  I  carry  it  farther,  even  to  a  sharp  recrimination,  soaw 
what  may  be  indulged  to  buman  frailty.    Yet  my  reaentmcnt  has  not  wnmght  so  lar,  bot  that  I  ba?e 
followed  Chancer  in  bis  character  of  a  boly  man,  and  have  eniarged  on  that  subject  with  same 
pleasure,  reserving  to  myself  the  right,  if  I  shall  think  fit  hereafter,  to  describe  another  sort  of  piicsti^ 
•uch  as  are  morę  easily  to  be  fouud  than  the  Good  Parson ;  soch  as  ba^e  giTen  the  laat  blow  tO 
Christianity  in  this  age,  by  a  practice  so  cootrary  to  their  doctrine.    But  this  will  keep  cold  tS 
another  time.    In  the  mean  while,  I  take  up  Cbaucer  where  I  left  him.    He  most  hare  been  a  man  of 
a  most  wonderful  comprehensire  naturę,  because,  as  it  has  been  trały  obsenred  of  him,  he  has  takea 
into  the  compass  of  his  Canterbury  Tales  tbe  various  manners  and  homonrs  (as  we  now  caU  tbem)  of 
tbe  wbole  English  nation,  in  bis  age.    Not  a  single  character  has  escaped  him.    All  -iiis  pOgrims  are 
seyerally  distinguished  finom  earh  other;  and  not  only  in  their  inclinations,  but  in  their  yery  pby- 
ńoguomies  and  persons.    Baptista  Porta  could  not  have  described  their  natures  better,  than  by  the 
marks  which  the  poet  gives  them.    The  matter  and  manner  of  their  tales,  and  of  their  telli ng»  aie  so 
soited  to  their  different  edocatipns,  humours,  and  callings,  that  eacb  of  them  would  be  improper  in 
any  othcr  mooth.    .Even  the  grare  aod  serious  characters  are  distinguished  by  their  several  aorts  of 
gravity:  their  discoorses  are  such  as  helong  to  their  age,  their  calling,  and  their  breeding;  soch  as 
are  becOming  of  them,  and  of  them  only.    Some  of  his  persons  are  vicious,  and  some  YiTtuoiis;  some 
are  nnleamed,  or  (arChaucer  calls  them)  lewd,  and  some  are  leanird.     Even  the  ribaldry  of  tbe  Iow 
characters  is  difierent ;  the  Reeve,  the  Miller,  and  the  Cook,  are  ^veral  men,  and  distinguished  fnn 
each  other,  as  much  as  the  mincing  Łady  Prioress,  and  the  broad-speaktng,  gap-tootbed  Wife  of  Bath. 
But  enough  of  tbis :  there  is  such  a  rariety  of  gamę  springing  up  before  me,  that  I  am  distracted  in 
my  choice,  and  know  not  which  to  follow.    It  is  suificient  to  say,  according  to  the  proverb,  that  hece 
is  Ood*s  plenty.    We  hare  our  forefothers,  and  great  granddames  all  before  us,  as  they  were  in 
Chaucer*8  days;  their  generał  characters  are  still  remaining  in  mankind,  and  even  in  England,  tbough 
they  are  called  by  other  names  than  those  of  Monks  and  Friars,  and  Chanons,  and  lady  Abbesses,  and 
Kans :  for  mankind  is  ever  tbe  same,  and  nothing  lost  out  of  naturę,  tbough  erery  thing  ia  alteied. 
May  I  bave  lea^e  to  do  myself  the  jnstice  (sińce  my  enemies  will  do  me  nonę,  and  are  so  far  from 
granting  me  to  be  a  good  poet,  that  they  will  not  allow  me  so  much  as  to  be  a  Christian,  or  a  morał 
man) ;  may  1  haye  leave,  I  say,  to  inform  my  reader,  that  I  bave  confined  ftiy  choioe  to  such  tales  of 
Chaucer  as  savour  nothing  of  immodesty  ?    If  I  bad  desired  morę  to  please  than  to  instnict,  the  Reeve^ 
tbe  Miller,  tbe  Shipman,  the  Merchants,  tbe  Somner,  and,  above  all,  the  Wife  of  Batfa,  in  the  prologne  to 
her  tale,  would  bave  procured  me  as  many  friends  and  readers,  as  there  are  beanx  and  ladies  of  plea- 
sure in  the  town.    But  1  will  no  mors  of^fnd  against  good-manners :  I  am  sensible.  as  I  ooght  to  be. 
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tf  (B<  wtiSSii  I  l^re  giTcn  by  my  loose  writings,  and  make  what  reperation  I  am  able^by  thts  pablić 
kC  1/  any  tfaing  of  this  naturę,  or  of  pió&neneM,  be  crepŁ  into  tbese  poems,  I  am  so 
Hng  it,  fhat  I  difiown  it.   Totank  taoc  indictnm  vofo.    Chaucer  makes  anotber  manner 

oT  apology  for  hU  broad-apeakiDg,  and  Boccace  malces  tbe  like ;  but  I  will  follow  netther  of  them. 

Ifci  cwmtf  ymhn,  in  tbe  end  of  his  cbaracters,  before  the  Cantelrbury  Tales,  thus  e^cusetf  tbi  ribaldry, 

•Uch  ia  fcry  (rosa  in  many  of  hia  noYels.  * 

•  But  flntf  I  pray  yoa  of  yoar  conrtesy, 
TlMt  ye  ne  arrettee  it  nougbt  my  TiUany, 
Tbongh  tbat  I  plainly  speak  in  tbis  mattere 
To  tellen  yoo  ber  wotda,  and  eke  ber  cheró: 
Ne  tboogh  I  speak  ber  words  properiy. 
For  tbis  ye  koowen  as  well  as  1, 
Wbo  shall  tellen  a  tale  after  a  man, 
He  mote  rebearse  aa  nye^  as  ever  be  can : 
Ererich  word  of  it  been  in  bis  charge, 
AB  speke  be,  n^er  so  rodęiy,  ne  large. 
Or  cflse  be  mote  tellen  bis  tale  untrue, 
Or  feine  things,  or  find  words  new : 
He  may  not  spare,  altbougb  be  were  bis  brother, 
He  mote  as  well  say  o  word  as  another. 
Christ  spake  bimaelf  foli  broad  in  holy  writ. 
And  wen  I  wote  no  yiUany  is  it, 
Eke  Flato  saitb,  wbo  so  can  him  redę, 
Tbe  words  mote  been  cousin  to  tbe  dede. 

Tei  if  m  maa  ahoold  have  inąuired  of  Boccace  or  of  Cbaucer,  what  need  tbey  had  of  introdncing 
tteh  ckacacters,  wbere  obscene  woids  were  proper  in^thei^^  mouths,  but  yery  indecent  to  be  beard ;  I 
kaow  aotw  what  answer  they  could  baye  madę :  for  tbat  reason,  sucb  tale  shall  be  left  nntold  by  me. 
Ton  hmre  here  a  specimen  of  Chaaceif  s  language,  wbich  is  so  obsolete,  tbat  his  sense  is  scarce  to  b« 
and  y<m  ba^e  likewise  morę  tban  one  ezampte  of  his  unequal  numbers,  wbich  wera 
before,  Yet  many  of  his  yerses  consist  of  ten  syllables,  and  tbe  words  not  much  behind 
En^ltiąh:  as  for  ezample,  tbese  two  lines,  in  tbe  description  of  the  cąrpenter^i  young 

Wincing  she  was,  as  is  a  jolly  colt,  ' 
long  as  a  mast,  and  upright  as  a  bolt. 

1  h«ve  almost  done  witb  Chaucer,  wben  I  bare  answeied  some  objectiotis  relating  to  my  prestft 
I  find  aome  people  are  oflfended,  tbat  I  bare  tumed  tbese  tales  into  modem  Bnglish ;  because 
fteythtnktfaemimwDrthy  of  my  pains,  and  look  on  Chaucer  as  a  dry,  old-foshioned  wit,  not  worth 
Kmu^  I  have  often  heaid  the  late  earl  of  Leices^er  say,  tbat  Mr.  Cowley  himself  was  of  tbab 
;  wbo,  haying  lead  him  oyer  at  my  lord^s  request,  declared  be  had  no  taste  of  him.  I  dare 
adTance  my  <^inion  against  the  judgment  of  so  great  an  autbor:  but  I  think  it  iiiir,  however,  to 
tbe  deńsion  to  the  pnblic:  Mr.  Cowley  was  too  modest  to  set  up  for  a  dictator;  and  being 
peihaps  wtth  bis  old  style,  nerer  esamined  into  the  depth  of  his  good  sense.  Cbaucer,  I 
is  a  loogh  diamond,  and  must  first  be  polished,  ere  be  shines.  I  deny  not  likewise,  that» 
Mag  ia  onr  eaily  days  of  poetry,  be  writes  not  always  of  a  piece ;  but  sometimes  mingles  triyiat 
wHh  thoae  of  greater  moment.  Sometunes  also,  though  not  often,  he  nms  liot,  like  Orid, 
not  wben  he  bas  said  enoitgh.  Bat  there  are  morę  great  wita  beńdes  Chaucer,  wbo^ 
ia  tbńr  escess  of  conceits,  and  those  ill  sorted.  An  author  is  not  to  write  all  he  can,  but 
nD  he  ooĘ^t,  Having  obserred  this  rednndancy  in  Chaucer,  (as  it  is  an  easy  matter  for  a  man 
pBits  to  find  a  fomt  in  one  of  greater)  I  bate  not  tied  myself  to  a  literał  traoslation ;  but 
oAeii  omitted  whatljndged  unnecessary,  or  not  of  dignity  enough  to  appear  in  tbe  company 
ifbctter  thooghti.  I  haye  presumed  farther^  m  some  places,  and  added  somewhat  of  my  own,  where 
f  t&0aght  my  autbor  was  deficient,  andiiad  not  giyeń  his  tbougbts  their  true  lostre,  for  want  of  worda 
^tbebegijuiiiigofaorlaagaagc    Aad  to  thit  I  was  the  morę  emboldened,  becanae  (if  I  ńuqr  be  peiw 
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BittodtoMtyitof  niTMlf)  I  fimnd  I  had  a  tani  oongeni*!  to  Uff  and  Uiat  I  had  ban  cooTenant  m  tta 
nne  ttudiea.  Anotber  poet,  ib  anoCher  age,  may  take  the  aame  liberty  with  my  writingi ;  if  at  leaK 
tbey  lirę  lon;  enougfa  to  deaerre  oorraction.  U  wfti  alao  necestary  aomctimet  to  reitoia  the  aeiiK  of 
Chaucer,  wbich  was  loat  or  mangled  tu  the  emmn  of  the  prets :  4et  tbis  ezample  suAce  at  preaeDt ;  im 
the  staiy  of  Palamoa  and  Arcite,  wheie  the  tempie  of  Diana  ia  deacribed,  yon  find  theaa  tenea^  in  all 

the  editioBS  of  our  anthor : 

I 

There  mw  I  Dani  tnrned  into  a  tree^ 

I  mean  not  the  goddess  Dianę, 

But  Veoua  daugfater,  which  that  hif^t  Dani : 

Whicb,  after  a  little  consideration,  I  knew  waa  to  be  refoimed  into  tbis  aeMe,  that  Dapbne  the  dawghtfi 
of  Peneaa  was  tnrned  into  a  tree.  1  dunt  not  make  thua  bold  with  Ovid,  test  aome  futnie  Hilboom 
abooM  ariae,  and  lay,  1  varied  fhun  my  author,  becauae  I  underatood  him  noŁ 

Bot  there  are  other  judgei  who  think  I  ooght  not  to  bave  tranalated  Cbaacer  into  Engliah,  out  of  a 
<|iute  contrary  notion  t  they  mppose  there  is  a  ceitain  Yeneration  doe  to  bia  old  langnage ;  and  that 
it  is  little  less  than  proianation  and  sacrilege  to  alter  it  Tbey  are  farther  of  opinion,  that  aomewbat 
of  hb  good  sense  will  snifisr  in  tbis  transftision,  and  much  of  the  beaaty  of  bis  tboughts  will  infalliMy  be 
lost,  which  appear  with  morę  grace  in  their  old  habit  Of  t\fw  opinion  was  that  excellent  person,  wbom 
I  mentioned,  the  late  eail  of  LeiceMer,  who  Taloed  Chaiyer  as  much  as  Mr.  Cowley  despiaed  him. 
My  lord  dissD«ded  me  firom  thia  attenq>t,  (for  I  waathinki%s  of  it  some  years  before  bis  death)  and  Ut 
authority  prevailed  so  ikr  with  me,  as  to  defer  my  nndertakiog  while  be  liTed,  in  deference  to  him :  jt^ 
my  reason  was  not  conTinced  with  what  be  arged  against  it.  if  tbe  lint  end  of  a  writer  be  to  be  onder'* 
8tood>  then  as  his  langnage  grows  obsolete,  his  thoogbts  must  grow  obscure : 

Mnlta  reaascentor  ąvat  jam  ceciderć;  •  cadentqne» 
Sase  nunc  sunt  In  honore  Tocabula ; '  st  Tolet  usos, 
Snem  pbnis  aibitrium  est,  &  jns,  k,  norma  loąuendu 

When  an  ancient  word  for  tts  seund  and  significancy  desenres  to  be  reviTed|  I  have  that  reasonablb 
Teneration  for  antiqnity,  to  restore  it.    All  beyond  tbis  is  superstition.    Words  are  not  like  landmuks^ 
so  sacred  as  never  to  be  remo^ed;  customs  are  changed;  and  even  statutes  are  silcntly  r^>ealed»  when 
the  reason  ceases  for  which  they  were  cnacted.   As  for  the  other  part  of  the  argument,  that  hia  thonghta 
will  loseof  their  original  beanty,  by  the  innoTation  of  words;  in  the  first  place,  not  only  their  beanty, 
but  their  betng  is  lost,  where  they  are  no  longer  onderstood,  which  is  the  present  case.  I  ([iimttlial  amnii 
thing  must  be  lott  in  all  transftision,  that  is,  in  all  translations;  but  the  sense  will  remain,  wbich  woold 
otherwise  be  lost,  or  at  least  be  maimedi^  wben  it  is  scarcely  intelligible,  and-that  but  to  a  few.     Hoar 
fow  are  there  who  can  read  Chaucer,  so  as  to  understand  him  perfectiy !    And  if  imperfectly,  tbaa 
with  less  profit  and  no  pleasure.    It  is  not  for  the  use  of  some  old  Saxon  friends,  that  I  bare  taken  thci— 
pains  with  him :  let  them  neglect  my  Tersion,  because  they  ba^e  no  need  of  it    I  madę  it Jsr  tbcir 
sakes  who  understood  sense  and  poetry  as  well  as  they,  when  that  poetry  and  sense  is  pot  into  woedik 
which  tbey  understand.    I  will  go  farther,  and  dam  to  add,  that  what  beaoties  1  lose  in  some  pincca,  Ł 
give  to  otbers  which  had  them  not  originally :  bnt  in  tbis  I  may  be  partial  to  myself ;  let  tbe 
judge,  aad  I  submit  to  his  decisioo.    Yet  I  think  I  bave  jast  occasion  to  complaio  of  them,  who, 
they  understand  Chaucer,  would  depriye  the  greater  part  of  tbeir  countrymen  of  the  same  advantagc^ 
and  board  him  up,  as  misers  do  their  grandam  gold,  only  to  look  on  it  themselres,  and  binder  otbciB. 
from  maldng  use  of  it    In  sum,  I  serionsly  protest,  that  no  man  ercr  had,  or  can  haye,  a 
▼eneration  for  Chaucer,  than  myself.    I  have  translated  some  part  of  his  works,  only  that  1 
perpetoate  his  memory,  or  at  least  refiresb  it,  amongst  my  countrymen.    If  1  baye  altered  him  any 
where  for  the  better,  1  must  at  the  same  time  acknowledge,  that  I  could  haye  done  nothing  without 
him:  Facile  est  inyentis  addere,  is  no  great  conmiendation ;  and  I  am  notso  yain  to  think  1  bawi^ 
deseryed  a  greater.    I  will  cooclude  what  I  haye  to  say  of  him  singly,  with  tbis  one  remark:  a  lady; 
of  my  acquainUince,  who  keeps  a  kind  of  correspondeoce  with  some  autbors  of  the  faii  sex  in 
bas  been  informed  by  them,  that  mademoiselle  de  Scudery,  who  is  as  old  as  Sibyl,  and  inspired  like 
by  the  same  god  of  poetry,  is  at  tbis  time  translating  Chaucer  into  modern  Prench.    From  which  %.■. 
gatber,  that  be  bas  been  formerly  translated  into  the  old  Provencal  (for  how  sbe  should  come  to  undei»»> 
stand  old  English  I  know  not).    But  the  matter  of  foct  being  true,  it  makes  me  think,  that  there  i« 
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in  it  lik*  fiktality  ;  that,  after  certain  pcriods  of  tioi*,  ^e  fiune  aad  mMDory  of  gfeat  wUfl 
be  renewed,  as  Ckaucer  i<  both  in  Fraaca  aad  £aglaad.'    If  tbia  be  wboUy  chaace,  it  is  extraor-> 
diBBiy,  aod  I  dane  not  cali  it  moret  for  fear  ot  beiag  taxed  witb  mparstition. 

Borcmce  ooiiies  last  to  be  coasidered,  wbo,  Uving  in  tba  aaae  afpR  with  Chaucer,  had  tbe  nma 
fBOiiu^  aod  foUowed  tbe  same  studies :  botb  writ  noyel^  aod  eaoh  of  tfaeoDi  cultivated  bis  metbei 
Bat  tbe  greatcit  reienblanoe  of  oor  two  modern  aatbora  being  in  their  familiar  style,  ąad 
way  of  ralatiag  comical  adventare8y  I  may  pass  ii-over,  beoaute  1  bave  traoslated  ootbing 
froa  Boocace  of  tbat  aatare.  lo  tba  lertons  part  of  poetry,  tbe  advaatage  ia  whoUy  on  Cbaacer*a 
ade  ;  for  tbotigb  tbe  ffai^iehman  baa  bonrowed  many  tales  ffom  tbe  Italiao,  yet  it  appean,  tbat  tboie 
af  Boccace  weae  not  geoerally  of  bla  owa  making^  but  takeo  ftom  antbors  of  former  agea,  and  by  bim 
eoly  OMKiaDed :  ao  tbat  wbat  tbere  waaof  inyeaCion  in  eitber  oi  tbem  may  be  judged  equal«  But 
bas  refioed  on  Boccace,  and  bas  mended  tbe  stories  which  be  bas  bonrowed,  in  bis  way  of 
•  tboogb  proee  allows  moce  Uberty  of  thoaght>  and  tba  es^pressioa  is  morę  easy  wben  nncoofiae^ 
by  nnmbers.  Oiir  coontcyman  carries  weigbt,  and  yet  wios  tbe  lace  at  disad^antage.  I  desire  not 
tbe  aeadaa  aboold  take  my  word  ^  aad  theiafoie  1  wiU  aet  two  of  tbeir  disooiwsea  on  tbe  same  subject, 
ia  tfae  same  ligbt,  for  every  man  to  jndge  betwbct  tbem.  I  translated  Cbaucer  first,  and,  amongst  tba 
sest,  pifecfaedon  tbe  Wifo  of  Batb's  Tale;  not  daring,  as  1  bave  said,  to  adv«nture  on  ber  Prok>gue,  becausa 
k  is  too  UoentkMis :  tbere  Cbaooer  introdoces  an  old  woawn  of  mean  pajreatage,  wbom  a  youtbfol 
kaigbŁ  oC  ooble  blood  was  foreed  to  marry»  aod  cooseąuently  koathed  ber :  tbe  crone,  being  in  bed 
witb  bina  on  tbe  wedding-nigbt,  aad  flnding  bis  ayersion,  endeayoors  to  wio  bis  affection  by  reason^ 
and  9aalcs  a  good  woid  for  benelf,  (as  wbo  couid  blame  ber?)  in  bape  to  moUify  tbe  toUen  bride^ 
gioom.  She  takes  ber  topics  from  tbe  benefits  of  poyerty,  tbe  advantages  of  old  age  and  uglioess,  tba 
aaaity  of  yootb,  and  tbe  siUy  prida  of  aocestry  aad  titles  witboMt  inłierent  Tirtiiey  wbicb  is  tbe  tme 
•obility.  Wben  1  bad  chMed  Cbaucer,  I  letornM  to  Ovtd,  add  translated  some  morę  of  bis  faUes ; 
and  by  tbia  time  bad  sa  far  forgotten  tbe  Wife  of  Batb's  Tale,  tbat,  wben  I  took  ap  Boccace,  unawarea 
I  foO  OB  tlw  saaie  aigaiaent  of  preferńng  yiitue  to  nobility  of  blood,  and  titles,  in  tbe  story  of  Sigis- 
■mada  ;  vlucb  I  had  ceitaudy  a^oided  for  tbe  nwnmblance  of  tbe  two  discoones,  if  my  meoiory  bad 
mu  faalad  ne.  Łat  tbe  readar  weigU  tbem  botb;  aod  if  be  tbioks  me  partial  to  Cbaucer,  it  is  in  biaa 
tarisMAMCOM. 
I  pMte  in  onr  co«ntryman,  for  abofa  aU  bia  otber  stoiiea,  tiie  noble  poem  of  Palamoo  and  Arcite# 
ia  of  tbe  epia  kind,  aad  perhapa  not  maeh  mfeńor  to  tbe  Ilias  or  tbe  jEneis :  tbe  story  is  mora 
eitber  of  tbem,  tbe  maaneia  as  pesfoct,  tbe  diction  aapoetical,  tfae  leaming  as  deep  and 
I ;  aad  tba  dtspoMtbn  foli  ai  artfol ;  only  it  łnclndes  a  greater  length  of  time,  as  taking  up  seyen 
aft  laait;  but  Aiistotle  bas  left  nndeoided'  tbe  dnration  of  tbe  aetion;  wbicb  yet  is  easily 
iato  tba  eompaaa  of  a  year,  by  a  nanratioo  of  wbat  preceded  tbe  retam  6f  Palamon  ta  Atbens. 
1  ted  liimn^t,  for  tbe  bonoar  of  oor  natioa,  aadmora  particulaily  for  bis,  wbose  bmiel,  tboogb  uoworthy, 
i  bva  wora  aller  him,  that  tbia  story  was  of  Snglish  gtowtb,  and  Cbaucer's  own :  bot  I  was  imh 
^Btmwmk  by  Boccace  ;  for  caaaaDy  lookiag  6n  Hm  end  of  his  arreotb  Giomata,  I  foend  Dtoneo  (under 
whKfc  aaaie  be  shadows  himself)  and  Fiametta  (wbo  represents  his  mistress,  tbe  natnral  dangbter  of 
of  Napiae)  of  wbom  tbesa  words  aie  qx>ken,  Dioaeo  e  la  Fiaasetta  granpezaa  contarono 
iPAfcita,  e  di  Pidanoaa:  by  wfaieb  it  appcars,  that  tbia  stery  was  written  before  tbe  time 
;  bot  tbe  name  of  ita  aotbor  beiag  wbolly  loet,  Cbaucer  is  now  become  an  original ;  aad  1 
BBt  bat  tbe  poem  bas  mceiyed  many  beauties,  by  passing  through  bis  noble  baiids.  Besides 
tbere  is  anotber  of  bia  own  inyentioo,  after  tbe  maaner  of  tbe  PitHrencais,  i-illed  The  Piower 
Leaf ;  with  which  i  was  ao  patticolaiiy  pleased,  botb  for  the  inyention  aad  tbe  morał,  tbat  I 
hiader  myaelf  firom  laomame^iog  it  to  the  reader. 
I  As  a  coniilary  to  this  prefoee,  ia  wbiofa  I  bave  done  justice  to  others,  I  owe  somewfaat  to  myself : 
1  *^tA  itwwth  my  time- to  enter  tbe  lists  witb  one  Milboam,  and  one  Blackmore,  bot  barely  to 
that  soch  men  tbere  are,  wbo  baye  written  scnrriloasly  against  me,  without  ooy  proyocationi ' 
wbo  IM  in  oiden,  pieteods,  amongst  the  rest,  tbis  quan«l  ta  me,  tbat  I  have  follen  fool  oa 
; :  if  1  haye,  I  am  only  to  ask  pardon  of  good  priests,  and  am  afraid  his  part  of  tbe  reparatfon 
ti>  little.  Let  him  be  satisfied,  that  be  sball  not  be  aUe  to  foree  himself  upon  me  for  an  ad- 
I  cootemn  him  too  moch  to  enter  into  oompetition  witb  him.  His  own  translations  of  Yirgil 
his  criticisms  on  minę.  If  (as  tbey  say  he  bas  declared  in  print)  he  prcfers  the  yersion 
O^y  to  minę,  tbe  world  bas  madę  him  the  same  compliment:  for  tt  is  agreed  an  all  hands,  that 
łat.  IX.  ^ 
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he  writes  eren'  bdow  Ogilby :  that,  you  will  say,  is  not  easily  to  be  done ;  bat  what  cannot  Milbonrn 
bcing  ap<mt  ?  I  am  satisfied,  bowerer,  that  while  be  and  I  live  together,  i  shall  not  be  thought  f he 
worst  poet  of  the  age.  It  looks  as  if  I  had  desired  bim  nnderhand  to  write  so  Ul  against  me :  but  apon 
my  honest  woid  I  have  not  bribed  him  to  do  me  this  aeryice,  and  am  wboUy  gniltless  of  hia  pamphlet 
U 19  tnie,  I  ahonld  be  giad,  if  I  could  persuade  him  to  continae  bis  good  offlces,  aod  write  sach  anotfaer 
critique  on  any  tbingof  minę :  for  i  fi»d  by  experience  be  bas  a  great  stroke  wtth  the  reader,  wbea  fas 
condemns  aoy  of  my  poems,  to  make  the  world  bave  a  better  opinion  of  tbem.  He  bas  taken  some  paini 
with  my  poetry  ;  bat  nobody  will  be  persaaded  to  take  the  same  with  his.  If  1  had  taken  to  the  chórek, 
(as  he  afBimji,  but  which  was  nerer  in  my  thougbts)  1  should  bare  had  more  sense,  if  not  morę  gnee, 
than  to  h«re  turned  myself  oat  of  my  benefiee  by  writing  libels  on  my  pańshioners.  Bat  his  accouit 
of  my  manners  and  my  principles  are  of  a  piece  with  his  caTils  and  his  poetry :  and  so  I  bare  dooe 
with  him  lor  ever.   . 

As  for  the  city  bard,  or  knigbt  phystcian,  I  hear  bis  ąaarrel  to  me  is,  tbat  I  was  tbe  aaibor  «l 
Absalom  aod  Acbitophel,  which  he  thinks  is  a  Uttle  hard  on  bis  faoatic  patrons  in  London. 

But  I  will  deal  the  more  cirtliy  with  bis  two  poems,  because  nothing  ill  is  to  be  ^poken  of  tbe  desd: 
and  therefore  peace  be  to  the  manes  of  his  Arthurt .  I  will  only  say,  that  it  was  not  for  this  ooUt 
knight,  that  I  drew  the  plan  of  an  epie  poem  on  king  Arthur,  in  my  preface  to  the  translatioo  ol 
JuTenal.  The  giiardian  angels  of  kingdoms  were  machines  too  ponderous  for  him'  to  manage; 
aod  therefore  he  rejected  them,  as  Dares  did  tbe  whirlbats  of  Eryx,  when  they  were  thrown  before  hia 
by  Entellus.  Yet  fh)m  that  prefoce  he  plainly  took  bis  hint :  for  he  began  immediately  upon  tbe  storyj 
tbough  he  had  the  baaeness  not  to  acknowledge  his  beiiefactor;  butinsteadof  it,  to  tradnce  me  id  i 
libel. 

I  shall  say  the  less  of  Mr.  CoUier,  because  in  many  things  he  has  taxed  me  jusŁly ;  and  I  bare  pleadej 
guilty  to  all  thougbts  and  cxpressions  of  minę,  which  can  be  truły  argued  of  obscenity,  profaneBess,  a 
immorality ;  and  retract  them.  If  he  be  my  enemy,  let  him  triumpb ;  if  he  be  my  friend^  as  I  han 
given  him  no  pensonal  occasion  to  be  otherwise,  be  will  be  glad  of  my  repentance.  It  becomes  m 
^  not  to  draw  my  pen  in  tbe  defence  of  a  bad  cause,  when  I  have  so  often  drawn  it  for  a  good  one.  Yetfl 
weje  not  diilkult  to  proYe,  that  in  many  places  he  has  perrerted  my  meaniog  by  his  gloaaes,  ad 
interpreted  my  words  into  blaspbemy  and  baudry,  of  which  tb^y  were  not  guilty;  betklesthat  he  k 
too  much  given  to  horse-play  in  bis  raillery,  and  comes  to  battle  like  a  dictator  frona  the  phngk 
1  will  not  say,  The  zeal  of  God's  bouse  has  eaten  him  up ;  but  1  am  surę  it  has  deToured  some  part  of  li 
good-manners  and  cinlity.  It  might  also  be  doubted,  whether  it  were  altogetber  zeal,  wbich  promptd 
him  to  this  rough  manner  of  proceading;  perhaps  it  became  not  one  of  his  fonction  to  ndce  into  tti 
rubbish  of  ancient  and  modem  plays ;  a  diyine  might  bare  employed  his  pains  to  better  porpoae,  th« 
in  the  nastiness  of  Plautus  and  Aristopbaoes ;  whose  ezaraples,  as  they  escuse  not  me,  ao  it  mi|ll 
be  possibly  supposed,  that  be  read  them  not  witbout  some  pleasure.  They  who  bave  written  eaą 
nentaries  on  those  poeta,  or  on  Itorace,  Javenal,  and  Martial,  bare  explained  aomc  Tices,  whid 
witbout  their  interpretation,  bad  been  onknown  to  modem  times.  Neitber  has  be  judged  imparUdj 
betwixt  the  former  age  and  ns.  j 

There  is  more  baudiy  in  one  play  of  Fleteher^s,  cailed  Tbe  Gustom  of  the  COontry,  thań  io  i 
ours  together.  Yet  this  bas  been  (^%en  acted  on  the  stage  in  my  lemembrance.  Aie  the  tinses  « 
much  more  reformed  now,  than  they  were  fire  and  twenty  years  ago  ?  If  they  are,  1  coogratniijj 
the  amendment  of  our  morals.  But  I  am  not  to  prgudice  the  cauśe  of  my  fellow  poeta,  tboogU 
abandon  my  own  defonce :  they  have  some  of  tbem  answered  for  themselyes,  and  neitber  they  tri 
I  can  tbink'Mr.  Collier  so  formidabłe  an  enemy,  that  we  should  sbnn  bim.  He  baa  lost  gnmad^ 
the  latter  end  of  the  day  by  pursuing  bis  point  too  for,  like  the  piim»  of  Copde  at  the  battle-^ 
Senneph;  from  immoral  plays,  to  no  plays:  ab  abasu  ad  usum,  non  Talet^conaeąueotia.  Ul 
being  a  party,  1  am  nOt  to  erect  myself  into  a  judge.  As  for  the  reatof  those  wbothaye  writli 
against  me,  they  are  soch  scoundrels,  that  they  deserve  not  the  least  notice  to  be  takea  of  fSb4 
Blackmora  and  Milbonm  are  only  distinguished  from  the  crowd,  by  being  tenembered  totd 
iofomy.  •  • 

— ^  Demetri,  Teque  Tigelli 
Dtscipulonim  inter  jubeo  plorare  cathedrw. 
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TALES   FROM   CHAUCER. 


TO 

lEfi  GRACE  TBE  DUCHESS  OF  ORMOND, 

WITH  TBB  POfcŁOWlNO  POBM  OP 

PALA  MON  AND  ARCITK 

MADAM, 

'pHB  bard,  wlio  ńrtA  adoni'd  our  natire  tongue, 
4   Tiiii*d  to  Itfs  Brititb  lyie  thit  ancient  song : 
iFhich  Homer  might  withont  a  blnsh  rebeane, 
lad  leares  a  doubtful  palm  in  Vinpl1  yerse : 

tmatcb^d  their  beauties,  wbere  tbey  most  excel; 
love  mag  better,  and  of  arms  as  welL 
kToocbaafe,  iltustriopa  Onnond,  to  befaoid 
hat  power  tbe  channs  of  beauty  had  of  old  ; 
kr  WDder  if  soch  deeds  of  aims  were  done, 
Pi^Ńi^d  by  two  foir  eyes,  that  sparkled  like  yoar 
f  K  Chancer  by  the  best  idea  wrought,        [own. 
poels  can  divine  eacb  other*B  thougbtf 
fiuiest  nympb  before  bis  eyes  be  set ; 
tben  tbe  fairest  was  Plantagenet ; 
tfaree  contending  princes  madę  tbeir  prize, 
nM  the  riTal  DatioDS  with  ber  eyes : 
kft  immortal  tiopbies  of  ber  famę, 
to  tbe  noblest  order  gave  tbe  name^ 
ber,  of  eqiial  kindred  to  tbe  throne, 
toakecp  ber  conqnests,  and  extend  your  own : 
li  vbeo  tbe  stars,  in  tbeir  etherial  race, 
htkngtb  baTe  rolPd  arodnd  tbeliąnid  space, 

tceftaia  periods  tbey  resume  tbeir  place, 
m  tbe  same  point  of  Hea?en  tbeir  coarse  ad- 
Taoce, 
lad  noye  m  measares  of  their  fiormer  dance ; 


Tbns,  aftei;  length  of  ages^  she  returns, 
Restoi^d  in  you,  and  the  same  place  adoms  y     ' 
Or  yoa  perform  ber  office  in  the  spbere. 
Bom  of  ber  blood,  and  make  a  new  platonie  year. 
O  tnie  Plantagenet,  O  race  divine, 
(For  beauty  stiU  is  fiital  to  the  linę) 
Had  Chancer  liv*d,  that  angel-face  to  view, 
Surę  be  had  drawn  his  Emily  from  you ; 
Or  had  you  liv*d  to  judge  the  doubtful  right, 
Your  noble  Palamon  had  been  the  knight ; 
And  conąuering  Theseus  from  his  side  had  sent 
Ycmr  generous  lord,  to  guide  the  Tbehan  govero- 
Time shall accomplish  that;  and  I^ball  see  [ment. 
A  Palamon  in  him,  irt  you  an  Emily. 
Alreddy  bave  the  Fates  your  path  prepai^d, 
And  surę  presage  your  nitiire  sway  deolar*d  : 
When  westward,  like  the  Sun.  you  lock  yuurwny 
And  fróm  benighted  Britain  borę  the  day, 
Blue  Triton  gave  the  signal  fi'om  the  shore, 
Tbe  ready  Nereids  hcard,  and  swam  be  Horę 
To  smooth  the  seas ;  a  so{t  Etcsian  gale 
But  just  inspir'd,  and  gently  swelPd  the  sail ; 
Portunustook  histurn,  whose  ample  hand 
Hea^M  up  his  lightenM  kee1,and  sunktbe  sand, 
And  steerM  the  sacred  vessel  safe  to  land. 
The  land,  if  not  restrainM,  had  met  your  way, .  . 
Projected  out  a  neck,  and  jutted  to  the  sea. 
Hibemfa,  prostrate  at  your  feet,  adoi^d 
In  yón,  the  pledge  of  ber  expected  lord  ; 
Dne  to  ber  isle ;  a  renerable  name ; 
His  father  and  his  grandsire  known  to  famę ; 
Aw'd  by  that  house,  accustom'd  to  commaud, 
The  sturdy  Kerns  in  due  subjection  stand; 
Nor  bear  the  reins  in  any  forelgn  band. 
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At  your  approacfa,  ttiey  ciowded  to  tho  port ; 
And,  scarcely  landed,  yoo  create  a  court : 
As  Onnond'8  harbinger,  to  you  they  nu ; 
For  Yenns  isthe  promise  of  the  Siid. 
Tbe  waste  of  ciyil  wars,  their  towns  desŁroy*d, 
Palesuohoitoui^d,  Ceres  unemploy'd, 
Were  all  forgot ;  and  one  tńumpbant  day 
WipM  all  the  tears  of  three  campaigns  away. 
Blood,  rapinesy  massacre.«,  were  eheaply  bougbt^ 
So  mighty  recompense  your  beauty  brought. 
As  when  the  doVe,  retom ing,  borę  tbe  ciąrk 
Of  earth  restor*d  to  the  loag  labouring  ark, 
The  relłcs  of  mankind,  secure  of  rest, 
Opft*d  eTery  window  to  receive  tbe  guest, 
And  tbe  fair  bearer  of  tbe  message  bless'd ; 
Soy  when  you  came,  witb  loud  repeated  cries, 
The  nation  took  an  omeu  from  youreyes, 
And  God  adTancM  his  rainbow  in  tbe  skies, 
To  sign  invłolable  peace  restor*d ;  [^cor^* 

The  saints  witb  solemn  shouts  prodaim^d  tbe  new 
WheO)  at  yoursecond  coming,  you  appear, 
(For  I  foreteltbatmilłenary  year) 
The  sharpenM  sbai^  sbałl  vex  the  soil  no  more. 
But  Earth  unbidden  shall  produce  ber  sU^re ; 
The  Land  shall  laugh,  the  circiing  Ocean  smilcy 
And  HeaTen*8  indulgence  bless  the  holy  isle« 
Heaven  from  ałl  ages  bas  reserv'd  for  you 
That  happy  cliroe,  wbich  renom  never  knew ; 
Or  if  it  had  been  tbere,  your  ęyes  a  tonę 
|Iave  power  to  chase  all  poison,  but  tbeirown. 

Now  in  thisintenral,  which  Fate  hascast 
Betwixt  your  futurę  gloriesand  your  past, 
Tbis   pause    of  power,  'tis    Ireland'8   hour  to 

moum; 
Whł!e  England  celebrates  your  safe  return. 
By  which  you  seem  the  seasoiis  to  commaud. 
And  bring  our  summers  back  to  their  fprsaken 
land. 
Tbe  TanauishM  isle  our  leisure  must  attcnd, 
Till  tbe  £Bir  blesslng  we  vouchsafe  to  send  ^  [Icod. 
Nor  cau  we  spare  you  long,  though  often  we  may 
Tbe  dove  was  twice  employ'd  abruad,  before 
The  woifd  was  dry'd,  and  sbe  return^d  no  morę. 

Nor  dare  we  trust  lo  soft  a  messenger, 
New  from  ber  sickness,  to  that  nortbem  air : 
Kest  here  a  while  your  lustre  to  restore, 
That  they  may  see  you,  as  you  shone  before ; 
For  yet,  tb'  ecUpse  not  wholly  past,  you  wadę   «■ 
Tbrougb  som^  remains,  and  dimness  of  a  &hade. 

A  subject  in  bis  prince  may  claim  a  right. 
Nor  soffer  him  with  strengtb  impair*d  to  figbt ; 
7*ill  force  retums,  his  ardour  we  restrain, 
And  curb  bis  wartike  wish  to  cross  the  main. 
Now  past  tbe  danger,  let  the  learnM  becin 
Th'  inąuiry,  where  diseasc  could  eiiter  in ; 
How  those  nAalignant  atoms  forcM  tłieir  way, 
What  in  the  faultless  fnune  they  fbund  to  make 

their  prey  ? 
Where  erery  element  was  weighM  so  well,      [tell 
That  Heaven  alone,  wbo  mix*d  the  mass,  could 
Which  of  the  four  ingredients  could  rebel; 
And  where,  imprisonM  in  so  sweet  a  cage, 
A  soul  might  well  be  pleas^d  to  pass  an  age. 
Aii4  yot  tbe  fine  materials  madę  it  weak : 
Porceiain,  by  being  pure,  is  apt  to  break : 
Xv*n  to  your  breąst  the  sickness  durst  aspire ; 
And,  forc'd  from  that  fair  tempie  to  retire, 
Profanely  set  the  holy  place  on  tire. 
In  vain  your  lord  like  young  Yespasian  mourn*dy 
When  tbe  fierce  flames  tbe  sanctuary  burn'd : 


And  I  pcepac^d  to  pay ,  in  verses  rade, 

A  mostdetestcdactof  gratitude: 

E?'n  tbis  had  been  your  elegy,  which  now 

Is  offei^d  for  your  health,  the  table  of  my  tow. 

Your  angel  surę  our  Moriey*s  mind  iospic^d. 

To  find  the  remedy  your  ill  reąuir^d ; 

As  once  the  Macedon,  by  Jove's  decree. 

Was  taught  to  dream  an  herb  for  Ptolomee: 

Or  Heaven,  wbich  had  such  over-cost  besU>w*óf 

As  icacc9  it  could  afford  to  flesb  and  blood, 

So  14^'d  thę  (ramę,  be  would  not  work  anew* 

To  save  the  cbarges  of  another  you. 

Or  by  his  middle  science  did  be  steer. 

And  saw  some  gucat  contingent  good  appear 

Weil  worth  a  miracle  to  keep  you  berę : 

And  for  that  end,  preserv'd  the  precious  mookl, 

Which  all  tbe  futurę  Ormonds  was  to  hołd; 

And  meditated,  in  bis  better  mind,  [kind. 

Ąn  beir  frpm  you,  whicb  may  redeem  the  ćiiliflf 

Blest  be  the  power,  wbich  bas  at  once  reatorM 
The  hopes  of  lost  succession  to  your  lord, 
Joy  to  the  firstand  lastuf  eachdegree, 
Yirtue  to  coorts,  and,  what  1  longNd  to  see. 
To  you  tbe  Oraces,  and  the  Muse  to  me. 
O  daughter  of  the  Rosę,  whose  cheeks  unita 
The  difTering  titles  of  the  red  and  wbite  ; 
Who  Heaven^s  alternate  beauty  well  display, 
The  blush  of  morning  and  the  milky  way  ; 
Whose  face  is  Parądise,  but  fenp*d  from  sio ; 
For  God  in  cither  eye  has  plac*d  a -cherubin. 

All  is  your  lord*s  alone ;  ev*n  absetit,  he 
Employs  the  care  of  chaste  Pcnelope. 
For  him  you  waste  in  tears  your  widow'd  houn. 
For  him  your  curious  needle  painta  the  flowen ; 
Such  works  of  old  imperial  dames  were  taught; 
Such,  for  Ascanius,  fair  Elisa  wrought. 
The  soft  recesses  of  your  boors  improre 
The  three  fair  pledges  of  your  happy  love ; 
AU  other  parts  of  pious  duty  done, 
You  owe  yoąr  Ornipa4  oothingl^ut  a  sod. 
To  (ill  in  Aiture  tinies  his  fąther's place. 
And  wear  the  garter  of  bis  motlier*s  race. 


PA  LA  MON  AND  AROiTE : 

OR  THB  KNlGUrS  TALE. 

BOOI^  U 

Is  days  of  old,  therc  liv»d,  of  mighty  famę, 
A  valiant  prince,  and  Theseus  was  his  name : 
A  chief,  who  morę  in  feats  of  arras  excell'd,  " 
The  rising  nor  the  setting  Sun  beheld. 
Of  Athens  he  was  lord ;  much  land  he  woo. 
And  added  foreign  countries  to  his  crown. 
In  Scythia  with  the  warrior  queen  he  strore, 
Whom  first  by  force  he  conquered,  then  by  lov^ 
He  brought  in  triumpb  back  the  beauteous  damę, 
Witb  whom  ber  sister,  fair  Emilia,  came. 
With  honour  to  his  bonąe  let  Theseus  ride, 
Witb  Love  to  friend,  and  Fortune  for  his  guide, 
And  his  victorious  army  at  his  side. 
I  pass  their  Mrarlike  pomp,  their  proud  array, 
Their  shouts,  their  songs,  their  welcome  on  ^ 

way: 
But,  were  it  not  toolong,  I  woold  recite 
The  feats  of  Amazons,  the  fatal  fight 
Betwizt  the  hardy  <|ueea  and  bero  kni^; 
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The  towfi  BUsleg* j,  and  how  nmcb  blood  tt  eost 
Thf  ftmiJ^  mmy  and  tli>  AtheniAn  hoct ; 
Tbe  śpoaskUfń  UippoKta,  the  qtieea ; 
Wbat  tilU  and  turneys  at  the  feast  we^  seen ; 
Tbe  ttorm  at  Vbt\r  retnm,  tfab  ladies*  fear : 
Bul  them,  and  otlier  things,  I  mnst  fbrB^r. 
Tbe  field  is  spacious  I  design  to  sow, 
Witb  oTtn  Ikr  unBt  to  dtaw  tbe  plow : 
Tbe  renmant  of  my  tale  iś  of  a  length 
To  tire  yoiir  patience,  and  to  waste  my  ttrength ; 
Aad  tńvi«l  accidentj  ihatl  be  fbrborn, 
Tbitothen  may  ha^e  ttme  to  take  their  turo ; 
Al  wisat  firrt  enjoin'd  ot  by  mine  hott, 
tbat  be  whose  tale  is  beat,  and  pleases  most, 
flbndd  mn  bU  supper  ato|^  common  cost. 
And  tlierefore  where  1  lefl,  I  %vin  pnrsue 
This  ancient  story,  irbether  falsb  or  tme, 
Ib  hop«  it  may  be  mended  witb  a  new. 
Hie  prinre  I  mentioned,  (idl  of  bigfa  renown, 
la  tłiis  śrray  drew  near  th*  AŁhenian  town ; 
Wbea,  in  bi^  pomp  and  ntmost  of  his  pHde, 
Marrbinf ,  be  chanc*d  fo  ca«t  bis  eye  aside, 
And  saw  a  choir  of  niocirning  dames,  wito  tay 
By  two  and  two  across  tfae  common  way : 
At  his  fcpproach  tbey  raii*d  a  rbeftil  ery,       [High, 
Aod  beat  tbeir  brcasts,  and  beld  therr  handi  on 
Creepiog  and  crying,  till  tbey  setz*d  at  last 
His  coonei^  bridle,  and  bis  feet  edibi-acM. 
**  Tell  me,**  said  Tbeseos,  '*  wbat  and  whence 
ydoare, 
Aad  wby  ibi^foneral  pageant  yoa  prepare  ? 
Is  tłiis  the  welcome  of  my  worthy  dee<^, 
To  meet  my  trinmph  in  fll-omen*d  i^eeds  ? 
Or  eoTy  you  my  pratse,  and  wonid  destroy 
With  gricf  my  pleasnres,  and  pollnte  my  joy  ? 
Oraie  you  injcrHd,  and  demand  relief? 
XuM  your  reqneM,  and  I  will  ease  your  grief." 

Tbe  most  in  yeara  of  all  themouming  train 
Betan  (bot  swooned  ftrst  a  way  for  pain); 
Tbcn  scarce  recoTer»d  spoke  i  **  Nor  eavy  we 
Thy  great  reoown,  nor  gmdge  thy  rictory ; 
Tu  thine,  O  king,th*  afflicted  to  rcdre«s, 
Aad  Faooe  ha^  fi&d  the  world  with  thy  sticcess : 
▼e,  wietched  women,  sue  for  that  alone,. 
WUch  of  thy  goodneśs  is  refus'd  to  nonę; 
iet  &n  some  drops  of  pity  on  onr  grief, 
If  wbat  we  beg  be  jnst,  and  we  deserve  relief: 
For  aooe  of  ns  ^bo  now  thy  grace  implore, 
Bat  hejd  tfae  rank  of  sorereign  qneen  before  •    • 
Tifl,  tfaanks  to  giddy  Chance,  which  nerer  bears, 
That  mortal  bliss  shoald  last  for  length  of  years, 
fte  cast  os  beadlong  frora  our  high  e.itate, 
Aad  here  in  bope  of  thy  return  we  ^vait : 
Aad  long  bai«  waited  in  the  tempie  nigh, 
Bailt  to  tbe  grarious  goddess  Clemency.     fbears, 
fct  irrerence  thou  tbe  power  whose  name  it 
Befiere  tlf  oppreies'd,  and  wipe  the  wido\v»stears. 
If  wictrbed  1,  bave  othcr  fortnne  seen, 
The  wife  of  Capanens,  and  once  a  queen : 
AtTbebes  be  fófl,  cnrst  be  the  fatal  day ! 
Aad  all  tbe  test  thon  secst  in  this  array 
ToflMfce  tfadr  moan,  their  lords  in  battlelo!^ 
Befae  tbai  town,  be8ieg*d  by  our  confederatć 

boft: 
Bat  CieMfy  otd  and  impious,  who  commands 
Tbe  Tbebaa  city,  and  miirps  the  Itfnds, 
l^aojes  tbe  rites  of  funeral  6res  to  th«>se 
Wfao«e  breatbtess  bod*es  yet  he  calls  his  foes. 
tabomM,  unbory-d,  on  a  heap  tbey  Ite ; 
keb  is  tfaeir  firte,  and  sudi  bis  tynmay  ; 


No  friend  bas  IteTe  to  bear  a#Ay  \he  dead. 
But  with  their  Itfeletft  limt>s  his  hounds  are  fed.^ 
At  this  she  shriek'd  alond ;  the  mouraftil  train 
EchoM  ber  grief,  and,  groreling  oh  the  plaio, 
Witb  groans,  and  hands  upheld,  to  morę  his  mind^ 
Besought  his  pity  to  their  helpless  ktnd  ! 

The  prinre  was  touch^dylkis  tears  beganto  flow, 
And,  as  his  tender  beart  would  break  in  two, 
He  ftigb'd,  and  could  not  but  their  fate  deplore, 
So  wretched  now,  so  fortunate  before. 
Then  lightly  from  his  lofty  steed  he  flew, 
And  raising,  one  by  one,  the  suppliant  crew, 
To  comfort  each,  fuli  solemniy  he  swore, 
That  by  tbe  foith  which  knights  to  knigfatbood 
And  whate*erelse  to  chiralry  betongs,  [bore^ 

He  would  nok  cease,  titł  he  reyeng^d  their  urrongs : 
That  Greecie  shonld  see  perform'd  what  be  de<» 
And  croel  Creon  find  bis  just  reward.        [clar'd ; 
He  said  no  morę,  but,  shunning  all  delay, 
Rode  oo ;  nor  eoter^d  Athens  on  his  way ; 
But  left  his  ^ster  and  his  qneeo  behind. 
And  wav'd  his  royal  banner  in  the  wind ; 
Whcre  in  an  argent  field  the  god  of  war 
Was  dra^n  triumphant  on  his  Iron  car; 
Red  was  his  sword,  and  shield,  and  whole  attire. 
And  all  the  godhead  seemM  to  glow  with  fire ; 
Rv'n  the  ^rouud  glittei*d  where  the  standard  flew. 
And  the  green  grass  was  dy'd  to  sauguine  hue. 
High  on  his  pointed  lance  his  pehnon  borę 
His  Cretan  fight,  the  con^oer^d  Minotauf : 
The  soldiers  shont  aitwind  with  generDus  ragę. 
And  in  that  rictory  thfcir  own  presage. 
He  praisMtheii'ardout' ;  inly  p1eas*d  |o  sec 
His  host  the  flower  of  Orecian  chivalry. 
AU  day  he  march*d;  find  all  th'  ensuing  night; 
And  sawthe  city  with  retuming  light 
The  process  of  the  i^rar  1  need  not  tell,^ 
How  Theseiis  conąuefd,  and  how  Creon  fHl : 
Or  after,  hoi(r  by  stdrm  the  wsflls  were  won, 
Or  how  the  rictor  sack'd  and  burn*d  the  town  : 
How  to  the  ladics  he  restorM  again 
The  bodiesof  their lofds  in  battle  rtain : 
And  with  what  ancient  rites  thiey  were  interf*d ; 
AU  tbese  to  fltter  times  shall  be  deferr^d : 
I  spare  the  widows  tears,  thehr  wocfiil  cries, 
And  bowling  at  their  hUsband*sob9equies ; 
How  Theseus  at  these  ftmerals  did  assist. 
And  with  what  gifts  the  mourning  dames  dismiss*d. 

Thifs  when  the  victor  chief  had  Creon  s1ain« 
And  conąuer^d  Thcbes,  he  pitchM  upon  the  ]4aiń 
His  mighty  camp,  and,  when  the  day  retum*d, 
The  country  wasted,  and  tlie  hamlets  burn'd, 
And  left  tfae  pillagers,  to  rapine  bred, 
Without  control  to  strip  and  spoil  the  dead. 
There,  in  a  heop  of  slain,  among  the  rest 
Two  youthfot  knighta  tbey  foood  beneath  a  load 

oppressM 
Of  slaugfater^d  foes,  whom  flrst  to  death  tbey  sent, 
Tbe  trophies   of  their  strength,  a  bloody  mo- 
nument. 
Botb  fair,  and  both  of  foyal  blood  tbey  seem^d, 
Whom  kinsmen  to  the  crown  tbe  herald8deem*d; 
That  day  in  eqnal  arms  tbey  fought  for  fhme ; 
Their  swords,  tbeir  shields,  their  surcoats,  wers 

the  same. 
Close  by  each  other  laid,  they  presTd  the  gronnd', 
Their  manly  bosoms  pierc'd  witb  many  a  griesł  jr 

wound; 
Kor  Weil  alive,  nor  wtaolty  dead  tfa«y  were. 
But  tome  IliiiH  signaof  fSfiebM  liiB  app«ar  < 
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The  uandering breaUi  wasoo  the  wiug  to  part, 
Weak  was  the  pulse,  and  h^fdly  heavM  the  heart. 
Thera  two  were  sisters*  sons ;  and  Arcite  oua. 
Much  famMin  fields,  withvaiiantPaIamon. 
From  tbese  their  costly  arODH  the  spoilers  reut, 
AnU  softły  both  conveyM  to  Theseus'  tent : 
Whonł»,  known  of  Creon's  linę,  and  cur^d  with 

eare, 
He  to  his  city  sent  as  piisonereof  the  war, 
Hopeless  of  ransoni,  and  ooDdemu'd  to  lie 
In  durance,  doom^d  alingeringdeath  to  die. 
Thi<  dooe,  be  march'd  away  with  wariike  sound. 
And  to  his  Atheas  turn'd  with  laui'eU  crown^d, 
Where  hlippy  long   he  liv'd,   much  k>v>d»  and 

morę  reiiowo*d. 
But  in  a  tower,  and  never  to  be  loosM, 
The  wuefui<captive  kinsmen  are  enc]os*d. 

Thus  year  by  year  they  pass,  and  day  by  day, 
Till  oiŁce,  'twaś  on  the  morn  of  cheerful  May, 
The  young  Emilia,  fairer  to  be  seen 
Than  the  fair  liły  on  the  flowery  green. 
Morę  fresh  than  May  her^elf  in  blossoms  new, 
For  with  the  rosy  colour  strove  her  hue, 
Wak*d,  as  her  cnstonf  was,  before  the  day, 
To  do  tJi'  observaDce  due  to  sprightly  May :    \ 
For  sprightly  May  commands  our  yoath  to  keep 
Thevigilsof  hernight,  and  breaks  their  sluggard 

sleep; 
Each  gentlebreastwitb  kindly  warmth  she  roove8; 
Inspires  new  flames,  reTives  extingui8h'd  ioves. 
In  this  remembrance  Emily,  ere  day, 
A  rosę,  and  dressM  herself  in  rich  array ; 
Fresh  as  the  raontb,  and  a^  the  moming  fair; 
A  down  ber  shoulders  fell  ner  lengtb  of  hair : 
A  ribband  did  the  braided  tresses  bind, 
The  rest  wat  loose,  and  wantonM  in  the  wind : 
Aurora  had  but  newly  chas*d  the  nigbt. 
And  purple^  o*er  the  sky  with  blushmg  light, 
W  hen  to  the  garden  walk  she  took  her  way. 
To  sport  and  trip  along  in  cool  of  day. 
And  oifer  maiden  fows  in  honourof  the  May. 

At  e^ery  tum,  she  madę  a  little  stand. 
And  thmst  among  the  thoms  her  lily  band 
To  draw  the  rosę ;  and  erery  rosę  she  drew, 
She  shook  the  stalk^,  ano  brush^d  away  the  dew : 
Tben  party-colour*d  Aowers  of  wbite  and  red 
Sbe  wove,  to  make  a  garland  for  her  head : 
Thir  done,  she  sung  and  caroPd  out  so  elear, 
That  men  and  angels  might  rąjoice  to  bear : 
£v'n  wondering  Philomel  forgot  to  sing, 
And  leam*d  from  her  to  welcome-in  the  Spring. 
The  tower,  of  wbich  before  was  raention  madę, 
Within  whose  keep  the  captive  knif>iits  were  laid, 
Built  of  a  targe  extent,  and  stroug  withal. 
Was  one  partition  of  the  palące  wali : 
The  garden  was  encloM*d  within  the  square, 
Where  young  Emilia  took  the  moming  air. 

IŁ  happenM  Paiamon,  the  pHsoner  kiiight, 
Restless  for  wue,  arose  befoie  the  light. 
And  with  his  jaitor*s  leave  desir*d  to  breatbe 
An  air  morę  whoiesome  tlian  the  damps  beneath : 
Thisgranted,  to  the  tawer  he  took  his  way, 
Chear^d  with  the  promise  of  a  glurioos  day : 
Then  ca^ta  languisbing  regard  afx>UQd, 
And  8aw  with  hatefol  eyen  the  temples  crown*d 
With  golden  apires,  and  all  the  hostile  ground. 
He  sighM,andtura>dhiseye8,  because  he  kaew 
'Twas  but  a  larger  gaol  he  had  in  Ttew : 
Then  Iook'd  below,  and,  from  the  castle*s  height, 
Beheld  a  uearer  a&d  morę  pleasing  sigfat. 


The  garden,  which  before  be  had  not 

In  Spring'8  new  livery  clad  of  wbite  and  green, 

Fresh  flowers  in^  wide  parterres,  and  sbady  waUa 

between.     ' 
This  ?iew*d,  but  not  enjoy'd,  with  amu  across 
He  stood,  refleeting  on  his  country 's  loss  ; 
Himself  an  object  of  the  public  scorn. 
And  often  wi8h*d  be  never  had  been  bonu 
At  last,  for  ao  his  destioy  requir'd, 
With  walking  giddy,  and  with  thinking  tii^d, 
He  thruugh  a  little  window  cast  his  sigfat, 
Though  thick of  bars,  that  gave  a scanty  light: 
But  ev'n  that  glimmering  serv'd  him  to  desery 
Th'  inevitable  charms  of  Emily.  [soui^ 

Scarce  had  he  seen*  Irat,  seiz'd  with  aidda 
Stung  to  the  quick,  he  ftlt  it  at  his  heart ; 
Stmck  blind  with  over-powering light  be  stood, 
Tben  started  back  amazM,  and  cry'd  aloud. 

Young  Arcite  heard ;  and  up  he  ran  with  hastą 
To  help  his  friend»  and  in  his  arms  embrac*d; 
And  a^'dhim  wby  he  look*d  so  deadly  wan. 
And  wbtnce  and  how  his  change  of  cbeer  begaa, 
Or  who  had  done  tb*  offence  ?  "  But  if,'*  said  łie, 
"  Your  grief  alone  is  bard  captivity. 
For  love  of  Heaven,  with  patience  undergo 
A  cnreless  iU»  sińce  Fate  will  have  it  so : 
So  stood  our  horoscope  in  chains  to  lie. 
And  Saturn  in  the  dungeon  of  the  sky, 
Or  other  balefol  aspect,  rul'd  our  binh, 
When  all  the  friendly  stars  were  under  Eartb :' 
Whate'er  betides,  by  Destiny  'tis  done ;    [sbaa.* 
And  better  bear  like  men,  than  vainlyseekt( 

"  Nor  of  my  bonds,"  said  Paiamon  again. 
Nor  of  unhai)py  planeta  1  complain. ; 
But  when  my  mortal  anguish  caus^d  me  ery, 
That  moment  I  was  hurt  through  either  eye ; 
Pierc'd  with  a  random  shafi,  I  faint  liway, 
And  perish  with  insensible  decay  : 
A  glance  of  sonie  new  goddess  gave  the  wonnd, 
Whom,  like  Acteon,  unaware  I  found. 
Look  how  she  walks  along  yon  shady  space,  ■  • 
Not  Juno  rooves  with  morę  majestic  grace , 
And  all  the  Cyprian  queen  is  in  her  foce. 
If  thou  att  Yenus  (for  thy  charms  confess 
That  face  was  fonn^d  in  Heaven,  nor  art  thou  ka 
DisguisM  in  habit,  undisguis'd  in  shape) 
O  help  us  capttves  from  our  chains  t^  e»cxgii\ 
But  if  our  doom  be  past,  in  bonds  to  lie 
For  life,  and  in  a  loatbsome  dungeon  die, 
Tben  be  thy  wrath  appeas*d  with  our  di^raoe. 
And  show  compassion  to  the  Theban  race,  . 
Oppress'd   by  tyrant   power!"    While   yet  b 
Arcite  on  Emily  had  fixM  his  look ;  [»poki 

The  fatal  dart  a  ready  passage  found. 
And  deep  within  his  heart  infix'd  the  wound : 
So  that  if  Paiamon  were  wounded  sore, 
Arcite  was  hurt  as  much  as  he,  or  morę : 
Theu  from  his  inmostsoul  he  sigh'd,  and  said, 
"  The  beauty  I  behold  has  stmck  medead: 
Unknowiiigly  shestrikes,  aod  kills  by  chancf ; 
Poison  is  in  her  eyes,  and  death  in  every  glance. 
0, 1  must  ask,  norask  alone,  butmoY'^ 
Her  mind  to  mercy,  or  mu«>t  die  for  lorę." 

Thus  Arcite :  and  thus  Paiamon  replies, 
(Eager  his  toue,  and  ardent  were  hiseyes.) 
"  Speak^st  thou  in  earnest,  or  in  jesting  vein  V* 
**  Jesting,**  said  Arcite,  **  syits  but  ill  with  psif^ 
^  it  suits  far  worse"  (said  Paiamon  again,  [wifi|l 
And  bent  bis  brows)  "  with  men  who  hoasi 
Their  foith  to  break,  their  friendship  to  betiay ; 
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Bot  iront  with  thc«,  of  noUe  lineage  born, 
My  idnanaDy  sod  io  arms  my  brother  sworn. 
Bśre  we  not  plighted  each  our  holy  oath, 
'  Hiat  one  should  be  the  common  good  of  both ; 
One  9oul  should  both  inspire,  and  iteitber  prove    ' 
His  feOow^s  hindrance  in  pnrsuit  of  Iove  ? 
To  this  belbre  the  Gods  we  gave  our  haods, 
And  oothing  but  our.  death  can  break  the  bands. 
Hiis  binds  thee,  then,  to  fuither  my  design : 
As  I  am  bound  by  vow  to  further  thine : 
Nor  canst,  nor  dai^st  thou,  traitor,  on  the  plain, 
Appeach  my  honour,  or  thine  own  maintain, 
Snce  thon  art  of  my  council,  and  the  friend 
Whose  feith  I  trust,  and  on  whose  care  depend ; 
And  woaid*st  thou  court  my  lady's  love,  which  I 
Much  rather  Ihan  release  would  choose  to  die  ? 
Bat  thon,  fklae  Arcite,  never  shalt  obtain 
Thy  bad  pretence ;  I  toM  thee  first  my  pain ; 
For  lirst  my  love  began  ere  thine  was  bom ; 
Thoo,  as  my  council,  and  my  brother  sworn. 
Alt  bound  t*  assist  my  eldership  of  right, 
Or  justly  to  be  deemM  a  pei3ur*d  knighU' 

Thus  Palamou :  but  Arcite,  with  disdain, 
In  haughty  language,  thus  reply'd  again : 
*  ForswoTu  thyself:  the  traitor^s  odious  name 
I  first  return,  and  then  disprore  thy  claim. 
If  lore  be  passsioo,  and  that  passion  nurst 
With  stroug  desires,  I  IOT*d  the  lady  firat. 
Canst  thou  pretend  desire,  wbom  zeal  inflam'd 
To  wonshlp,  and  a  power  celestial  nam^d  ? 
Thine  was  derotiou  to  the  blest  abore, 
I  saw  the  woman,  and  desir*d  her  love ; 
First  own'd  my  passion,  and  to  thee  commend 
Th*  important  secret,  as  my  chosen  friend. 
Sappoae  (which  yet  I  grant  not)  thy  desire  • 
A  moment  elder  than  my  rival  6re ; 
Can  chance  of  seeing  first  thy  title  prove  > 
And  kDow*st  thou  not,  no  Jaw  is  madę  for  love  \ 
Law  18  to  things,  which  to  free  cboice  relate ; 
JLore  is  not  in  our  choice,  but  in  our  fate ; 
Laws  are  but  poBitive ;  k>ve^s  power,  we  see, 
Is  Natnre's  sanction,  and  her  first  decree. 
Each  day  we  break  the  bood  of  buman  laws 
For  lorę,  and  Tindicate  the  common  cause. 
lAift-s  fbrdefence  of  civi]  rights  are  plac'd, 
LoTetbrows  the  fences  down,  and  makes  a  generał 

waste: 
Maids,  włdows,  wives,  without  distinction  Ifall ; 
The  sweeping  deluge,  loTe,  comes  on,  and  covers 
If  thee  tłie  laws  of  friendship  I  transgress,       [ail. 
I^keep  the  greater,  whiłe  I  break  the  less ; 
And   both   are   mad   alike,   sińce    neither  can 

possess. 
Both  hopeleas  to  be  ransom*d,  never  morę 
To  see  the  Sun,  but  as  he  passes  o'er.'' 

Łilte  .£sop'9  hounds  contending  for  the  bonę, 
Cach  pleaded  right,  and  .would  be  lord  alone : 
The  firaitless  figbt  cootinued  all  the  day  ; 
A  car  came  by,  and  snatch'd  the  prize  away. 
**  As  coartiers  tberefore  justle  for  a  grant,    [want. 
And,  when  they  break  their  friendship,  plead  tbęir 
8b  tbooy  if  Fortune  will  thy  suit  adraoce, 
loYe  ooy  nor  enyy  me  my  equal  chance : 
For  1  must  lorę,  and  am  resoWd  to  try 
My  fiite,  or,  feiling  in  th'  adyeature,  die." 

Great  was  their  strife,  which  hourly  was  le- 
new*d, 
Tffl  each  with  mortal  hate  his  ri^al  view*d : 
Kopw  friends  no  morę,  nor  watking  hand  in  hand ; 
Bnt  whea  they  met,  they  madę  a  surly  stand  5 


And  g]|ir*d  like  aagry  lions  as  they  passM, 
And  wish'd  that  erery  look  might  be  their  last. 

ltchanc'd  atIengtb,Pirithous  came  t'  attend 
This  worthy  Theseus,  Bis  Camiliarlrieod; 
Their  love  in  eariy  in&ncy  began. 
And  rosę  as  childhood  rtpen*d  into  man : 
Companions  of  the  war,  and  lov*d  so  well, 
That  when  one  dy'd,  as  aocient  stories  teU, 
His  fellow  to  redeem  him  went  to  Heli. 

But  to  pursue  my  tale :  to  welcome  home 
His  wariike  brother  is  Pirithous  come : 
Arcite  of  Thebes  was  known  in  anns  long  sińce, 
And  honour*d  by  this  young  Thessalian  prince. 
Theseus,  to  gratify  his  friend  and  guest, 
Who  madę  our  Arcite^sfreedom  his  reąttest, 
Itestor'd  Ło  liberty  the  captive  knight. 
But  on  these  bard  conditions  I  recite : 
That  if  hereafter  Arcite  should  be  found 
Within  thecompass  of  Athenian  ground. 
By  day  or  night,  or  on  wliate^r  pretence, 
His  head  should  pay  the  (brfeit  of  th'  offeooe. 
To  this  Pirithous  for  his  friend  agreed, 
And  011  his  promise  was  the  prisooerfreed. 

Unpleas'd  and  pensive  heuce  he  takes  his  way, 
At  his  own  peril ;  (br  his  life  most  pay. 
Who  now  but  Arcite  moums  his  bitter  fiite, 
Finds  his  dear  purchase,  and  repents  too  late  ? 
"  What  hare  I  gain*d,*'  he  said, ''  in  prison  pent, 
If  I  butchange  my  bonds  for  banishm^nt? 
And  banishM  from  her  sight,  1  suffer  mors 
Iii  freedom,  than  I  felt  in  bouds  befi>re ; 
Forc^d  from  ber  presence,  and  condemn*d  to  Iive : 
Un welcome  freedom,  and  unthankM  repriere: . 
Heaven  is  not,  but  where  Emily  abides; 
And  where  she's  absent,  all  is  Heli  besides. 
Next  to  my  day  of  birth,  was  that  accurA, 
Which  bound  my  friendship  to  Pirithous  first : 
Had  I  not  known  that  prince,  I  still  hud  been 
In  bondage,  and  had  still  Emilia  seen : 
For,  thougfa  1  neyer  can  her  grace  deserre, 
Tis  recompeose  enough  to  see  and  senre. 

0  Palamon,  my  kinsman  and  my  friend, 
How  much  morę  happy  fates  thy  love  attend ! 
Thine  is  th'  ackenture ;  thine  the  rictory : 
Well  has  thy  fortunę  tum'd  the  dice  for  thee : 
Thou  on  thatangeFs  face  may'stfeed  thine  eyes, 
In  prison,  no ;  but  blissful  Paradise  I 

Thou  daily  seest  that  sun  of  beauty  shine. 
And  lov'8t  at  lenst  in  love's  extremest  linę. 

1  mourn  in  absence,  tove's  eternał  night ; 

And  who  can  tell  but  sińce  thou  hast  her  sight. 
And  art  a  comely,  young,  and  Taliant  knight, 
Fortune  (a  yarious  power)  niay  cease  to  frown, 
A  ud  by  some  ways  unknown  thy  wishes  crown  ? 
But  I,  the  most  foilorn  of  buman  kind. 
Nor  help  can  hope,  nor  remedy  can  find; 
But,doom'd  to  drag  my  loathsome  life  tn  care. 
For  my  reward,  mustend  it in  despair. 
Fire,  water,  air,  and  eaith,  and  force  of  fates 
That  goyemsall,  and  Heayetf  that  all  creates. 
Nor  art,  nor  Nature*H  hand  can  ease  my  grief ; 
Nothing  but  death,  the  wretch^s  last  relief: 
Then  forewel  youth,  and  all  the  joys  that  dwdl, 
With  youth  and  life,  and  life  itself  fkrewel. 

But  why,  alas !  do  mortal  men  in  yain 
Of  Fortune,  Fate,  or  Providence  complain  ? 
Ood  giyes  us  what  he  knowsour  wants  require. 
And  better  things  than  those  which  we  desire : 
Śome  pray  for  riches ;  riches  they  obtain  ; 
But,  w«tch'd  by  robbers,  for  their  woaith  are  ilain; 
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Some  pr»y  from  priaon  to  be  irecd ;  and  come, 
When  gailŁy  of  their  vMrs,  to  fiill  at  hoina ; 
Mttrder'd  by  those  they  trusted  with  their  life, 
A  faYour^d  8ervant,or  a  bosom  wife. 
Such  dear-bought  blessings  happen  every  day, 
Because  we  know  not  for  wfaatthings  to  pray. 
Like  dninken  soU  about  the  street  we  roani : 
>VeIl  kt)Ow$  the  lot  be  bas  a  certain  home ; 
Yet  knows  aot  how  to  fi  ud  Łh'  uncertain  plaee» 
And  b)«uders  on,  and  staggenł  e^et^  pace. 
Tbus  all  seek  bappiness ;  but  few  can  find, 
For  far  ihe  grealer  part  of  men  are  bliad. 
Tbis  is  my  ease>  who  tbought  our  utmoBt  good 
Was  in  one  word  of  freedom  understood : 
The  fatal  bleasing  caine :  from  pńson  free, 
1  starve  abroad,  and  lose  the  tight  of  Emily**' 

Thus  Arcite  ;  but  if  Arcite  tbus  deplore 
His  sufTeringSy  Palamon  yet  suffen  mora. 
For  when  he  knew  hia  rival  freed  aad  gone, 
He  swellii  with  wmth;   he    maket  outrageoua 

moan: 
He  frets,  he  fumes,  he  stares,  he  stampa  the 

ground ; 
The  hoUow  tower  with  clamonra  rings  aroand : 
With  briny  tears  he  bath'd  his  fetter'd  feet, 
And  dropt  all  o^er  with  agony  of  tweat. 
"  Alaa !"  he  cry^d,  **  I  wretch  in  priaon  pine, 
Too  happy  rivai,  while  the  fruit  ia  thine : 
Thou  liv'st  at  !arge,  thou  draw'st  thy  native  atr, 
Płeas'd  with  thy  freedom,  proud  of  my  deapair : 
Thou  mayst,  aince  thou  hast  youth  aad  courage 

join'd, 
A  sweet  behaTiour,  and  asolidmind, 
Assemble  oura,  and  all  the  Theban  race. 
To  vindicale  on  Athens  thy  diagrace ; 
And  after,.  by  aometreaty  madę,  poaaesa 
Fair  Emily,  the  pledge  of  laattng  peace. 
So  thine  shall  be  the  beauteoua  prize,  while  I 
Must  languiah  iadespair,.in  priaon  die. 
Thus  all  th>  ad^antage  of  the  atrife  ia  thine» 
Thy  portion  doubla  joya,  and   double  aorrowa 

minę." 
The  ragę  of  Jealousy  thea  firM  his  eeul, 
And  his  face  kindled  like  a  buming  coal : 
Now  cold  Deapair,  succeeding  in  her  stead, 
To  livid  paleness  tuma  the  glowing  rad. 
Hia  blood,  acarce  liquid,  creeps  within  his  reins, 
Like  water  which  the  freeztng wind  coBstraini. 
Then  thus  he  aaid :  "  £temal  deities, 
Who  rule  the  werld  with  abaolute  decraea. 
And  write  \vhaiever  time  ahall  hring  to  pass, 
With  peoK  of  adamant, on  plates  of  brasa  ; 
What,  is  the  race  of  human  kind  your  care 
Beyond  what  all  hia  fallow-ereatnrea  are } 
He  with  the  rest  is  iiahłei  to  pain. 
And  like  the  sheep,  hia  brother-beast,  is  slain.    ^ 
Cold,  hnnger,  priaona,  ilh  without  a  eure, 
All  these  he  must,  aml,  guiltleaa,  oft  endnre ; 
Cr  doea  your  juatice,  p«wer,  or  preacience  faił, 
Wheo  the  good  suilier,  aad  the  bad  prevaii } 
What  worae  to  wretehed  Yirtoe-could  befaU, 
I  f  Fate  or  giddy  Fortune  gOT<m'd  all } 
Nay,  worse  tban  other  bcaata  is  our  eafcatc  ; 
Them,  to  puraue  their  pleasurca,  youeatate ; 
We,  bound  by  harder  lawa,  musi  curb  our  wiK, 
And  your  comnaaaday  not  aurdeaires,  futti ; 
Then  when  the  caeatwe  is  ttnjuatly  slain, 
Yet  ajUr  death  sfe  least  he  isełs  no  pain ; 
Bot  man,  in  lila  sufehaig^d  with  woe  bcfon, 
]^  iTMd  włMA.  4e«4  k  doomM  to  8«ffarmorow 


A  serpent  sheots  his  sttng  at  unaware ; 

An  ambuahM  thief  forelays  a  tra%'ener : 

The  man  lies  mnrdei^d,  while  the  thief  and  snake^ 

One  gains  the  thickets,  and  one  thrids  the  bitike. 

Thia  let  divines  decide ;  but  well  1  know, 

Just  or  unjust,  I  have  my  share  of  woe, 

Through  Saturn  aeated  in  a  luckless  place. 

And  Juno^s  wrath,  that  persecutes  my  race  ; 

Or  Man  and  Yenus,  in  a  quartile,  move 

My  pangs  of  jealousy  for  Arcite»s  loye." 

Let  Palamon,  op^ress*d  in  bondage,  monrn* 
While  to  his  exird  riTal  we  return. 
By  this,  the  Sun,  dedining  from  his  heig^t* 
The  day  had  shorten^d,  to  prolong  the  night : 
l'he  lengthenM  night  gave  length  of  misery 
Both  to  the  captive  Iover  and  the  free ; 
For  Palamon  in  endless  prison  moums. 
And  Arcite  forfeits  life  if  he  returns : 
The  banish^d  nevcr  hopes  hislove  to  see. 
Nor  hopes  the  captiTe  lord  his  liberty : 
'Tis  bard  to  say  who  suffers  greater  pains : 
One  sees  his  łove,  but  cannot  break  his  chains : 
One  free,  and  all  hismotions  uncontroPd^ 
Beholds  whate*er  he  would,  but  what  he  woaU 

behold. 
Judge  a«  you  please,  fbr  I  wil!  haste  to  tell 
What  fortone  to  the  banish^d  knight  befell. 

When  Arcite  was  to  Thebes  retum'd  agaioy 
Thek>9s  of  her  he  IotM  renew*d  his  pain  ; 
Wbat  could  be  worse,  than  never  morę  to  see 
His  life,  his  sonl,  his  charming  Emily  ? 
He  ravM  with  all  the  madness  of  despair, 
He  roarM,  he  beat  his  breast,  he  tore  his  h^r. 
Dry  sorrow  in  his  stupid  eyes  appears. 
For,  wanting  nourisbment,  he  wanted  tears : 
His  eye^balls  in  their  hollow  sockets  sink: 
Bereftof  slecp,  he  loaths  bismeat  and  drink  : 
He  withers  at  h\9  heart,  and  looks  as  wan 
As  the  pale  spectre  of  a  murder^d  man : 
That  pale  tums  yellow,  and  his  face  receires 
The  faded  hue  of  sapless  boxen  leares : 
In  solitary  groves  he  makes  his  moan, 
Walks  early  out,  and  ever  is  alone : 
Nor,    mix*d    in    mirtb,   in   youthful    plea«Qres 

shares, 
But  sigha  when  songs  and  instruments  he  faears : 
His  spirits  areso  Iow,  his  Yoice  is  drówn*d, 
He  hears  as  from  afar,  or  in  a  swoon, 
Like  the  deaf  murmurs  of  a  distant  sonnd ; 
UncomhM  his  locks,  and  saualid  hisattire* 
Unlike  the  trim  of  Love  and  gay  Desire: 
But  fullof  museiu]  mopings,  which  presage 
The  loss  of  reason,  and  conclude  in  ragę. 
Tbis  when  he  had  endarM  a  year  and  morę, 
Now  wholly  chang^d  from  what  he  was  before, 
It  happenM  once,  that,  slumbering  as  he  lay, 
He  dream'd  (bis  dream  began  at  break  of  day) 
That  Hermes  o^er  his  head  in  air  appear*d, 
And  with  soft  words  his  drooping  spirits  cheai^d: 
His  bat,  adom*d  with  wings,  disclo^M  the  god, 
Afld  in  his  Aand  he  borę  the  sleep  compdliAj 

rod: 
Such  as  he  seem*d,  when,  at  his  sire^scommand, 
On  Ai^s'  head  he  laid  the  snaky  wand. 
"  Arise,"  he  said,  "  to  conquering  Athens  go, 
There  Fate  appoints  au  cnd  to  all  thy  woe."       , 
The  fright  awaken>d  Arcite  with  a  start, 
Against  his  bosom  bouncM  his heaTing  heart; 
But  soon  he  said,  with  scarce  recoverM  breath. 
And  tfaither  will  I  go,  to  meet  my  deatb. 
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^kat  to  be  ilaifi,  Imt  detttli  is  my  dean, 

Jlnoe  io  £Ailift>s  sight  I  sliall  exphre.» 

>y  cbance  he  spyM  a  Airror  while  he  fpoke, 

Aad  suing  there  behdd  his  alterM  look ; 

.  Woodering,  he  saw  Ms  featnres  and  his  hae 

So  much   ^9eie  ehanf^,  tbat  scarce  himself  he 

knew. 
A  raddeo  thoaghtthen  starting  tn  his  mtnd, 
"  ftoce  1  in  Arctte  cannot  Arcite  find, 
The  world  may  search  in  Yain  wtth  all  their  eyes. 
But  nerer  penetrate  through  this  disguise. 
Yhaoka  to  tbe  cbaoge  which  grief  aod  sickness 

Id  Iow  tttate  1  may  secarely  Utc, 
Aod  lee  anknown  my  mistresd  day  by  day.** 
'Be  sald  i  and  ctoth*d  himself  in  coarse  array : 
A  labonring  bind  in  show,  then  forth  he  went, 
And  to  th'  Athenian  towers  his  joarney  bent : 
One  sąuire  atlended  in  the  same  disguise. 
Madę  conscioos  of  htsmaster's  enterprise» 
ArmM  at  Athens,  soon  he  came  to  couit, 
Uakoown,  anquestion'dy  in  that  thick  resort : 
Prsdfering  Ibr  hire  his  senrice  at  the  gate, 
Ib  drndge,  draw  watsr,  and  to  itin  or  wait 

So  fiur  befen  him,  that  for  little  gain 
Be  servM  at  first  Emilia's  Chamberlain ; 
Aad,  watcbfiil  all  adrantages  to  spy. 
Was  still  at  hand,  and  in  his  mastei^s  eye ; 
Aad  aa  hla  booes  were  big,  and  sinews  strong, 
Seftiś'd  no  toil,  that  coold  to  slaTes  beleng ; 
Batfiora  deep  wells  with  engtnes  water  drew, 
Aad  aa*d  his  noble  bandu  tbe  wood  to  hew. 
Re  passM  a  ycar  at  least  attending  thus 
On  Emily,  and  calPd  Philostiatus. 
Ibit  aerer  nras  there  man  of  his  degree 
Bo  much  esteem*d,  so  well  beloT'd  as  he. 
fc  gentle  of  condition  was  he  known, 
rhat  Łfanmgh  the  conrt  his  coartesy  was  blown : 
AU  think  him  worthy  of  a  greater  place, 
And  recommend  him  to  the  royał  grace, 
l%at,  exercis*d  within  a  higher  spbere, 
Bis  ▼irtoes  morę  conspicnoos  might  appear. 
rhns  by  tbe  generał  Toice  was  Arctte  praisM, 
Aad  by  great  Thesens  to  high  iiiToar  rais*d : 
AaiOBg  bis  menial  serrants  first  enrolfd, 
Andbugidy  e]itertain*d  with  snms  of  gold : 
Bfesides  wbat  aecretly  fh>m  Thebes  was  sent, 
Ctf  his  owo  income,  and  his  annnal  rent: 
His  wen   employM,  he  purchas*d  friends  and 


Ni  caatioutly  concealM  from  whence  it  came. 
Fhas  Ibr  tfaree  yeara  he  livM  with  large  increase, 
(n  arras  of  bononr,  and  esteem  in  peace ; 
ro  Thesens*  person  he  was  erer  near ; 
Ind  Tbeaeas  iw  bis  Tirtoes  beld  him  dear. 
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KTriłs  Areite  1ives  in  bliss,  the  story  twns 
RTfeeie  hopeless  Palamon  in  prison  monms. 
Por  six  loag  years  immor*d,  the  captiTe  knight 
9ad  drig^  his  cfaains,  and^carcely  seen  tbe 
łigfat: 


Lost  liberty ,  and  lorę,  at  onee  be  borę : 
His  pri!K>n  pain'd  him  much,  hispassion  m6n : 
Nor  dares  be  hope  his  fetters  to  remoye. 
Nor  erer  wishes  to  be  free  from  love. 

But  when  tbe  sixth  reyolying  year  was  fun. 
And  May  within  the  Twins  receiT*d  the  Sud, 
Werę  it  by  Chance,  or  forceful  Destiny,  - 
Which  forms  in  causes  first  whate*er  shall  be, 
Assisted  by  a  ftiend,  onemoonless  night, 
This  Palamon  from  prison  took  his  flight : 
A  pleasant  bererage  he  prepar*d  before 
Of  winę  and  honey,  mixM  with  added  store 
Of  opium ;  to  his  keeper  this  he  brought, 
Who  swaUow*d  unaware  the  sleepy  draoght. 
And  snor^d  secure  till  mom,  his  senses  bound 
in  slumber,  and  in  long  oblivion  drown'd. 
Short  was  the  night,  and  carefiil  Palamon 
Sougbt  the  next  corert  ere  the  rising  Sun. 
A  thick  spread  fbrest  near  the  city  lay, 
To  this  with  lengthen'd  strides  he  took  his  way 
(For  far  he  could  not  fly,  and  feai^d  the  day). 
Safe  from  parsuit,  he  meant  to  shun  the  ligbt, 
Till  tbe  brown  shadot^s  of  the  friendly  night 
To  Thebes  might  favour  his  iatended  flight. 
When  to  his  country  come,  his  next  design 
Was  all  the  Theban  race  in  arms  to  join, 
And  war  on  Theseus,  till  be  lost  bis  life, 
Or  won  the  beauteons  Emily  to  wife. 
Thus  while  his  thoughts  the  lingering  day  be- 

guile, 
To  gentle  Arcite  let  as  tunl  oar  style ; 
Who  little  dreamt  how  nigh  he  was  to  care, 
Till  treacherous  Foitune  caught  him  in  the  snare. 
The  morning-lark,  the  messenger  of  Day, 
Salnted  in  ber  soag  the  moming  gray ; 
And  soon  the  Sun  arose  with  beams  so  bright, 
Tbat  all  th'  horlzon  laugh'd  to  see  the  joyons 

sight; 
He  with  his  tepid  rays  the  rosę  renews. 
And   licks  tbe   drooping  leaves,  and  dries  the 

dews; 
When  Arcite  left  his  bed,  resoWM  to  pay 
Observanre  to  the  roonth  of  merry  May  : 
Forth  on  his  fiery  steed  betimes  he  rode, 
That  scareely  prints  the  turf  on  which  he  trod : 
At  ease  he  seem'd,  and,  prancing  o*er  the  plains, 
Tum'd  only  to  the  grove  his  horse!s  reins, 
The  gn>ve  I  namM  before ;  and,  ligbted  there, 
A  woiodbine  garland  sougbt  to  crown  his  hair ; 
Then  tum'd  his  face  against  the  rising  day. 
And  rais*d  his  yoice  to  welcome  in  the  May. 
"  For  thce,  sweet  month,  the  groves  green 
lireries  wear, 
If  not  the  first,  tbe  fairest  of  the  year : 
Forthee  the  Graceslead  the  dancing  Honrs, 
And  Nature's  rcady  pencil  paints  the  fiowerś : 
When  thy  short  reign  is  past,  tbe  fe^erish  Sun 
The  snltry  tropie  fears,and  moves  morę  slowly  on. 
So  may  thy  tender  blossoms  fear  no  blight. 
Nor  goats  with  venom'd  teeth  thy  tendrils  bite, 
As  tbou  shalŁ  guide  my  wnndering  feet  to  flod 
The  fragrant  greens  I  deek,  my  brows  to  bind.'* 
His  Tows   address*d,    within   the   grore    he 
8tray*d, 
Till  Fate,or  Fortune,  near  the  place  coilvey'd 
His  steps  where  secret Palamon  was  laid. 
Fnll  little  thought  of  him  the  gentle  knight, 
WhOyflying  death,  had  there  cooceaI'dhisflłgfit, 
In  brakes  and  brambles  bid,  and  shonning  mortat 
sjgbt : 
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And  less  he  know  him  for  hit  hated  ioe. 

But  fear'd  him  as  a  man  be  did  not  know. 

But  as  it  bas  been  said  of  ancient  years, 

Tbat  fields  aro  fuli  of  eyes,  and  woods  have 

For  this  tbe  >vise  are  ever  on  their  guard, 

For,  unforeseen,  they  say,-  is  uupreparM. 

TJucautic.is  Arcite  tbought  bimself  ałone, 

And  less  tban  ail  suspected  Palamon, 

"Who,  listenlng,  beard  him,  while  he  search*d  tbe 

fcrove, 
And  loijtdiy  sunę  his  roundelay  of  love ; 
But  on  tbe  sudden  stopp'd,  and  silent  sŁood, 
As  lovers  oJlen  muse,  and  change  tbeir  mood  ; 
Now  high  as  Heavea,  aud  then  as  Iow  03  Heli ; 
Now  up,  now  down,  as  buckets  iu  a  wetl : 
For  Venus,  like  ber  day,  will  change  ber  cbeer. 
And  seldom  sball  we  see  a  Friday  elear. 
Tbns  Arcite,  having  sung,  with  alter'd  hue 
Sunk  on  the  ground,  and  from  his  bosom  drew 
A  desperate  sigb,  accusing  Heaveu  and  Fate, 
Aud  an^y  Juno^s  unrelenting  hate. 
'*  Curs*d  be  tbe  day  wben  first  1  did  a^pear  j 
Lei  it  b|b  blotted  from  the  calendar, 
liBst  it  poUube  tlie  mootb,  and    poison  all  thp 

year. 
Still  will  tbe  jealons  queen  porsue  our  ou^  ? 
Cadmus  is  dead,  tbe  Theban  city  was  : 
Yet  ceases  not  hei  hate :  fur  all  wbo  coroe 
From  Cadmus  are  involv*d  in  Cadmus'  doom. 
1  suffer  for  my  blood  :  unjust  decree  ! 
That  punishes  anotbec^s  crime  on  me. 
Id  mean  eatate  1  8erve  my  mortal  foc, 
Tbe  man  who  caus'd  my  country'8  overthrow. 
This  is  nót  all ;  for  Juqo,  to  my  shame, 
Has  forc'd  me  to  forsake  my  former  name ; 
Arcite  I  was,  Philustratus  1  am. 
That  side  of  Heaven  is  all  my  enemy : 
Mars  ruln*d  Thebes :  his  mother  ruin'd  me. 
Of  all  tbe  royal  race  remains  but  one 
Besides  myself,  tbe  unbappy  Palamon, 
Whom  Theseus  bolds  in  bonds,  aud  will  not 

free; 
Wtthout  a  crime,  except  his  kin  to  me. 
Yet  these,  and  aąll  the  rest,  1  could  endure ; 
But  lore^s  a  malady  without  a  cure ; 
Fierce  Love  bas  pierc*d  me  with  his  fiery  dart, 
He  fires  witbin,  and  hissesat  my  heart. 
Youreyes,  fair  £mily,my  fate  putsue; 
I  suffer  for  the  rest,  I  die  for  you. 
Of  sucb  a  goddess  no  time  leave8  record, 
Who  burn'd  the  tempie  where  sbe  was  ador^d : 
And  let  it  burn,  I  ncver  will  complain, 
Pleas*d  with  my  sufferings,  if  you  knew  my 

pain.'' 
At  this  a  siekły  qualm  his  heart  assaiPd, 
His  eararing  inward,  and  hissenses  faiPd. 
No  woitl  miss^d  Palamon*of  all  be  spoke. 
But  soon  to  deadly  pale  he  cbang^d  his  iook : 
He  trembled  every  limb,  and  felt  a  smart, 
As  if  cold  Steel  bad  glided  throngh  his  heart ; 
No  longer  staid,  but,  starting  from  his  place, 
Difccover'd  stood,  and  show'd  his  hostile  face : 
**  Faise  traitor  Arcite,  traitor  to  thy  blood, 
Bound  by  thy  sacred  oatb  to  seek  my  good, 
Now  art  thou  found  foredwom,  for  Emily ; 
And  dar^st  attempt  ber  love,  for  whom  I  die. 
So  hast  tbou  cbeated  Theseus  with  a  wile, 
Against  thy  vow,  returning  to  beguile 
Under  a  bor rowM  name :  as  faIse  to  me, 
So  ialse  thou  art  to  him  who  set  thee  free : 


But  rest  assur^d,  tbat  either  thou  «balt  die, 
Or  else  renounce  thy  claim  in  Emily : 
For,  tbough  unarmM  I  am,  and  (free^d  by  chaoee] 
Aifl  here  witbout  my  sword,  orpointed  lauece: 
Hope  not,  base  man,  unquestiou'd  henoe  to  §0, 
For  I  am  Palamon,  thy  mortal  foc.*' 

Arcite,  wbo  hcard  his  tale,  and  knew  the  man. 
His  sword  unsbeathM,  and  fiercely  thus  begaa : 
*'  Now  by  tbe  gods  wbo  govero  Heaven  above,  • 
Wert  tbou  notweak  with  huitger,  mad  with  Iotc, 
That  word  bad  been  thy  last,  or  in  this  gfove 
This  band  sbould  force  tbce  to  renounce  thyiore. 
The  surety  whicb  I  gave  tbee^  1  defy : 
Fool,  not  to  know,  tłuU  lo?e^odures  no  tie. 
And  Jove  but  laughs  at  lover8  peijury. 
Know  1  will  sei've  the  fair  in  thy  despigbt ; 
But  sińce  tbou  art  my  kinsman,  and  a  knigbt, 
Here,  have  my  faith,  to  morrow  in  this  grove 
Our  arms  sball  płead  tbe  titles  of  our  love : 
And  HeaTeu  so  help  my  ngbt,as  I  alone 
Will  come,  and  keep  the  cause  and  quarrd  both 

onknown ; 
With  arms  of  proof  both  for  myself  and  tbee; 
Choose  thou  tbe  best,  and  leave  tbe  worst  to  ffl& 
And,  that  a  better  ease  thou  may'st  abide, 
Bedding  and  cloaths  I  will  this  night  proTide, 
And  noedful  sustenance,  that  thou  mas/st  be 
A  conque8t  better  won, and  wortUy  me.*' 
His  promise  Palamon  accepts ;  but  pray'd9 
To  keep  it  better  thau  tbe  first  he  madę. 
Thus  fair  tbey  parted  till  the  morrow's  dawn. 
For  each  had  laid  bis  plighted  faith  to  pawn. 
O  Love!    thou  sternly  dost  thy  power  maio- 

tain, 
And  wilt  nut  bear  a  riral  in  thy  reign, 
Tyrants  and  thou  all  fellowship  disdain. 
This  was  i  u  Arcite  prov'd,  and  Palamon; 
Both  in  despair,  yet  each  would  love  alone. 
Arcite  return'd,  and,  as  in  honour  ty*d. 
His  foe  with  bedding  and  with  food  supply^d; 
Then,  cre  the  day,  two  suits  of  armour  60ught, 
Which  borne  before  him  on  his  st^d  he  brought: 
Both  were  of  shining  steel,  and  wrought  so  porę, 
As  mighttbe  strokes  of  two  sucb  arms  endure. 
Now,  atthe  time,  and  in  th'  appointed  place, 
The  challenger  and  chaUeng'd,  face  to  face, 
Approacb ;  each  otłier  from  afar  tbey  knew. 
And  from  afar  their  batred  changM  their  hue. 
So  stands  the  Thracian  lierdsman  with  his  spear. 
Fuli  in  the  gap,  and  hopes  tlie  bunted  bear. 
And  hears  him  rustling  in  the  wood,  and  sees 
His  course  at  distance  by  the  beuding  troes. 
And  tbinks,  here  comes  my  mortal  enemy. 
And  either  he  must  fali  in  £ight,or  I : 
This  wbilehe  tbinks,  he  lifts  aloft  his  dart ; 
A  generouis  chilness  seizes  every  pail ; 
The  veins  pour  back  tbe  blood,  and  fortify  ^ 

heart. 
Thns  pale  they  meet;  their  eyes  with  fury  bara; 
Nonę  greets ;  for  nonę  the  greeting  will  return : 
But  in  dumb  surliness,  each  arm'd  with  care 
His  foe  profest,  as  brother  of  the  war : 
Then  both,  no  mumentlost,  at  once  adrąpice 
Against  each  other,  arm^d  with  sword  and  lanre: 
They  lash,  they  tr^in,  they  pass,  they  strire  to 

borę 
Their  corslets,  and  tbe  thinnest  parts  ezplore. 
Thus  two  long  hours  in  equal  arms  they  stood, 
Aad  wouuded,  wound  ^  till  both  were  bathM  io 

blood  ^ 
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'  And  not  a  Ibot  of  grouod  had  either  got, 

I  As  if  the  world  depended  on  the  spot. 

I  NI  Arcite  like  an  angry  ttger  ias*d, 

\  AmI  like  a  lion  Palamon  appear'd : 

!  Or  9S  Łwo  boars  whom  lorę  to  battle  draws, 

Witb  rUing  brisUes,  a&d  with  frothy  jaws, 

TlKir  adTerse  breasts  with  tiuks  oblique  they 

woond, 
Witb  grontft  and  groaiu  the  forest  riogs  around  : 
80  fiwght  the  kmghts,  and  fighting  musŁ  abide, 
TOl  Fate  an  lunpire  seiids  theiV  difference  to  decide. 
The  power  that  ministers  to  God*s  decrees, 
Aod  execttte8  on  Earth  wbat  Heaven  foresees, 
CaU'd  Proridence,  or  Cbjince,  or  Fatal  Sway, 
Comes  with  resistless  ibrce,  and  finds  or  makes  ber 
Nor  kings,  nor  nations,  nor  united  power,     [way. 
One  moment  ean  retard  th'  appointed  hour. 
And  soioe  one  day»  some  wondrous  c  bance  ajf- 


Which  happen*d  not  in  centaries  of  yeant : 

For  snre,  iirhate'er  we  mortals  hate,  or  love, 

Or  hope,  or  iear,  depends  on  powers  above ; 

They  move  oor  appeŁite3  to  good  or  iii. 

And  by  foresight  necessitate  tbe  will. 

In  Tbeseas  this  appears ;  wbose  youtbful  joy 

Was  beasts  of  chase  in  fbrests  to  destroy. 

Thts  gentie  knight,  inapir*d  by  joUy  May, 

Tocsook  his  easy  couch  at  early  day. 

And  to  the  wood  and  wilds  pursoed  bis  way. 

Besłde  him  rode  Hippolita  tbe  queen. 

And  Emily  attir*d  in  lirely  green, 

Witb  boruą,  and  honnds,  and  all  tbe  tuoeful  cry^ 

To  bont  a  royal  bart  within  the  co^ert  nigh : 

And  as  he  foUow^d  Mars  before,  so  now 

He  aerves  tbe  goddess  of  the  8Uver  bow. 

Tbe  way  that  Theseus  took  was  to  the  wood 

Wbere  tbe  two  knigbts  in  cruel  batUe  stood : 

The  lawn  on  which  they  fonght,  th*  appointed 

place 
In  which  th'  uncoupłed  hounds  began  tbe  cbase. 
Thither  forth-rigbt  be  rode  to  rouse  the  prey, 
That,  shaded  by  the  fem,  in  barbour  lay ; 
Andytbence  di8lodg*d,  was  wont  to  leave  tbe  wood, 
for  opeń  fields,  and  cross  the  crystal  flood. 
AppioaGh>d,  and  looking  undemeath  tbe  Sun, 
Be  saw  proud  Arcite,  and  fierce  Palamon, 
In  mortal  battle  doabling  blow  on  blow, 
Łflce  ligbtning^am'd  tbeir  fauicbions  to  and  fit), 
And  shot  a  dreadfnl  gleam ;  so  strong  they  strook, 
Tbere  seem^d  less  force  reąuii^d  to  fell  an  oak : 
Ue  gazM  witb  wonder  on  their  eqnal  might, 
LookM  eager  on,  but  knew  not  either  knight : 
ResolT^d  to  leam,  he  spurr*d  his  fiery  steed 
With  goriog  rowels  to  proToke  his  speed. 
Tbe  minutę  ended  that  began  tbe  race, 
So  soon  he  was  betwizt  them  on  the  place ; 
And  with  bis  sword  unsheatb^d,  on  pain  of  life 
Cammaads  both  combatants  to  cease  their  strife: 
Tben  with  imperions  tonę  porsues  bis  thrcat : 
**  What  are  you  ?  why  in  arms  together  met  ? 
How  dares  yoor  pride  presume  against  my  laws, 
Asin  a  i  iated  field  to  fight  y our  cause } 
TJuuStd  the  royal  grant;  no  marshal  by, 
As  knigbtly  rites  require ;  nor  judge  to  try  V* 
Tben  Palamon,  with  scarce  recorei^d  breatb, 
Tfans  hasty  spoke :  '*  We  botb  deserre  the  death. 
And  botb  woold  die  ;  for  look  tbe  world  around, 
A  pair  so  wretched  is  not  to  be  found : 
Onr  life*s  a  load ;  encumber'd  with  the  charge. 
We  kmg  to  set  th'  imprisonM  aoul  at  laige.    , 


Now,  as  thou  art  a  so^ereign  judge,  deeree 
Tbe  rightful  doom  of  death  to  him  and  me^ 
Let  neither  find  thy  grace ,  for  grace  is  cruelty  • 
Me  first,  O  kill  me  fint ;  and  cure  my  woe ; 
Tben  sbeath  tbe  sword  of  Justice  on  my  foe : 
Or  kill  him  first;  for  wben  his  name  is  beard, 
He  foremost  will  receive  bis  due  reward. 
Arcite  of  Thebes  is  he ;  thy  mortal  foe : 
On  wbom  thy  gmce  did  liberty  bestow  ; 
But  first  contsacted,  that  if  ever  found 
By  day  or  nightupon  tb'  Atbenian  ground. 
His  head  sbould  pay  the  forfeit;  see  returpM 
Tbe  peijui^d  knight,  bis  oath  and  honbur  8cora*d« 
For  tbis  is  he,  who,  witb  a  borrow'd  name 
And  profier'd  senrice,  to  Uiy,palace  came, 
Now  callM  Philostratus:  retain*d  by  thee^ 
A  traitor  trusted,  and  in  high  degree, 
Aspiring  to  the  bed  of  beauteous  Emily. 
My  part  remains ;  from  Thebes  my  birth  I  own, 
And  cali  myself  th*  unhappy  Palamon. 
Think  me  not  like  tbat  man  ;  sińce  no  disgrace 
Can  force  me  to  renounce  tbe  bonour  of  my  race. 
Know  me  for  what  I  am :  1  broke  my  chain. 
Nor  promisM  I  thy  prisoner  to  reniain :  - 
The  loye  of  liberty  with  life  is  given. 
And liife  itself  th*  inferior  gift  of  Hea^en. 
Thus  withoot  crime  1  flcd ;  but  farther  kuow, 
I  with.this  Arcite  am  thy  mortal  foe : 
Tben  give  me  death,  sińce  1  thy  life  parsne  ; 
For  safeguard  of  thyself,  death  is  my  due. 
Morę  wouldst  thou  know }  I  love  bright  £mily» 
And  fgr  her  sake  and  in  ber  sight  will  die : 
But  kill  my  riv^l  too ;  for  he  nq  less 
Deserves ;  and  I  thy  righteous  doom  will  bless, 
Assur'd  that  what  I  lose,  he  never  shall  possess.** 
To  tbis  reply'd  the  stem  Atbenian  prince,         ' 
And  sourly  smil'd : ."  In  owning  your  offence, 
You  judge  yourself ;  and  I  but  keep  record 
In  płace  olNaw,  while  you  pronounce  the  word. 
Take  your  desert,  the  deatb  ]rou  hare  decre^; 
I  seal  your  doom,  and  ratify  the  deed : 
By  Mars,  tbe  patron  of  my  arms,  you  die." 
He  said ;  dumb  Sorrow  seiz^d  the  standers-by. 
The  qaeen  aboTC  the  rcst,  by  naturę  good, 
,  (The  pattem  formM  of  perfect  womanhood) 
For  tender  pity  wept :  wben  sbe  began, 
Through  the  bright  quire  th'  infecticus  virtue  ran. 
AU  dropt  their  tears,  ev'n  the  contended  maid. 
And  thus  among  themseWes  they  sofUy  said : 
**  What  eyes  can  sufier  tbis  unworthy  sight ! 
Two  yooths  of  royal  blood,  renown'd  in  fight, 
The  mastership  of  Heaven  in  face  and  mind. 
And  loYers,  far  beyond  their  faitbless  kind : 
See  their  wide  streaming  wounds;  they  neither 
For  pride  of  empire,  nor  desire  of  &me :       [came 
Kings  for  kingdoms,  madmen  for  applause ; 
But  loTe  for  \ove  alone;  that  cro^kns  tbe  ]ovei-*s 

cause." 
Tbis  thought,  which  erer  bribes  the  beauteout 
Soch  pity  wrought  in  every  lady's  mind,     [kind, 
They  left  tbeir  steeds,  and  prostrate  on  the  place, 
From  the  fierce  king,  implor'd  th^  ofienders  gracak 

He  pau8'd  a  while,  stood  silent  in  his  mood 
(For  yet  bis  ragę  was  boiling  in  bis  blood); 
But  soon  bis  tender  mind  th*  impression  felt, 
( As  softest  metals  are  not  slow  to  melt 
And  pity  soonest  runs  in  softest  minds) : 
Then  reasons  with  bimself ;  and  first  be  findf 
His  passion  cast  a  mist  before  his  sense. 
And  either  madę,  or  miigiufy'd  th>  offence. 
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"  Ofieit«e?  Of  Whit  ?  to  Ufnota  >  #hd  judg^d  the 

eause  ? 
The  {Aiśonet*  fr^d  bimićlf  bjr  Kataf^s  \M$ : 
Bom  frte,  ht  sought  hit  right :  the  dian  h^  !Mft 
Was  petjurM,  bat  his  Iove  etćttsM  the  deed.'* 
Thtts  pondftrific,  be  \tf<At^  tinder  tfith  his  eytA, 
And  saw  the  wometi^s  tears,  afid  heani  their  tńes, 
Which  mov'dcompassiOn  in6fe;  btf  sboók  bis  head» 
And  softly  sigbing  to  hiiAsdf  hć  said : 

"  Ciirse  cm  th*un|)ardaiiłng  pribcc,  trbóm  tćats 

eon  drav 
To  no  remorse ;  wfao  m!6s  by  lidAS*  U^ ; 
Atid  deaf  to  prayers,  by  no  śabmission  bdtt^d, 
ltend;i  alt  alike ;  the  peiiitcslt,  and  prond." 
At  thisy  with  look  serćne,  be  rais^d  his  bead ; 
ReasoD  reram^d  hcr  place,  lind  t^assion  tltA: 
Then  tbus  aloud  h6  spoke :  *'  The  po^et  óf  Łd^^, 
In  Earth,  and  sea«,  and  air,  and  fiea^en  above, 
Hales,  anresistfed,  with  an  awftil  nod ; 
By  daily  oiiracles  decUrHl  a  god : 
He  blinds  the  ivi8e,  giveseye<>^igbttótli#  Blind; 
And  monłds  and  stamps  an6w  the  loter^s  mind. 
BehoM  tbat  Arcite,  and  this  Palamon, 
Fi^ecd  from  my  fetters,  and  in  safety  gotić, 
What  hindeiM  ełtber  in  their  natiire  soit 
At  easc  to  reap  the  haryćst  cf  their  toil; 
But  Łove,  their  lord,  did  otberWise  ordain, 
And  brought  them  in  their  own  despite  agdin. 
To  sufler  desth  deserv*d ;  for  well  thcy  know, 
Tis  in  my  power,  «ind  I  their  deadiy  fóe; 
Tłie  proverb  bolds,  that  to  be  mae  and  lov^, 
Is  hardly  granted  to  the  gods  aboTe. 
See  bow  the  madtnen  bleed :  behokł  the  ^Ins 
With  wbicb  their  master,  Love,  reward^  their 
For  seren  long  years,  on  daty  ev€ry  day,    [pains  j 
Lo  tbeirobedience,  and  their  monarch»«  pay : 
Yet,  as  in  duty  bonnd,  th^y  8erve  him  on ; 
And,  ask  the  fóols,  they  think  it  wisely  done ; 
Nor  ease,  norwealth,  nor  life  itsdf  regjf^, 
For 'tis  their  majtim,  !ove  i8love*s  reward. 
This  is  not  tfll ;  the  fair  fór  whom  they  stroT^ 
Nor  knew  befti^,  nor  ćoald  snsptfct  th*ir  lot*. 
Nor  thotight,  irhen  sfae  beheM  the  iight  from  ^r, 
Her  beauty  was  th*  oceasion  of  tbć  wat. 
But  surę  a  generał  doom  on  man  is  |faist. 
And  al  I  are  fwis  and  loTerft,  first  or  laM : 
This  both  by  o+hers  and  mysclf  I  knó\^, 
For  I  have  8crv»d  their  sórereign  lóng  ffgo ; 
Oft  bare  beenx!flnght  within  the  winding  tfain 
Qf  female  snares,  tnd  feHthelover's  JJahi, 
And  leemM  bow  far  the  god  can  fanmail  heaits 

constrain. 
To  this  remeiAbran^"^,  śtid  th<^  pfaydirs  of  tb<»^ 
Who  for  th*  oilendińg  warriorś  intcrpose, 
]  głve  their  fórfcif  Hve*s  j  on  this  accord. 
To  do  raehomage  as  th^ir  sorereign  lord ; 
And  as  my  vaśśa1a,  to  their  utiMott  might, 
Assifit  my  person,  and  assert  my  right.** 
This  freefy  swom,  th<*  kAightś  theif  grace  obialn'd. 
Then  thus  the  kifig  hiś  secret  tftoaghtH  ex]^lithf  d : 
*•  If  wetItH,  or  honoof .  ot  ś  róyal  race, 
Ot  each,  or  a!l,  may  win  a  lady^ś  grace, 
ThciY^itbet  óf  fón  knights  may  wdl  óźsertś 
A  princ^s^  hórii ;  ńńd  Such  is  she  yon  sette : 
For  Kmfiy  is  iiitir  to  thc  ctowń, 
And  but  too  WMl  to  both  her  btttrty  knot^ : 
Batsłiouidf  yott  ćoiftbat  fili  yón  bdth  wletc  d<*ad, 
Two  hay&n  eaAńnt  ^hare  a  single  b^ : 
As  therefore  bóth  are  (^qa4l  in  dćgr^, 
The  lot  of  both  b«  ieft  to  Destiny. 


Now  hear  Vh'  a\^atd,  ihd  happy  ifiay  it  jlrori 
To  ber,  and  Him  #ho  b^st  desirres  hłt  Iotó  ! 
Depart  from  h^nfcft  iń  p^ace,  ahd  fr^  ds  &ir, 
Search  the  widó  ^oM,  and  WhćhA  fad  płM 
But  on  the  day  wheh  thU  tetnming  Són    [r^lr{ 
To  the  fAme  point  throiigh  felery  6ign  hAs  nin, 
Theu  each  of  you  his  hundi«ll  knights  shAtl  hfińi, 
In  royal  lists,  to  fight  before  the  kin^ ; 
And  then  the  knight,  whoih  Me  ot  R^pt'!^  Cbihee 
Sball  with  hi$  fricnds  io  rictóry  ad^ańce, 
A  rtd  grace  his  arms  so  fit  in  equal  fight, 
From  out  the  b^rs  to  fotcó  hii  opposft^, 
Or  kill,  or  make  him  r^reanl  on  the  pidiń. 
The  priże  of  valoar  ^nd  of  tove  shal!  gitfin ; 
Tbe  ▼.inquish'd  party  sh&tl  their  claim  releAlf, 
And  the  loAg  jatś  cóncltlde  in  iśstittg  peaoe. 
The  charge  be  ihine  t*  adom  the  choteti  groand, 
The  theatr6  of  war,  for  champióris  śo  reuomiM ; 
And  take  tbe  patron'8  plaCe  of  either  knight, 
With  eyes  impartial  to  behold  the  ficht ; 
And  Heaven  of  the  io  judge,  aś  I  iball  jo!^ 

atight. 
If  both  are  scitisfled  i^ith  thiś  fićcdfd, 
Swear  by  the  laws  óf  knightht)t)d  on  óły  5#oid.* 
Wbo  now  but  Palamoh  ćitdls  with  joy  > 
And  ravi8h*d  Arcit4  seems  to  toncb  the  sky ! 
The  whole  asuembled  troop  \fras  pt^s*^  as  itdt 
ExtoI  th'  award,  and  ón  thrir  khec^  tliey  fell 
To  bless  the  grttcłotis  king.    The  kńights,  Wi^ 

leave 
Departing  from  tlife  ptacćf,  liig  <śtt  ccrttińiińk 
On  £mily  with  eqn41  ardottt  lóóR,  [rtcfehej 

And  from  her  eyes  tb^ir  Inspirafioft  tctok  : 
From  thence  to  Thebes*  <m  walts  ^fsoe  i^ 

way, 
Each  to  protidfc  his  champióris  fbr  tbe  day. 

It  might  be  deem'd,  oli  onr  higtórian's  part, 
Or  too  much  negligence  ot  want  ot  art, 
If  be  forgot  the  vast  magnificence 
Of  rt*yal  Thfeśeus,  and  hi*  I arge  eitpfense. 
He  first  encloii'd  foi^  lists  a  level  ground, 
The  whdle  circumference  a  mile  around  ; 
The  form  \fras  cjfcułar;  *nd  all  v^ithout 
A  trench  Wtfs  sttifk,  to  móat  thc'  place  abónt 
WitWn,  an  amphithcatre  app^ar*d, 
RaisM  in  d^grees,  to  sixty  paccs  ttUfd  ; 
That  wben  a  man  was  plać*d  in  one  dfegf^, 
Height  was  a!low'd  for  him  aboVc  to  seei 
East\«'ard  was  bitflt  a  gatc  of  ńiarble  whit^; 
The  likc  śdonf  d  the  western  opposit^. 
A  noblet  object  than  this  fabric  was, 
Romę  neret  saw :  nor  of  so  vast  a  space : 
Fot,  rich  with  spoils  of  many  a  ronquet*d  land, 
AU  arts  and  aftists  Theśeus  could  comittantl : 
Wbo  sold  fot  hir*?,  ot  t^^onght  for  beftet  fdm^*, 
The  master-pa!t(tef«,  aifd  the  catvers,  camc. 
So  rosę  within  tKe  cdmpass  of  the  year 
An  *age>s  work,  a  glorious  tb^mtre. 
Then  o'er  its  eastem  gate  was  rais*d,  abote, 
A  tempie,  8acf<^  to  the  (pieen  of  Io*e; 
An  altar  stood  below :  6n  either  band 
A  priest  with  roscś  crown'd,  \frho  h^  a  myrffe 

wańd. 
The  dome  of  Mars  was  on  the  gate  oppoe^d, 
A  nd  on  th*  nortH  ar  tntret  v^as  cnclos^d, 
Mrithinthe  i«'al!,  of  alabaster  white. 
And  crrm^on  coral,  fbt  thś  ąneen  óf  night, 
Wbo  takes  in  sytran  sporfs  het  chaste  deiif^t. 

Within  these  otatories  inight  yott  see 
Rich  carvingg,  pwtraitttfes^  and  hnugery : 
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HfTbeie  erery  flgore  to  the  life  expre88'd 
iTbe  godbead*s  p^wer  to  whom  it  was  address^d. 
I  Ii  Yenas*  tempie  on  the  sides  were  seen 
lube  broken  slomben  of  enaii)Our*d  men, 
fhijers,  that  even  spoke,  and  pity  8eein*d  to  cali, 
ilnd  issuiiii^  sigbs,  that  sciiok*d  along  tbe  waU, 
Cbn^iUints,  and  hot  desires,  the  lover*8  Heli, 
And  ficęlding  teąią^  i^  węce  ą.  cł)ąqnel  w^here 

they  fell: 
lud  all  «ruv]i4  were  ąąptiaji  |^QQ^8j  the  ties« 
Of  loTe^  assm^Bce,  ąnd  a  train  of  lies, 
That,  madę  in  lust,  conclude  in  peijuries. 
Beaaty,  and  Youtt^  au.d  Weąl^h,  and  Luxury, 
Ind  spritely  l|opj&y  ąnd  sbort-cncjiiriog  Joy  4 
Aad  aorcerięs  to  rąis^  th'  ii^fern^  powers. 
And  s}^9,  £ram*4  iil  pląfietąry  hours : 
Czpcnse,  ąpd  Afteitheught,  ąnd  idle  Care, 
And  IKHibifs  pf  ipptley  buę,  and  (ląrk  Despąir; 
Sbspicions^  ąn4  f^ntąstical  Siąrmise, 
And  JealoM^  sn6^s'd,  with  jaopdijce  in  ber  eyes, 
Disc(4o«inng  «U  sbc  view*d,  in  tąwny  dress*d, 
]>ovn-look'd,  «ud  with  a  cuckoo  on  her  fi^t^ 
Oppoc^d  ^o  bi^y  oą  V  otber  side  adrancę 
tifi  CQ«tly  C(^st»  \hę  c|^^>l,  ąnd  tbe  dance, 
Hinstrels,  and  mnsic,  poctry,  and  play. 
And  bąlls  by  9igbt%  aiid,touri)Ainents  by  day. 
AU  tbcaie  were  paljsted  on  the  wąll,  and  moie : 
With  acta  and  aiQniim<^t4  of  tiną^s  bc^fore  s 
And  otben  added  by  p^^pbetic  d^^oiD, 
Ąad  lotera  yet  iuibor%  and  lo>c8  to  come : 
for  tbereth*  Idalian  mount,  and  Citberon, 
lite  coąrt  of  y«nus  WAS  ifi  co1qi|cs  drawn : 
Before  thę  pąlace^gate,  in  cą^eless  dress, ' 
And  kM^e  amiy^  są^  portress  Idlentess : 
Tbere,  by  the  fovat»  Nąrcisftu^  pip^d  aione : 
yhftK  Saifkgon  w^a;  with,  wis^r  Salomon, 
And  all  the  migfaty  names  by  love  undone. 
;]ledea*t  charms  were  there,  Circean  feasts, 
iWith  bowls  tb^t  ti9rn*d  enaaiour'd  youth  to  bca^ts. 
Beie  mighl  be  seen,  that  beauty,  wealtb,  ąiłd  wit. 
And  prowessy  to  tbe  power  of  lovc  submit : 
Hie  spieading  snaie  for  aTl  qłankind  is  laid ; 
Andloiners  aU  betray,  and  arc:  betray^d. 
The  goddesa'  self  some  noble  hand  had  wrought ; 
ftnUing  ahe  aeeoi^d,  and  fuU  of  plęasing  thought : 
Prom  ocean  a^  sbe  first  bęgan  to  rise> 
And  smoothM  the  niffled-seas  and  cleai^d.tbe  t^kles, 
8be  trod  the  bńne,  all  bare  below  the  breast, 
Asd  the  green  waTes  but  ill  conceaPd  the  rest ; 
Afaite  she  hęld;  and  on  her  bcad  was  soen 
A  vreath  of  roses  red,  and  myrtles  green ; 
Ber  tartles  fann^d  th<;  buxom  air  aboye ; 
And,  by  his  mother,  stood  an  infant  Lovc, 
With  wiofi  Qnfledg*d;  his  eyes  were  banded  c'er; 
His  bands  a  bow,  bis  back  a  qniver  borę, 
Sbppiy'd  with.  airows  brigbt  and  keen,  a  d<^adly 

storę. 
But  ia  the  dome  of  n^igbty  Mars  tbe  red 
With  difierent  %itres  aU  tbiP  sides.  werię  spread ; 
Thit  tempie,  less  in  form,  with  eqqa)  girtkce. 
Was  imitatiTe  of  the  ^rst  in  Thrace : 
Por  that  cokl  region  was  tbe  lovM  ąbode^ 
AudjKiTereign  mansion  of  t^e  wairior  gód. 
Tbe  łaadscape  was  a  fprest  wide.  ąnd  bare,; 
«Wbere  niatber  bea^t,  nor  hu^ąn  kj[nd  repair ; 
Thefowi,  that  soent  afar.  tbc  hordcr^  fly. 
And  l^^Q  the  bitter  blast,  and  whccl  ąbout  the 

skgr« 
Acab&of  scmrf  lies  bakiog  on  tbe  giroUAd, 
Abd  {NTicldy  stttbs,  iastead  uf  trees,  arą  Sumid ; 


Or  woods  with  kno^  ąnd  knares  d(  foim'd  ąnd  oldi 
Headless  the  most,  aud  bideous  to  behold : 
A  rattling  tempest  through  the  branches  went, 
That  8tripp'd  them  bare,  and  oue  soie  way  tbey 

beut 
HeaTen  froze  aboye»  serere,  the  clouds  congeal, 
Aud  thrQugh  the  crystal  yault  appeai-^d  the  &tuud- 

ing  bail. 
Such  was  the  face  without;  a  mountain  stood 
Thre^tening  from  higb*  and  overlook'd  tbe  wgod: 
Heneath  the  ipwęring  brow,  and  on  a  beut, 
The  tempie  stood  of  Ud  ars  ąrmipotent: 
llie  frame  of  burnish'd  stcel,  that  rast  a  glara 
From  fąr,  and  seeitt'd  to  tbaw  thu  freezing  air. 
A  strait  lung  entry  to  the  tempie  ledt 
Blind  with  high  waJls,  ąnd  Horrouroyer  bead  : 
Tbence  issued  (tncb  a  bjąst,  ąnd  hoUow  roar, 
As  threaten'd  from  the  binge  to  heaye  the  door; 
In  through  that  dour,  a  northern  light  there  sUoue ; 
'Twąs  all  it  hadi  for  windows  tbere  were  uone; 
The  gat^  wąs  adąmant,  eternal  frame  ! 
Which,  bew*d  by  Mars  himself,  from  Indian  quaF> 
Tbe  labour  of  a  god ;  and  all  aipng      [ries  capie, 
Tougb  iron  plates  were  clencbM  to  mąkę  it  Strong. 
A  tun  about  was  every  pillar  there  ; 
A  polish'd  VMn:or  sboac  not  half  sp  elear* 
There  saw  I  bpw  the  secret  felon  wrought. 
And  Treasou  labouring  in  tbe  traitoc*s  thought : 
And  midwife  Time  tbe  ripeu'd  plot  ta  murder 

brougbt, 
There  the  red  Aąger  dar'd  tbe  pąUld  Fear ; 
Next  stood  Hypocrisy,  with  holy  leer, 
Solt  smiliog,  and  demurely  lookiog  down^ 
Cut  bid  the  dagger  undernea^th  the  gown : 
Th'  assassinating  wife,  tbe  houselipld  fieud, 
And,  far  the  blackest  there,  the  traitor-fricnd. 
On  t*  other  side  tbere  stood  Destructioa  bare, 
Unpunished  Rapiue,  and  a  wakte  of  war. 
Contest,  with  sharpen^d  knives,  in  cloisters  drawi^ 
And  all  with  blood  bespread  the  hojy  lawo. 
Loud  menaces  were  heard,  and  fuul  Pisgrace, 
And  bawling  Infamy,  in  languąge  base: 
Tili  sense  was  lost  in  souud,  and  SUence  flcd 

the  place. 
The  slayer  of  himself  yet  saw  I  tbere, 
Tbe  gore  coogeard  was  clotted  in  his  hair: 
With  eyes  half  clos>d,  and  gapiiig  mauth  hc  lay* 
Andgrim,  as  when  he  breath*d  his  ąuddeą  mui 

away. 
In  midst  of  all  the  dome,  Misfortune  sate. 
And  gloomy  Discontent,  and  fell  pehatCy 
And  Madness  laughing  in  his  ircM  mogd  i 
A nd  arm'd  Complaint  00  Theft ;  and  eries  uf  Blood. 
There  was  the  murderM  corpsę,  in  covert  laid. 
And  violent  Dcatb  in  thousąnd  shąpes  di3piay'df 
The  city  to  the  soldicra  ragę  resigu^d; 
Successlcss  wącs,  aud  Poyerty  bąbind ; 
Ships  burnt  in  fight,  ojr  forc*d  on  rocky  sboteą. 
And  the  rash  hunter  straogled  by  the  boars :  • 
The  newoborn  bąbe  by  nurses  OYerlaid ; 
And  the  cook  canght  within  the  raging  fire  be 

madę. 
All  iUs  of  Mars*s  natuiP)  flame  and  steel; 
The  gą»ping  cbarioteer,  heneath  the  wheel 
Of  his  own  car ;  tbe  ruin*d  bouse,  that  faUa 
And  intercepts  ber  lord  betwixt  the  waUs ; 
The  wbole  division*  that  to  Ma^s  pertaios, 
All  trades  of  d^atb*  that  deai  in  steeL  for  gains,    . 
Were.there :  the  butcher,  armourer,  aud  soiitb, 
Whp  f^rges  sbarpep^rąulchiioas,  or  tb«.ficytbe«    • 
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The  scarlet  Conqiiest  on  a  tower  was  placM, 
With  shouts,  and  soldien*  acdamations  grac'd : 
A  pointed  sword  haog  threatening  o'er  his  head, 
Sustain'd  but  by  a  slender  twine  of  thread. 
There  saw  1  Mars^s  ides,  the  Capitol, 
The  seer  in  vain  foretelling  Csesar^s  ftill ; 
The  last  trinmvir8,  and  the  wars  they  move. 
And  Antony,  wholost  the  world  for  love. 
Thesc,  and  a  thousand  morę,  the  fane  adorn  ; 
Their  fates  were  painted  erc  the  men  were  born, 
Ali  copied  from  the  Heavens,  and  niling  force 
Of  the  red  star,  in  his  revo1ving'cour9e. 
The  form  of  Mars  high  on  a  chariot  stood, 
AU  sheath*d  in  arms,  and  gruffty  lookM  the  god : 
Two  geumantic  dgures  were  display^d 
Ahove  his  head,  a  warrior  and  a  maid ; 
One  when  direct,  and  one  wben  retrograde. 

Tii*d  with  deformities  of  death,  I  hastę 
To  the  third  tempie  of  Diana  chaste. 
A  sylyan  scenę  with  Yarioas  greens  was  drawn, 
Shades  on  the  sides,  and  on  the  midst  a  lawn : 
The  silyer  Cynihia,  with  her  nymphs  around, 
Tursued  the  flying  deer,  the  woods  with  horns 

'   resound: 
Calisto  there  stood  manifest  of  shame, 
And,  turn'd  a  bear,'  the  northem  star  became :   . 
Her  son  was  next,  and,  by  peculiar  grace, 
In  the  cold  circle  held  the  second  płace : 
The  stag  Acteon  in  the  stream  had  spy*d 
The  naked  huntress,  and,  for  seeiug,  dy*d : 
His  faounds,  unknowing  of  his  change,  pursue 
The  chase,  and  their  mistaken  master  siew. 
Peoeian  Daphne  too  was  there  to  see, 
Apollo^s  iove  before,  and  now  bis  tree : 
T*h>  adjoining  fane  th'  assembled   Oreeks  ex- 

press^d, 
And  honting  of  the  Caledonian  beast. 
.  Oenides*  ^alour,  and  his  envy'd  prize ; 
The  fatal  power  of  Atalanta*s  eyes ; 
Dfana^s  vengeance  on  the  yictor  shown, 
The  «mrdres8  motber,  and  consuming  son ; 
The  Yolsciao  queen  extended  on  the  plain ; 
The  treason  puni8h*d,  and  the  traltor  slain. 
The  rest  were  yarious  huntings,  well  de8ign*d» 
^nd  8avage  beasts  destroy'd,  of  every  kind. 
Tbe  graćeful  goddess  was  arrayVl  in  grceo ; 
About  her  feet  were  little  beagles  seen, 
Thatwatcb^d  with  upward  eyes  the  motions  of 

their  qiieen. 
Her  tegi  were  baskin^d,  and  tbe  left  bcfdre ; 
In  act  to  shq|Dt,  a  8ilver  bow  she  borę, 
And  at  Met  back  a  painted  quiver  wore. 
She  trod  a  wesinc  moon,  that  soon  would  wane, 
And  driiifcing  borro\f^d  iight,  be  fiłPd  again ; 
With  downeast  eyes,  as  seemiug  to  siirrey 
The  dasic  dominious,  ber  altemate  sway. 
Before  hef  stood  a  woman  in  her  throes, 
And  caird  Łucina*8  aid,  her  biirden  to  disciose. 
AU  tbete  the  painter  drew  with  such  command, 
That  Naturę  toatchM  the  pencil  firom  his  band, 
AshamM  and  angry  that  his  artcould  feign 
And  rneod  the  tortures  of  a  mother^s  pain. 
Theseus  beheld  the  fanes  of  every  god, 
Andthought  his  mighty  cost  was  weU  bestoWd. 
Bo  princes  now  their  poets  should  regard ; 
Bnt  few  can  write,  and  fewer  can  reward. 

The  theatre  thus  rais^d,  the  Usts  enclo8*d, 
Andall  with  yast  magnificence  dispos*d. 
We  leate  the  mdnarch  pleas^d,  and  hastc  to  bring 
Tbe  knighti  tj^-coiAbat ;  and  their  aims  to  sitig. 


PALAMON  AND  ARCJTB: 
OR  THE  KNIGHTB  TALB. 

BOOK  III. 

Thk  day  approach'd  wben  Poitnne  sbould  6^ 

cide 
Th*  important  enterprize,  and  giire  tbe  brtde ;  * 
For  now,  the  ri^als  round  the  world  had  aougbt. 
And  each  his  rival,  weU  appointed,  brought. 
Tbe  toations,  far  and  near,  contend  in  choioe. 
And  send  tbe  flower  of  war  by  pnblic  voice  ; 
That  affcer,  or  before,  were  nerer  known 
Such  chiefs,  as  each  an  army  9eem*d  alone : 
Besidethe  champions,  all  of  high  degree, 
Who  knighthood  IOT'd,  aod  deeds  of  chiTSlry* 
T1iroog*d  to  the  lists,  and  enVy*d  to  hehold 
The  names  of  others,  not  their  own,  enroIPd. 
Nor  seems  it  strange ;  for  every  noble  knight 
Who  lorres  the  fiur,  and  is  endu'd  with  might, 
In  such  a^quarrel  would  be  proud  tolight. 
There   breathes.  ńot  scaroe  a  man  on  British 

ground 
( An  isle  for  love  and  arms  of  old  rćnowuM) 
But  would  have  sold  bis  life  to  purchase  fiune^ 
To  Palflmon  Or  Arcite  sent  his  name : 
And  ha4  the  land  sdected  of  the  best, 
Half  had  come  hence,  and  let  the  World  proTide 

the  rest. 
A  hundred  knights  with  Pafaimon  there  came, 
Approv*d  in  fi^t,  and  men  of  mighty  name ; 
Their  arms  were  scTeral,  as  their  nations  wen** 
But  furrtish*d  all  alike  with  sword  and  spear. 
Some  wore  coat  armour,  imitating  scalę  ; 
And  next  their  skins  were  stubbom  shirts  of  maii. 
Some  wore  a  breastplate  and  a  ligfat  juppon, 
Their  horses  cloth*d  with  rich  caparison  ; 
Some  for  defence  would  leathem  bucklcfrs  use, 
Of  folded  hides ;  and  others  shields  of  prace. 
One  hung  a  pole-axe  at  his  saddle-bow. 
And  one  a  heavy  mace  to  shun  the  foe. 
One  for  his  legs  aod  knees  provided  wdl, 
With   jambeuic   arm'd,   and   double   plates  of 
This  on  his  hełmet  wore  a  1ady*s  gloTe,        [sted. 
And  that  a  sleeve  embroiderM  by  his  Iotc. 
With  Palamoo,  above  the  rest  in  place, 
Lycurgus  came,  the  suily  kingof  Thrace  ; 
Biack  was  his  beard,  and  manly  was  his  faoe  | 
The  baUs  of  his  broad  eyes  roll*d  in  his  head. 
And  g1ar*d  betwixt  a  yellow  and  a  red : 
He  lookM  a  lion  with  a  gloomy  stare. 
And  o'pr  his  eyebrows  hung  his  matted  bair : 
Big-bon'd,  and  large  of  Umbs,  with  sinews  śttmą, 
Bfoad-shouMer^d,  ańd  his  arms  were  round  awł 

long. 
Four  mitkwhitebuUs  (the  Thracian  use  of  old) 
Were  yokM  to  draw  his  car  of  tnimishM  gokL 
Upright  he  stood,  and  borę  aloft  his  shield, 
Conspicuous  fi*om  a&r,  and  overIook*d  tiie  field. 
His  surcoat  was  a  bear-^kin  on  his  back ; 
His  hair  hung  long  behind,  and  glossy  ra«fn 
His  ample  forehead  borę  a  coronet,  [biack. 

With  sparkling  diamonds  and  with  nihies  set : 
Ten  brace,  and  morę,  of  greyhounds,  SDOvy 
'     fair,  [his  cbaiT, 

And  tali  as  stags,  ran  loose,  ^nd  couraM  «roand 
A  match  for  pardf  in  flight,  in  grapUng  fm  the 
*  bear: 
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Wiith  golden   muzzles  aU  tbeir  mouŁhs   were 

bound. 
Jud  colłarB  of  the  same  tbeir  necks  surround. 
tbns  through  the  ftdds  Lycurgus  tuok  his  way ; 
Bis  hondi^  knights  attend  iii  pomp  and  proud 

array. 
Tb  matcfa  this  monarch,  wHh  strong  Arcite  came 
Bawtnus,  king  of  Inde,  amighty  name, 
Hn  a  bay  coura^,  goodly  to  bchold, 
The  trappings  of  his  horse  adoni*d  with  barfiarous 

gold.  ^ 

Kot  Mars  bestrodea  steed  with  greater  grace ; 
His  rarcoat  o*er  his  arms  was  cloth  of  Thrace, 
idonPd  with  pearłs,  all  orient,  round,  and  great ; 
His  saddle  was  of  gold,  with  emeralds  set. 
flis  shoalden  large,  a  mantle  did  attire, 
With  mbies  thick,  and  sparkling  as  the  fire : 
Hit  amber-colonr*d  locks  in  ringlets  run, 
With  gracefiil  negligence,  and  shone  against  the 

San. 
Bts  noae  was  aąniline,  his  eyes  were  blue, 
Bnddy  his  lips^  and  fiesh  and  fair  his  hue : 
fome  sprinkled  fieckles  uu  his  ftke  were  seen, 
Whuse  dnsk  set  off  the  whiteness  of  the  skin  : 
His  awfbl  presehce  did  the  crowd  surprize. 
Nor  dnnt  tbe  rash  spectator  meet  his  eyes, 
£yes  that  confessM  him  bom  for  kingly  sway^ 
ft>  fieroe,  they  flash'd  intolerable  day. 
fib  age  in  Nature*s  youthful  prime  appeai^d, 
And  just  began  to  bloom  his  yellow  beard. 
Whene^  he  spoke,  his  Toice  was  heard  around, 
Umó  as  a  trumpet,  with  a^silrer  sound  : 
A  laor^wreath^d  his  temples,  fresh  and  green ; 
And  myrtle  sprigs,  the  marks  of  lorę,  were  mix'd 

between. 
Upon  his  fist  be  borę,  for  bis  delight, 
An  eagle  welirechłimM,  and  lily  white. 

His  hundred  knights  attend  him  to  the  war, 
AD  arm'd  for  battle ;  save  tbeir  heads  were  bare. 
Wolds  and  derices  blaz'd  on  every  shiHd, 
And  pkasing  was  the  terronr  of  the  field* 
For  kings,  and  dukes,  and  barons  you  might  see, 
like  sparkting  stars,  thongh  different  in  degree, 
All  for  th*  increase  of  arms,  and  love  of  chiralry . 
Bdbre  the  kinfs  tamę  leopards  led  the  way, 
Aod  troops  of  lions  innooently  play. 
80  Baccfans  through  the  conquer'd  Indies  rode. 
And  beasts  in  gambols  irisk'd  before  tbe  honest 
In  this  array  the  war  of  either  stde  [gtfd. 

Thnrogfa  Atbens  passM  with  military  pride. 
At  prime,  they  enter'd  on  the  Suuday  mora ; 
Kich  tapestry  spread  tbe  streets,  and  flowers  the 

poftsadom. 
The  town  was  all  a  jubilee  of  feasts ; 
ft»  Thesens  wilPd,  in  hononr  of  his  guests ; 
HiDMdf  with  open  arms  the  king  embracM, 
Tben  all  tbe  rest  in  their  degrees  were  graCd. 
Noharbinger  was  needfbl  for  a  night, 
Forerery  hcmse  was  proud  to  lodge  a  knight. 

I  pass  the  royal  treat,  nor  mnst  relate 
Tłw  gifts  bestow>d,  nor  how  the  champions  sate : 
Who  firsty  or  last,  or  how  the  knights  address*d 
Thdr  Towa,  or  who  was  fisirest  at  the  fea^t ; 
Wbose  Yoice,  whose  gracefuldance,  did  most  sur- 

prise; 
Soft  amoroos  sighs,  and  silent  lorę  of  eyet. 
The  rirals  caD  my  Muse  onother  way, 
To  sing  their  Tigits  for  th' ensning  day. 
Twis  ebbing  darkness,  past  the  noon  of  night, 
And  YUMpber,  on  the  con6n«s  of  the  łight, 


PromiA^d  the  Sun,  ere  day  began  to  spring; 
Thetuneful  lark  already  stretchM  ber  wing, 
And,  flickering  On  ber  nest,  madę  short  essays  to 

sing: 
When  wakcful  Palamon,  prerenting  day, 
Took,  to  the  royal  Hsts,  his  early  way, 
To  Venu8  at  ber  fane,in  ber  own  house,  to  pray. 
There,  falling  on  his  knees  before  ber  shrine, 
He  thus  implor^d  włth  prayers  ber  power  divine. 
'*  Creator  Yenus,  gcnial  power  of  love, 
The  JbUss  of  men  below,  and  gods  abore ! 
Beneath  tbe  sliding  Sun  thou  runn^st  tby  race, 
Dost  fairest  sbine,  and  best  become  thy  place. 
Forthee  the  winds  their  eastenrblasts  forbear, 
Thy  month  reyeals  the  spring,  and  opens  alt  the 

year. 
Thee,  Goddess,  thee  the  storms  of  winter  fiy, 
Earth  smiles  with  flowers  renewing,  laughs  the 

8ky,  L<LPpI>- 

And  birds  to  lays  of  love  their  tnnefol  notes 
For  thee  the  lion  loaths  the  taste  of  blood. 
And  roaring  hunts  his  female  through  the  wood : 
For  thee  the  bulls  rebellow  through  tbe  groves, 
And  tempt  the  stream,  and  snuflT  their  abseat 

loTes. 
Tis  thine,  whate^er  is  pleasant,  good,  or  foir : 
AU  naturę  is  thy  prorince,  life  thy  care  : 
Thou  road*st  the  worłd,  and  dost  the  world  le. 

pafr. 
Thou  gladder  of  the  mount  of  Cytheron, 
Increase  of  Jore,  companion  of  the  Sun ; 
If  e*er  Adonis  touch>d  thy  tender  heart, 
Uave  pity,  goddess,  for  thou  know'st  the  smart 
Alas  !  I  have  not  words  to  tdl  my  grief ; 
To  rent  my  sorrow,  wonld  be  some  relief; 
Light  suffefings  give  us  Icisureto  complain ; 
We  groan,  but  cannot  speak,  in  greater  pain. 
O  goddess,  tell  thyself  what  1  would  say, 
Thou  know^st  it,  and  I  feei  too  much  to  prąy. 
So  grant  my  suit,  as  I  enforce  my  might, 
In  love  to  be  tby  champion,  and  thy  knight ; 
A  serrant  to  thy  8ex,  a  slave  to  thee, 
A  foe  profostto  barreu  chastity. 
Nor  ask  I  famę  or  hononr  of  the  fiełd. 
Nor  choose  I  morę  to  vanquish  than  to  yield  s    , 
In  my  di^ine  Emilia  make  me  blest, 
Lct  Fate,  or  partial  Chance,  disposethe  rest: 
Find  thou  the  manner,  ąnd  the  means  preparc  y 
Possession,  morę  than  conquest,  is  my  care. 
Mars  is  the  warrior^  god ;  in  him  it  lies. 
On  whom  he^ayours  to  confer  the  prize ; 
With  smiling  aspect  you  serenely  morę 
In  your  fifth  orb,  and  rule  the  realm  of  love. 
The  Fates  but  only  spin  tbe  coarserciue> 
The  finest  of  the  wool  is  left  for  you. 
Spare  me  but  one  smali  poition  of  the  twine. 
And  let  thę  sisters  cut  below  your  linę : 
The  rest  among  the  rubbjsh  may  they  sweep, 
Or  add  it  to  the  yam  of  some  old  misei^s  h^. 
But,  if  you  this  ambitious  prayer  deny, 
(A  wish,  I  grant;  beyond  mortality) 
Then  let  me  sink  beneath  proud  Arcite^s  arms. 
And,  1  once  dead,  let  him  possess  ber  charms." 
Thus  ended  he ;  then,  with  obsenrance  dne, 
The  sacred  incense  on  ber  altar  threw  7 
The  curling  smoke  mounts  heavy  from  the  liras ; 
At  leagUi  it  catebes  flame,  and  in  a  blaze  ev 

pires; 
At  once  the  gracious  goddess  gave  tbe  sign, 
Her  statoe  shook,  and  traabisd  all  tbe  shriaa : 
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Pleaś^d  Palamon  the  tatdy  onien  took : 
For,  sińce  the  flames  pui-sii^d  the  trailing  smoke, 
He  knew  his  boon  was  granted ;  but  the  day 
To  distance  dńven,  and  Joy  adjoumM  with  long 

dclay. 
Now  Mom  with  rosy  light  had  streakM  the  sky» 
Up  rosę  the  Son,  aiłd  up  rosę  Emily; 
AddressM  her  carly  steps  to  Cyiithia*s  fanej 
In  State  attended  by  her  maiden  train, 
W  bo  borę  the  vesŁs  that  boly  rites  reąuire, 
Incense,  and  odorous  gums,  »nd  cover'd  fire. 
The  plenteous  bums  with  pleasant  mead  they 

crown,  ' 

Nor  wanted  aught  besides  in  houour  of  the  Moon. 
Kow   while  the  tempie  8mok'd   with  ballowM 

steam, 
They  wasb  the  Tirgin  in  a  liring  sŁream ; 
The  secret  ceremonies  I  conceal, 
Uucouth,  perhaps  unlawful,  to  rcreal : 
But  such  they  wcre  as  pagan  use  requir*da 
Perform^d  by  women  when  the  men  retir^d, 
Whose  cyes  profiine  their  chaste  mysteiiaus  rites 
Might  lum  to  scandal,  or  obscenedelights. 
Well-meaners  think  no  harm ;  hut  fur  the  i^t, 
Thipgs  sacred  they  perrert,  and  sileuce  is  the 

b«!St. 

Her  sfaining  bair,  ancomb*d,  was  loosely  spread, 
A  crown  of  mastless  oak  adom'd  her  bead: 
When  to  the  shrine  approarh*d,  the  spotless  maid 
Had  kindling  fires  on  eitłier  altar  laid, 
(The  rites  were  such  as  were  Qbserv'd  of  old. 
By  Statius  in  his  Theban  story  told) 
Thcn  kneeting  with  her  hands  across  her  bieast, 
Thus  lowly  she  preferr'd  ber  chaste  request. 

"  O  goddesSy  haunter  of  the  woodJand  green. 
To  wbom  both  Heaven  and  Earth  and  seas  aie 

seen  j 
Sueen  of  the  nęther  skies,  where^alf  the  year 
Thy  siWer  beams  descend,  and  light  the  gloomy 

sphere; 
Goddess  of  maids,  and  conscious  of  our  hearts, 
So  keep  me  from  the  vengeance  of  thy  darts, 
Which  Niobe^s  dovoted  issue  felt, 
Wheu  hissing  througb   tbe  skies  tbe  featber'd 

deaths  were  dealt, 
As  I  dcsirc  to  live  a  Yirgin  life. 
Nor  know  the  name  of  motbcr  or  of  wife. 
Thy  Yotress  from  my  tender  years  I  am. 
And  loTC,  like  thee,  the  woods  and  sylvau  gamę. 
like  deathy  thou  know^st,  1  loaŁb  tbe  nuptial 

State, 
And  man,  the  tyrant  of  our  8ex,  I  hate, 
A  lowly  8crvant,  but  a  loity  matę : 
Where  Iove  is  duty  on  tbe  female  side. 
On  tlieir's  merę  sensual  gust,  and  sought  with 

sudy  pride. 
Now  by  thy  triple  sbape,  as  tbou  art  seen 
In  Heaven,  Earth,  HeU»  aiid  every  where  a  <|ueen, 
Grant  this  my  first  desire :  let  discord  cease. 
And  make  betwixt  the  rivals  lasting  peace : 
Suench  their  hot  fire,  or  far  from  me  remove 
Tbe  flame^  aud  tum  it  on  some  other  love : 
Or,  if  my  frowuiug  stars  liaye  so  decreed, 
That  one  must  be  rejected,  one  succeed, 
Make  bim  my  lord,  within  whose  fiiithful  bieast 
Is  fix'd  my  image,  and  who  Iotos  me  best. 
But,  oh !  ev*n  that  avert !  I  cboose  it  not. 
But  take  it  as  the  least  uuhappy  lot. 
A  maid  I  am,  aud  of  thy  yrrgin  train ; 
Oh,  let  me  stUl  that  spotless  name  retain ! 


Frequent  the  forefts,  thy  cbaate  wlU  obegr* 
And  oniy  make  the  beasts  of  chase  my  prej  V* 

The  flames  ascend  on  either  altar  elear, 
While  thus  tbe  blameless  maid  addsea»*<l   hw 

prayer. 
AVhen  lo !  the  buming  fire  that  shone  so  brighc. 
Plew  off,  all  sudden,  with  extinguish'd  iigfet. 
And  left  one  altar  diark,  a  little  space, 
Which   tumM   self-kindled,    and   renew^d    thm 

blaze.; 
The  other  yićtor-flame  a  moment  stood^ 
Then  feU,  and  lifeless  leit  th'  extingULsh'd  wood; 
Por  evcr  lost,  th*  irrevocable  light 
Fojsook  the  blackening  coals,  and  sunk  to  nigbŁ  s 
At  either  end  it  whistled  as  it  flew,  (dew. 

And  as  the  branda  "were  green,  so  dropp*d  th* 
Ińfected  as  it  fell  with  sweat  of  sauguine  hue. 
The  maid  from  that  ill  omen  tum'd  her  eyes. 
And  with  loud  shrieks  and  clamoura  f€iit  th*' 

skies. 
Nor  knew  what  signlfy'd  the  boding  sign. 
But  found  the  powers  displeas*d,  and  fear^d  Łbe 

wrath  divine. 
Then  shook  the  sacred  shrine,  and  sudden  lighC 
Sprung  througb  the  vaulted  roof,  aud  maadt  tho 

tempie  bright 
Tbe  power,  behold!  the  power  in  glory  shaaie» 
By  her  bent  bow  and  ber  keen  arrows  kitown  ^ 
Tbe  rcst,  a  huntress  issuing  from  the  wood, 
Reclining  om  her  comel  spear  she  stood. 
Then  gracious  thus  began :  "  Dismiss  tby  fear. 
And  Heaven*s  unchang^d  decrees  attentive  hear : 
Morę  powerful  gods  have  tom  thee  from  my  side^ 
Unwilling  to  i^esign,  and  doom*d  a  bride  : 
The  two  contending  knights  are  weigh*d  above ; 
One  Mars  protects,  and  one  the  queen  of  love : 
But  which   the   man,    is  in   the   Tlmnderut'* 

breast ; 
This  he  pronouuc*d,  'tis  he  who  loves  thee  best. 
The  fire,  that  once  extiDCt  reviv'd  again, 
Foreshows  the  lorę  allotted  toiemain : 
Farewel !"  she  said,  and  vanish^d  from  the  place  ; 
The  sbeaf  of  arrows  shook,  and  rattled  in  thecaMr. 
Aghast  at  tlus,  the  royal  virgin  stood 
Disclaim'd,  and  now  no  morę  a  sister  of  the  wood: 
But  to  the  parting  goddess  thus  she  pray'd  ; 
"  Propitious  still  be  prcsent  to  my  aid,    . 
Nor  quite  abandon  j^our  oucc  faYour^d  maid." 
Then  sighing  she  returu'd ;  but  smird  betwizt, 
With  hopcs  and  fcars,  and  joy s  with  sorcows  niisŁ. 

TUc  uext  retuniing  planetary  hour 
Of  Mars,  who  sbarM  tbe  heptarchy  of  powier. 
His  steps  bold  Arcite  to  tbe  t(;mple  bent, 
T'  adore  with  pagan  rites  the  power  armipoient : 
Then  prostratc,  Iow  before  his  altar  lay, 
And   rais'd  his  manly  voice,  and  thus   b^an 

to  pray: 
"  Strong  god  of  arms,  whose  iron  sceptre  sways 
The  freezing  north,  and  Hyperboi-eaii  seas, 
And  Scythian  colds,  and  Thracia*s  wiater  coast, 
Where  stand  thy  steods,  and  thou  art  bonouiM- 

most: 
There  most,  but  every-where  thy  power  U  knowo, 
The  fortunę  of  the  fight  is  all  thy  owa: 
Terrour  is  thine,  aud  wild  amazement,  flung 
From  out  thy  chariot,  withers  ey^u  the  strong : 
And  disarray  and  shameful  rout  ensne. 
And  force  i^  added  to  the  fainting  crew. 
Acknowledg^d  as  thou  art,  accepi  my  prayu:, 
If  aught  I  have  achier^d  dieserre  thy  care ; 
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tf  to  ny  utaott  power  wHh  swoM  and  shield 

Idai^  tbe  death,  unknowiojf  how  to  yield, 

And,  hiliag  id  my  rsnk,  stiU  kept  the  field : 

Then  lei  my  arm«  pr^rail,  by  thee  9ustain*d, 

Tbftt  £mUy  by  comiuest  may  be  gain^d. 

Rave  |Hty  on  my  pains ;  nor  those  unknown 

To  Mara,  which,  when  a  lover,  were  bis  own. 

VcBas,  the  public  mre  of  all  abore, 

Thy  ftabbom  heart  bas  softened  into  ]ove : 

Kov  by  ber  blandisboients  and  powerfiil  charms, 

Wbea  yielded  she  lay  curling  in  thy  arms, 

2s*n  by  thy  shame,  if  shanie  it  may^  be  call*d, 

When  Ynlcan  bad  tbee  in  bis  net  entlirallM ; 

O  enrfd  igncminy,  sweet  dtsgrace, 

Wbm  every  God  that  saw  Uiee  wisb'd  tby  place  ! 

By  those  dear  pleasures,  aid  my  arms  in  ficrht, 

Aod  make  me  couqaer  in  my  patron*s  right : 

for  I  am  yooi^,  a  novłce  in  thetrade, 

Tbe  fool  cf  love,  unpraetisM  to  persuade : 

Aad  want  the  lootbing  arts  that  catch  tbe  fatr> 

Bot,  camrht  myael^  tie  strugglingr  in  the  snare : 

AjmI  sfae  I  lorę,  or  langhs  at  ail  my  pain» 

Or  knoars  ber  worth   too  well;  and  pays  me 

witfa  diadain. 
For  surę  I  am,  nnless  I  win  in  arms, 
To  stand  esdiided  from  Emitia'8  charms  t 
Kor  caa  my  strength  araiU  unless  by  thee 
Eadued  by  force,  I  gain  tbe  Victory ;  [heart, 

Tben  for  tbe  fire  which  wann*d  thy  gen'roas 
Pity  tby  sobjecfs  pains,  and  eąaal  smart 
Sb  be  tbe  morrow^s  sweat  and  labour  minę, 
Tbe  pate  aad  bonour  of  the  conąuest  tbinc : 
Then  sball  tbe  war,  and  stem  debatę,  and  strife 
iBBBortal,  be  the  business  of  my  li  fe ; 
Aad  in  tby  £uKr,  tbe  dusty  spoils  among, 
Hicłi  OB  tbe  biirnisb'd  roof,  my  banner  shall 

be  bung, 
KaakVł  with  my  championie  bncklers,  and  below, 
Włth  arms  revers^,  tb*  achieTements  of  my  foe: 
A»i  wbile  tbeaełimbs  the  Wtal  spirit  feeds, 
▼bile  day  to  nigfat,  and  night  to  day  succeeds, 
Thy  SDMkingałtar  shall  be  est  withfood 
Ofinccii,  and  tbe  gratefiil  iteam  of  blood ; 
Bnt-offerii^  mom  and  evening  shall  be  thlne ; 
Aad  ft«s  eternał  iu  thy  tempie  shine. 
Tbe  bosb  of  yellow  beard,  tbis  length  of  hair, 
WbiebCrooi  my  btrth  inTiolate  1  b«ir, 
Ciiiłtleas  of  tted,  and  from  tbe  razor  free* 
9b>ll  frD  »  pleiiteons  ciop,  resenr^d  for  thee. 
So  mmf  waj  arms  with  ńctory  be  blest, 
łask  ao  mose;  lei  Pute dispose the  rest*'     ' 
The  cimo^Mon  cea^d;  there  foHow*d  in  tbe 

doae 
A  hoBoar  groaa :  a  mnnnnring  wind  arose ; 
Tbe  liaj^s  of  tron,  that  on  the  doon  weire  hnng, 
lat  oai  » jarring  eound,  and  harshly  rung : 
Tbe  boltod  gaies  flew  opeu  at  tbe  blast, 
»Tbe  stoffaa  rnsb^d  in,  aad  Arcite  stood  aghast : 
The  iames  weie  bknm  aside,  yet  shone  they 

bńgbt, 
Wtmfi^  by  tbe  wind,  aad  gave  a  mffled  light 

fron  tbe  gnmnd  a  scent  began  to  rhm, 
as  accepted  sacrifice : 
pleaś^d,  and  as  tbe  flames  aspire 
'^itb  odoffooB  inoense  Arcite  heaps  the  fire : 
9ot  waaled  byrans  to  Mars,  or  heatben  charms  i 
Jttei^h  tbe  nadding  atatne  clash>d  his  arms, 
^*d  witb  a  aullen  aoond  and  feeble  ery, 
Łłf  sBnk,  and   balf  pnmounced,  tbe  word  of 
Yirtory. 

*«»Ł.   IX. 


For  this,  with  soul  devout,  he  thank*d  the  god, 
And,of  success  secure,  retumM  to  his  abodc. 

Tbese  toWs  thus  granted,  rais^d  a  strife  above, 
Betwixt  the  god  of  war,  and  queen  of  love. 
She  granting  first,  had  right  of  time  to  plead ; 
But  he  bad  granted  too,  nor  woald  recede. 
Jove  was  for  Venus ;  but  he  fearM  his  wifc. 
And  seem^d  onwilłing  todecide  the  strife; 
Tin  Saturn  from  his  leaden  throne  arose. 
And  found  a  way  the  differeuce  to  compose : 
Thougb  sparing  of  his  grace,  to  mischief  bent, 
He  seldom  does  a  good  with  good  intent. 
Way  ward,  but  wisc ;  by  long  experience  taught 
To  please  both  parties,  for  ill  ends,  he  songht : 
For  this  adrautage  age  from  youth  has  won, 
As  not  to  be  outridden,  thougb  uutrun. 
By  Fortune  he  was  now  to  Venus  trin^d. 
And  with  stem  Mars  in  Capricom  was  joiu'd: 
Of  him  disposing  in  his  own  abode,  [god  : 

He   sooŁh*d    the   goddess,    while   he  gu11'd  the 
"  Cease,  daughter,  to  complain,  and  stiut   the 

strife; 
Thy  Palamon  shall  have  his  promis*d  wife : 
And  Mars,  the  lord  of  conquest,  in  the  fight 
With  palm  and  laurel  shall  adom  his  knight. 
Wide  is  my  course,  nor  tum  I  to  my  place 
Till  length  of  time,  and  niove  with  tardy  pace. 
Man  feels  me,  when  1  press  th'  ethcrial  plains. 
My  band  is  heavy,  and  the  wound  remains. 
Minę  is  the  shipwrcck,  in  a  watery  sign  ; 
And  in  an  eartby,  the  dark  dungeon  minę. 
Cold  shlrering  agues,  melancholy  care, 
And  bitter  blasting  winds,  and  poisouM  air, 
Are  minę,  and  wilful  death,  resulting  from  dc- 

spair. 
The  throtling  quinsey  tis  my  star  appoints, 
And  rbeumatisms  ascend  to  rack  the  joints : 
When  churls  rebel  against  their  nati^e  prinće, 
I  arm  their  hajkls,  and  fumish  the  pretence ; 
And,  housing  in  the  lion^s  hateful  sign, 
Bou^t  seuates  and  desertingtroops  are  minę. 
Minę  istbe  privy  poisoning ;  I  cummand 
Unkindiy  seasons,  and  ungratefiil  land. 
By  me  kings*  palaces  are  push'd  to  ground, 
And   miners  crush^d  beueath  their  mines   are 

found. 
'Twas  1  siew  Samson,  when  the  pillar^d  hall 
Feli  down,  and  crash^  the  many  witb  the  fali. 
My  looking  is  the  fire  of  pestilence, 
That  sweeps  at  once  the  people  and  the  priuce. 
Now  weep  no  morę,  but  trust  thy  grandsirc's  art. 
Mars  shall  be  pleasM,  and  thon  perform  thy  part 
*Tis  ill,  though  different  your  complexions  are,     . 
The  lamily  of  Heaven  for  men  should  war." 
Th*  expedient  pleas*d,  where  neither  lost  his 

Ti^bt ; 
Mars  had  the  day,  and  Venus  had  the  night. 
The  management  they  Icfl  to  Chrbnos*  care  ; 
Now  tum  we  to  th'  effect,  and  sing  the  war. 

In  Athens  all  was  pleasore,  mirth,  and  play, 
All  proper  to  the  spring,  and  sprightly  May, 
Which  every  soul  inspirHl  with  such  deKght, 
Twas  jesting  all  the  day,  ftnd  loyc  at  night. 
Heaven  smil'd,  and  ^added  was  the  heart  of  man ; 
And  Yenus  had  the  world  as  when  it  first  began*. 
At  length  in  sleep  their  bodies  they  compose. 
And  dreamt  the  futurę  fight,  and  carly  rosę. 

Now  scarce  the  dawnlng  day  began  to  spring,  . 
As  at  a  signal  given,  the  streets  with  clamouis 
ring: 
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At  once  the  crowd  aróse ;  confu8*d  and  high 
£v'n  firom  the  HeaveD  was  heand  a  shouting  ery  $ 
For  Mars  was  early  up,  and  n>us'd  the  sky. 
The  gods  came  downward  to  oehold  the  wars, 
Sharpening  their  sights,  and  leaning  from  tbeir 

stars. 
The  neighing  of  the  generous  horse  was  heard. 
For  battle  by  the  busy  groom  preparM^ 
Kustling  of  hamess,  rattling  of  the  shield, 
Ctattering  of  armour,  furbisfaM  for  the  field. 
Crowds  to  th^  castle  mounted  up  the  street, 
Battering  the  pavement  with  their  coursers'  feet: 
The  greedy  sight  might  there  devour  the  gold 
Of  glittering  arms,  too  dazzling  to  behold : 
And  poIish*d  steel  tbat  cast  the  view  aside, 
And  crestcd  morioos,  with  their  plumy  pride. 
Knights,  with  a  long  retinue  of  their  sąuiresy 
In  gaudy  liverie8  march,  and  quaint  attires. 
One  Iac*d  the  hełm,  anotber  held  the  lance, 
A  third  the  shining  bucklerdid  advance. 
The  courser  paw*d  the  ground  with  restless  feet, 
And  snorting  foam*d,  ai)dchamp'd  thegolden  bit 
The  smiths  and  armourers  on  palfreys  ride, 
Files  in  their  hands,  and  hammcrs  at  their  side. 
And  nails  for  loosen'd  spears,  and  thongs  for 

shields  proYide. 
The  ycomen  guard  the  strccts,  in  seemly  bands; 
And  clowns  come  crowding  on,  with  cudgels  in 
their  hands. 
The  trumpets^  next  the  gate,  in  order  placM, 
Attend  the  sigu  to  sonnd  the  martial  blast ; 
The  palace>yard  is  filPd  with  floating  tides, 
And  the  last  comers  bcar  the  former  to  the  sides. 
The  throng  is  in  the  midst :  the  common  crew 
Shut  ont,  the  hall  admits  the  better  few ; 
,    In  knots  they  stand,  or  in  a  rank  they  walk, 
Serious  in  aspeot,  earnest  in  their  talk : 
Factious,  and  favouring  tbis  or  t*  otber  side, 
As  their  strong  fancy  or  weak  reason  guide : 
Their  wagers  back  their  wisbes ;  numbers  hołd 
With  the  fair  frecklcd  king,  and  beard  of  gold : 
So  vigorous  are  his  cyes,  sucb  rays  they  cast, 
So  prominent  his  eagie^s  beak  is  plac^d. 
But  most  tbeir  looks  ou  the  black  monarch  bend, 
His  rising  mnsclcs  and  his  brawn  conmiend ; 
flis  doubl&rbiting  axe  and  beaming  spear, 
Each  asking  a  gigantic  force  to  rear. 
Ali  spoke  as  partial  favour  mov*d  the  mind : 
And,  safr  themselyes,  at  others'  cost  divinM. 

WaVd  by  the  cries,  tb*  Athenian  chief  arose^ 
The  knightly  forms  of  cojmbat  to  dispose ;      [sate 
And  passing  through  th^  obseąuious*  guards,  be 
Conspicuous  ou  a  throne,  sublime  in  state  ; 
There,  for  the  two  contending  knights  he  scnt : 
ArmM  cap-arpee,  with  reverence  Iow  they  bent ; 
He  smiPd  on  both,  and  with  superior  look 
Alike  their  offcr^d  adoration  took. 
The  people  press  on  eyery  side,  to  see 
Their  awful  princc,  and  hear  his  high  decree. 
Then  signing  to  their  heralds  with  his  hand, 
They  gave  his  orders  from  their  lofty  stand. 
Silence  is  thrice  enjoinM ;  then  thus  aloud 
The   king  at  arms  bespeaks   the  knights   and 
listening  crowd. 
"  Our  sovereign  lord  bas  ponder*d  in  his  mind 
The  mcans  to  sparc  the  blood  of  gentle  kind ; 
And  of  his  grace,  and  inbom  clemencyy        . 
He  moilifies  his  first  severe  decree, 
The  keener  edge  of  battle  to  rebate, 
Tbc  troops  for  honour  fighting,  not  for  h^te. 


He  wills,  not  death  should  terminate  their  stńfe ; 
And  wounds,  if  wounds  ensoe,  be  short  of  life: 
]'ut  issues,  ere  the  fight,  his  dread  commaDd, 
That  sliugs  afar,  and  poinards  band  to  band. 
Be  banish*d  from  the  field ;  that  nonę  shftU  dare 
With  shortiicd  sword  to  stab  in  closer  war ; 
But  in  fair  combat  fight  with  manly  strength. 
Nor  push  with  biting  point,  but  strike  at  length. 
The  toumey  is  allowM  but  one  career, 
Of  the  tough  ash,  with  the  sharp-griuded  spear. 
But  knights  unhors'd  may  rise  from  off  the  plaio 
And  fight  on  foot  their  honour  to  regain  $ 
Nor,  if  at  mischicf  taken,  on  the  ground 
Be  slain,  but  prisoners  to  the  pillar  bound, 
At  either  barrier  plac'd ;  nor  (captires  nuide) 
Be  freed,  or  arm*d  anew  the  fight  inrade. 
The  chief  of  either  side,  bereft  of  life, 
Or  yielded  tohis  foe,  concludes  the  strife.  [yoon 
Thus  dooms  the' lord:  now  Taliant  knigfats  aai 
Fight  each  his  fili  with  swords  and  oiaces  ka^ 

The  herald  ends :  the  vaulted  finnameDt 
With  loud  acclaims  and  rast  applause  is  rent : 
"  Heaven  guard  a  prince  so  gi'^aK:ious  and  so  gooj 
So  just,  and  yet  so  proTident  of  blood  I" 
Tbis  was  the  generał  ery.  The  tnimpets  sound, 
And  warlike  symphony  is  beard  aitnmd.      [wm] 
The  marcfaing  troops  through  Athens  take  tfad 
The  great  earl-marshal  oiders  their 'array. 
Tbe  fy\T  fttim  high  the  passing  pomp  behold ; 
A  rain  of  flowers  is  from  the  windowa  roU*d. 
The  casements  are  with  golden  tissue  spread. 
And  horses  hoofs,  for  earth,  on  silken  tapestą 

tread ; 
The  king  goes  midmost,  and  the  riyals  rldi 
In  cqual  rank,  and  tlose  his  either  side. 
Next  after  these,  there  rode  the  royai  wife, 
With  Emily,  the  cause  and  the  reward  of  acrife. 
The  fbllowing  caralcade,  by  three  and  three^ 
Proceed  by  titles  marshal*d  iii  d^ree. 
Thus  through  the  soutbem  gate  they  take  tfatj 
And  at  the  list  arriT'd  ere  prime  of  day.        [w^ 
There,  parting  from  the  king,  the  cbiels  di^ide^  j 
And,  wheeling  eaat  and  west,  before  their  miś 
ride.  I 

Th*  Athenian  monarch  mounts  his  throne oohigl 
And  afker  him  the  queen  and  Emily :  ^ 

Neict  these  the  kindred  of  tbc  crown  are  grK'd 
With  nearer  seats,  and  lords  by  ladiea  ^pAae^d: 
Scarce  were  they  seated,  wheti,  with  clamonrs  loi| 
In  nish*d  at  once  a  rude  promiscuous  crowd ; 
The  guards  and  then  each  other  o^erbear, 
And  in  a  moment  throng  tbe  spacioas  theatre. 
Now  chang*d  the  jarring  noise  to  whispert  toir, 
As  winds  forsakiug  seas  moresofUy  blow ; 
Wheii  at  the  western  gate,  on  which  tbe  car 
1 8  plac*d  aloft,  that  bears  tiie  god  of  war,         i 
Proud  Arcłte  cntering  ann'd  before  bis  train, 
Stops  at  tbe  barrier,  and  divide8  tbe  plain. 
Red  was  his  banner,  and  display^d  abroad 
The  bloody  colours  of  his  patron  god. 

At  that  self  moment  enters  Palamon 
The  gate  of  Yenus,  and  the  rising-sun ; 
Wav'd  by  the  wanton  winds,  his  banner  flieii 
Ali  malden  wbite,  and  shares  the  people^s  ey( 
From  east  to  west,  look  all  the  world  aroond, 
Two  troops  so  match*d  were  never  to  be  f( 
Such  bodies  built  for  strength,  of  eąual  age^ 
In  stature  siz*d ;  so  proud  an  equipage: 
The  niccst  eyc  could  no  distinction  make, 
Where  lay  th>  advantage,  or  what  side  to  tak 
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Tbot  rang'd,  the  herald  (br  the  last  proclaims 
I  tUencey  while  they  answei^d  to  their  names : 
ht  to  the  kin^  decreed,  to  sbun  the  care, 
Hk  fraod  of  musten  falste,  the  comnion  bane 

of  «rar. 
[le  tale  was  just,  and  then  the  gates  were  closM ; 
bd  chief  to  chief,  and  troop  to  troop  opposM. 
Ite  henJds  laat  retir*d,  and  loudly  cry*d, 
[he  fortunę  of  the  field  be  faiiiy  try'd. 

AtthiK,  the  chaittmger  with  ficrce  defy 
Ib  tnunpet  sounds;  the  chaUeDg'd  makes  re- 
pły :  [vaulted  sky. 

fitik   clangor    rings    the   field,  resounds    the 
lleir  Tizors  clased,  their  tances  in  the  rest, 
lir  it  the  helmet  pointed,  or  the  crest  ^ 
Ikey  Tanish  £rom  the  barrier,  speed  the  race, 
lad  spurring  see  dccrcase  the  middle  space. 
^dood  of  smokeenyelops  either  host, 
md  all  at  once  the  combatants  are  lost : 
brklingtliey join  adrerse,  and  shock  unseen, 
JDorBers  writh  coursers  justling,  men  with  men : 

Łlabooring  in  eciipse,  a  while  they  stay, 
I  the  nest  blast  of  wind  restores  the  day. 
%ey  k>ok  anew :  the  beauteous  form  of  ńght 
IchaogM,  and  warappears  a  griziy  sight 
bo  troops  in  fair  array  one  moment  show*d, 
ienest,  a  field  with  &llen  bodies  strow'd : 
pt  half  the  namber  in  their  seata  are  found ; 
men  and  steeda  lie  groveIing  on  the  grouud. 
pointa  of  spears  are  stuck  within  the  shield, 
steeda  without  their  riders  scour  the  field, 
knighfts  anhorsM,  on  foot  renew  the  fight ; 
glitterinf^  fiuilchiona  cast  a  gleaming  light : 
berka  and  helms  are  hcw'd  with  many  a 
woond.  [ground. 

lift  ipins  the  streaming  blood,  and  dics  the 

tmSgfaty  maces  with  such  hastę  descend, 
f  break  the  boneg,  and  make  the  solid  ar- 

monr  bend. 
thnists  amid  the  throng  with  furious  force ; 
gocs,  at  once,  the  horseman  and  the  horse : 
courser  stumblea  on  the  ftdlen  steed, 
flonndering,  throws  the  rider  o^er  his  head. 
rollsałdng,  afoot4)allto  hisfoes; 
with  a  brcicen  tnincheou  deals  his  blows. 
bil  haltlng,  this  diaabled  with  his  wonnd, 
itrinmph  led,  ia  to  the  pillarbound, 

tl^tlie  king^  awanl  he  must  abide : 
goes  a  CBptiTe  ted  on  t*  other  side. 
C~  a  they  ceaae ;  and,  leaning  on  the  lance, 
breath  a  while,  and  to  new  fightad^^ance. 
Fan  oft  the  riTals  met,  and  neither  spar*d 
jiatmost  fbrce,  and  each  forgot  to  ward. 
he  head  of  this  was  to  the  saddle  bent, 
|he  other  backward  to  the  cnipper  sent : 
^  were  by  tnms  unhorsM ;  the  jealous  blows 
■  thick  and  heayy,  when  on  ibot  they  close. 
I  deep  their  firalchions  bite,  that  every  stroke 
iereM  to  the  qnick ;  and  equal  wounds  they  gave 
and  took. 

€tr  aaonder  by  the  tides  of  men, 
adamant  and  sleel  they  meet  again. 
when  a  tiger  sucks  the  bullock^s  blood, 

'd  Ikm,  issniug  from  the  wood, 
Kirdly  fierce,  and  challenges  the  food. 
elamis  possesńon,  neither  will  obey , 
botb  their  paws  are  fiastenM  on  the  prey  ; 
bite,  they  tear ;  and  while  in  vain  they  strive, 
swaina  come  armM  betwcen,  and  both  to  dis- 
tanoe  drire. 


35 

At  length,  as  Fate  foredoom*d,  and  all  thinga 
By  course  of  time  to  their  appointed  end  ;     [tend 
So  wben  the  Sun  tu  west  was  far  declinM, 
And  both  afresb  in  niortal  battle  join*d, 
The  strong  Emetrius  came  in  Aroite^s.aid, 
And  Palamon  with  odds  was  overlaid : 
For,  turni ng8hort,lie  struck  with  all  his  might 
Fuli  on  the  helmet  of  th*  unwary  knigbt. 
Deep  was  the  wound ;  he  staggeHd  with  the  blow. 
And  tum*d  bim  to  his  uuexpectedfoe; 
Whom  with  such  force  he  struck,  he  felPd  him 

down. 
And  cleft  the  circle  of  his  golden  crown. 
But  Arcite'8  men,  who  now  prevailM  in  fight, 
Twice  ten  atonce  surrouiid  the  single  knight : 
0*erpower'd,  at  length,  they  force  him  to  the 

ground, 
Unyielded  as  he  was,  and  to  the  pillar  bound; 
And  kiug  Lycurgus,  while  he  fought  in  yain 
His  frieud  to  free,  was  tumbled  on  the  plaio. 

Who  now  lamenu  but  Palamon,  compelPd 
No  morę  to  try  the  fortunę  of  the  field ! 
And,  worse  thandeath,  to  view  with  hateful  eyes 
His  rival*s  conąuest,  and  renounce  the  prize ! 

The  royal  judge,  on  his  tribunal  plac'd, 
Who  bad  bebeld  thefight  from  first  to  last, 
Bad  cease  the  war;  pronouncing  from  on  high, 
A  rei  te  of  Thebes  had  won  the  beauteous  Emily.« 
The  sound  of  trumpets  to  the  voice  reply*d. 
And  round  the  royal  łists  the  beralds  cry'd, 
"  Arcite  of  Thebes  bas  won  the  beauteous  bride.^ 

The  people  rend  the  skies  with  vast  applause ; 
All  own  the  chief,  when  Fortune  owns  the  cause. 
Arcite  is  ownM  ev'n  by  the  gods  above. 
And  conqueringMar8  insulŁs  theąueen  of  Iove. 
So  laughM  he,  when  the  rightful  TiUn  faiPd, 
And  Jove*8  usurping  arms  in  Heaven  prevaird : 
Laugh*d  all  the  powers  who  fa^our  tyranny  ; 
And  all  the  standing  army  of  the  sky. 
But  Venus  with  dejected  eyes  appears. 
And,  weepin-j-,  on  the  lists  distillM  her  tears ; 
Her  will  refus^d,  whirh  grieres  a  woman  most, 
And,  in  her  champion  foiI'd,  the  cauae  of  Lorę 

is  lost. 
Tin  Saturn  said,  "  Fair  daus^hter,  now  be  still, 
The  blustering  fool  has  satisfy^d  his  will ; 
His  boon  is  giren ;  his  knight  has  gain'd  the  day^ 
But  lost  the  prize,  th*  arrears  are  yet  to  pay. 
Thy  hour  is  come,  and  minę  the  care  shall  be 
To  piease  thy  knight,  and  set  thy  promise  firee." 
.  Now  while  the  beralds  run  the  lists  around. 
And  Arcite,  Arcite,  Heavenand  Earth  resuund; 
A  miracle  (nor  less  i^  could  be  calPd) 
Their  joy  with  uneicpected  sorrow  pall*d. 
The  victor  knight  had  laid  his  hełm  aside,  . 
Part  for  his  ease,  the  greater  part  for  pride  : 
Bare-headed,  populariy  Iow  he  bow*d. 
And  paid  the  salutations  of  the  crowd. 
Then,  spurring  at  fuli  speed,  ran  endlungon 
Where  Theseus  sate  on  his  imperial  throne ; 
Furious  he  drove,  and  upwajd  cast  his  eye, 
Wherenextthequeenwa8  placMhis  Emilyi 
Then  passing  to  the  saddle-bow  he  bent : 
A  sweet  regard  the  graciouS  viixin  lent 
(For  women,  to  the  brave  an  ea^y  prey, 
Still  follow  Fortune  whcre  she  leads  the  way): 
Just  then,  from  earth  sprung  out  a  flabbiiig  fire, 
By  Pluto  sent,  at  Satum's  bad  desir«  : 
The  startlin<  steed  was  <«iz'd  with  sudden  fright, 
.And,  bounding,  o^er  the  pummtd  cast  the  kuigbt: 
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Forward  he  flew,  and,  pitching  on  his  head, 
He  quivet*d  with  his  fcct,  and  lay  for  dead. 
Black  was  his  counfnance  in  a  little  space, 
For  all  the  blood  was  gather^d  in  bis  face. 
Hdp  was  at   band :   they  rear^d  him   from  the 
V  ground, 

And  from  his  cumbrous  arms  his  limb?  nnbound  ; 
Then    lancM    a  vein,    and    watch'd    retuming 

breath; 
It  came,  but  clogg'd  with  symptoms  of  his  deatb. 
The  saddle-bow  the  noble  parts  had  presŁ, 
Ali  bruis^d  and  mortify'd  his  manly  breast 
Him  still  entrano'd,  aud  in  a  litter  laid, 
They  borę  from  field,  and  to  his  bed  convey'd. 
At  length  he  wak*d,  and,  with  a  feeble  ery, 
The  word  hc  first  pronouncM  was  Emily. 

Mean    time   the   king,    though   inwardly  he 
mourn^d, 
In  pomp  triumphant  to  the  town  retumM. 
Attended  by  the  chiefs  who  fought  the  field 
(Now  friendly  mixM,  and  in  one  troop  compell^d). 
CompoB'd  his  looks  to  coiinterfeited  cheer. 
And  bade  them  not  for  Arcite^s  life  to  fear. 
But  that  which  gladded  all  the  warrior-train, 
Though  most  were  sorely  woundcd,  nonę  were 

słain. 
The  surgeons  toon  despoiPd  them  of  their  arms. 
And  some  with   saUcs  they   cure,  and   some 

'       with  cbarms; 
Foment  the  bniiscs,  and  the  pains  assuage, 
And    heal   thetr   inward   hurts   with   sovcreign 

draughts  of  sagę. 
Tht  king  in  person  visits  all  around, 
Comforts  the  sick,  congratulatesthe  sound ; 
Honours  the  princely  diiefs,  rewards  the  rest, 
And  holds  for  thrice  three  days  a  royal  feast. 
Nonę  was  disgrac*d ;  for  falling  is  no  shamc. ; 
And  cowardice  alone  is  loss  of  famc. 
The  venturou8  knight  is  from  the  saddle  thrown  -, 
But  His  the  fault  of  Fortune,  not  his  own : 
If  crowds  and  palms  the  conąuering  side  adom, 
The  victor  under  better  stars  was  bom : 
The  brave  man  seeks  not  popular  applause. 
Nor,  orerpower^d  with  arms,  deserts  his  cause ; 
Unsham'd,  though  foiPd,  he  does  the  best  he  can ; 
Force  is  of  brutes,  but  honour  is  of  man. 

Thus  Theseus  smird  on  all  with  equal  grace ; 
And  each  was  set  aecording  to  his  place. 
With  ease  were  reconciPd  the  differing  parts, 
For  envy  never  dwells  in  noble  hearts. 
At  length  they  took  their  1eave,  the  time  erpir^d, 
Weil  pleas'd,  and  to  their  seyeral  homes  retir'd. 

Mean  while  the  health  of  Arcite  still  impairs ; 
From  bad  proceeds  to  worse,  and  mockfl   the 

leeches'  cares; 
Swoln  is  his  breast  ^  his  inward  pains  increase, 
All  means  are  us*d,  and  all  without  succcss. 
The  clotted  blood  lies  ht^yy  on  his  heart, 
Corrupts,  and  there  rełnains  in  spite  of  art : 
Nor  brcathiug  veins,  nor  cupping,  will  prevail ; 
Ali  outward  remedies  and  inward  iail : 
The  mold  of  Nature*8  fabric  is  destroyM, 
Her  yessels  discomposM,  ber  virtue  void : 
The  bcUowsof  his  lungsbegin  to  swell, 
All  out  of  frame  is  every  secret  celi, 
Nor  can  the  good  receive,  nor  bad  expel. 
Those  breathing  organs,  thus  within  opprcst, 
With  renom  soon  distend  the  sinews  of  his  breast. 
Nought  profits  him  to  save  abandon'd  life. 
Nor  vomit's  upward  aid,  nor  downward  laxative. 


The  midmost  region  batter*d  and  de8troy'd, 
Whcn  Naturę  cannot  work,  th'e0ect  of  Art  is  ¥oic 
For  physic  can  but  mend  our  crazy  8tat«, 
Patch  an  old  buildiiig,  not  a  new  create. 
Arcite  is  doomM  to  die  in  all  his  pride,         [brid< 
Must  leave  his  youtb,  and  yield    his  beaateoii 
Gain'dbardly,  against  right,  and  unenjoy*d. 
When  »twas  dtclar^d  all  hopeof  life  was  past, 
Conscience  (that  of  all  physic  Works  the  last) 
CausM  him  to  send  for  Emily  in  hastę. 
With  ber,  at  his  desire,  came  Palamon; 
Then  on  bis  pillow  rais'd,  he  thus  begun. 
**  No  language  can  erpress  the  smallest  part 
Of  what  I  feet,  and  suffer  in  my  heart. 
For  you,  whom  best  I  lorę  and  value  naost ; 
But  to  your  service  I  beąueath  my  ghost ; 
Which,  from  this  mortal  body  when  iinty'd, 
Unseen,  unheard,  shall  hover  at  your  side ; 
Nor  fright  you  waking,  nor  your  sleep  offend. 
But  wait  officious,  and  your  steps  atteod : 
How  I  have  loy^d,  excu8e  my  faultering  tongue. 
My  spirits  feeble,  and  my  pains  are  strong : 
This  1  may  say,  I  only  grieve  to  die 
Beeause  I  lose  my  charming  Emily  : 
To  die,  when  Heavea  had  put  you  in  my  poirer 
Fate  could  not  choose  a  morę  malicious  hoor ! 
What  greatcr  curse  coald  envious  Fortune  gire^ 
Than  just  to  die,  when  I  began  to  live  ! 
Vain  men,  how  yanishing  a  bliss  we  craye, 
Now  warm  in  love,  now  withering  in  the  grarc! 
Ncver,  O  never  morę  to  see  the  Sun ! 
Still  dark,  in  a  damp  yault,  and  still  alone ! 
Tiiis  fate  is  common ;  but  I  lose  my  breath 
Near  bliss,  ańd  yet  not  biess^d  before  my  death. 
Farewel ;  but  tako  me  dying  in  your  arms, 
'Tis  all  1  can  enjoy  of  all  your  cbarms : 
This  hand  I  cannot  but  in  death  resign  ; 
Ah  !  could  I  live  !  but  while  1  liye  tis  minę. 
I  feel  my  end  approach,  and,  thus  embrac'd, 
Am  pleas^d  to  die;  but  bear  me  speak  my  last 
Ah  !  my  sweet  foe,  for  you,  and  you  alone, 
1  broke  my  faith  with  ią)ur'd  Palamon. 
But  Loye  the  sense  of  right  and  wrong  confonaj 
Strong  Loye  and  proud  Ambition  have  no  bonu^ 
And  much  I  doubt,should  Heayen  my  life  prolog 
I  should  return  to  justify  my  wrong : 
For,  while  my  former  flames  remain  ^thin, 
Repentance  is  but  want  of  power  to  sin. 
With  mortal  hatred  1  pursu^d  his  life. 
Nor  he,  nor  you,  were  guilty  of  thestńfe: 
Nor  I,  but  as  I  loyM ;  yet  all  combin'd, 
Your  beauty,  and  my^impotence  of  mind. 
And  his  concurrent  flame,  that  blew  my  fire; 
For  still  our  kindrcd  souls  had  one  desire. 
He  had  a  moment^s  right  in  point  of  time ; ' 
Had  I  seen  first,  then  his  bad  been  the  cńme. 
Fate  madę  it  minę,  and  justify^d  his  rigbt ; 
Nor  holds  this  Earth  a  moredesenrins:  kni^bt, 
Foryirtuc,  yalour,  and  for  noble  bloo^ 
Truth,  honour,  all  that  is  compriz'd  in  good ; 
So  help  me  Heayen,  in  all  the  world  is  nonę 
So  wortby  to  be  loy*d  as  Palamon. 
He  loycsyou  too,  with  such  an  holy  fire, 
As  will  not,  cannot,  but  with  lifeexpire : 
Our  yow*d  affections  both  haye  oflen  tryM, 
Nor  any  loye  but  yours  could  ours  diyide. 
Then,  by  my  love'8  inyiolable  band, 
^y  my  long  suffering,  and  my  short  commaod^; 
U  e'er  you  plight  your  yows  when  I  am  goop, 
Have  pity  on  the  faithful  Palamon.*' 
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This  xns  hislasŁ  j  for  Death  came  on  amain, 
lad  eacercisM  belo\v  his  iron  rcign ; 
Thiał  upward  to  the  seat  of  life  be  sroes : 
faiie  fled  before  him,  irhat  he  touch'd  he  froze : 
Yet  coold  he  not  his  closing  eyes  withdraw, 
Tboagh  less  and  less  of  Emily  he  saw  ; 
So,  ipeechlesSy  for  a  little  space  he  lay ; 
Then  graspM  the  hand  he  held,  and  sig^hM  his 
soni  away. 
Bot  wbither  went  his  son],  let  such  rclate 
Who  search  the  secrets  of  the  futurę  statc  : 
Pirines  can  say  but  virhat  themselves  believe ; 
Stroąg:  proofs  they  have,  bnt  not  demonstratiye : 
#or,  were  al]  plain,  then  all  sides  must  agree, 
And  iaith  itself  belost  in  ccrtainty. 
To  lirę  uprightiy  then  is  surę  the  best. 
To  sare  oorseWes,  and  not  to  damn  the  restr 
iPbe  soul  of  Arcite  went  where  heathens  go, 
Who  better  live  than  we,  though  less  they  know. 

Id  Palamon  a  manly  grief  appears ; 
fiOeat  be  wept>  ashamM  to  show  his  tears  : 
Emilia  »hriek*d  but  oncc,  and  then,  oppress^d 
PTith  sorrow,  sunk  upon  her  lover's  breast : 
im  Thescos  in  his  anns  conreyM  with  care, 
Hr  from  so  sad  a  sight,  the  swooning  fair. 
Twere  ioss  of  time  her  sorrow  to  relate ; 
fu  bean  the  sex  a  youtbfol  Iover*s  fatc, 
RHien  just  approaching  to  the  nuptial  state : 
^t,  like  a  low-bung  cloud,  it  rains  so  fast, 
|1hat  all  at  once  it  falls,  and  cannot  last. 
fbe  fikce  of  things  is  changM,  and  Athcns  now, 
iWlanghM  so  iate,  becomes  the  scenę  of  woe : 
lUtrons  and  maids,  both  sexes,  every  state, 
With  tears  lament  the  knighfs  untimely  fate. 
br  greater  grief  in  falling  Troy  was  scen 
h»r  Hcctor*s  death ;  but  Hector  was  not  then. 
3ld  men  with  dnst  deformM  their  hoary  hair, 
Jht  women  beat  their  breasts,  their  chceks  they 
tarę-  [ery, 

f  Why  woi]ld'st  thou  eo,"  with  one  consent  tłiey 
^  When  thon  bad'stgordenough,  and  Emily  ?" 
Theseus  himsełf,  who  should  have  chccr'd  the 
oćbers,  wanted  uow  the  same  relief,  [grief 

Egens  only  could  re%'ive  his  son, 

Tarious  chanzes  of  the  world  had  known, 

strange  vicissiŁudes  of  human  fate, 
till  alteriog,  never  in  a  stcady  state ; 
Sood  afier  Ul,  and  afler  pain  delight ; 
Utematelike  the  scenes  of  day  and  night : 
'  fince  erery  man  who  Iives  is  bom  to  die, 
bd  oone  can  boast  sincere  felicity, 
^ith  equal  mind  what  happens  let  us  bear. 
Bor  joy  oor  grieve  too  much  for  things  beyond 

our  c&re. 
ifte  pilgrims  to  th^  appointed  place  we  tend ; 
ffce  woHd's  an  inii,  and  dł^ath  the  journey's  end. 
b*a  kings  bat  play;  and  when  their  part  is 

done, 
bae  otber,  worse  or  better,  mount  the  throne.*' 
Toh  worós  like  these  thecrowd  was  satisfyM, 
bul  so  they  woold  bave  been,  had  Theseus  dyM. 
lut  be,  their  king,  was  labouri ng  in  his  mind,       ^ 
t  iiktiog  place  for  funeral  pomps  to  find, 
Ihich  weie  in  honpur  of  the  dead  design'd. 
bid,aflerloDg  debatę,  at  last  he  found 

Lovc  itself  had  mark*d  the  spot  of  ground) 

grove  for  ever  green,  that  conscious  land, 
he  with  Palamon  fought  hand  to  hand : 

wfaeie  be  fed  his  amorous  desires 
ithsoftcomplaiDts,  and  fblthis  bottest  ftres, 


There  other  flames  might  waste  his  earthly  part. 
And  bum  his  limbs,  where  lorę  had  burn'd  his 
beart 
This  once  resoWd,  the  peasants  were  enjoin'd 
Sere-wood,  and  firs,  and  dodderM  oaks  to  ftnd. 
With  sounding  axe8  to  the  grove  they  go, 
Fetl,  Split,  and  lay  the  ftiel  on  a  row, 
Yuicanian  food :  a  bier  is  next  preparM, 
On  which  the  lifeless  body  should  be  rear'd, 
Cover»d  with  cloth  of  gold,  on  which  was  laid 
The  corpse  of  Arcite,  in  like  robes  array'd. 
Wbite  gloves  were  on  his  hands,  and  on  his  head 
A  wreath  of  laurel,  mix'd  with  niyrtle  spread. 
A  sword  keen-edg'd  within  his  right  he  held, 
The  warlike  emblem  of  the  conqucr'd  field  : 
Barę  was  his  manly  yisage  on  the  bier : 
MenacM  his  couiitenance  j  ev*n  in  death  serere. 
Then  to  the  palace-hall  they  borę  the  knight. 
To  lie  iu  solemn  state,  a  public  sight. 
Groans,    cries,  and  howłings,    fili  the  orowded 
And  unaffected  sorrow  sat  on  every  fiice.    [plac^*. 
Sad  Palamon  above  the  rest  appears, 
In  sable  garments,  dcwM  with  gushing  tears  : 
His  aubum  locks  on  either  shoulder  floWd, 
Which  to  the  funeral  of  his  friend  he  vow*d  : 
But  Emily,  as  chief,  was  next  his  side, 
A  virgin-widow,  and  a  mouming  bride. 
And,  that  the  princely  obsequies  might  be 
Perform*d  according  to  his  high  dcgree, 
The  steed,  that  borę  him  living  to  the  fight, 
Was   trapp'd    with   polish'd  steel,    all    sbining 

bright. 
And  cover*d  with  th»  achieroments  of  the  knight, 
The  riders  rode  abreast,  and  one  hts  shield, 
■His  lance  of  comcl-wood  another  hcld  j 
The  third  his  bow,  and,  glorious  to  behold, 
The  costly  quiver,  atl  of  burnish'd  gold. 
The  noblest  of  the  Grecians  next  appear, 
And,  weeping,  on  their  shoulders  borę  the  bier ; 
With  sobcr  pace  they  marchM,  and  often  staid, 
And  through  the  mastcr-strcet  the  corpse  con- 

vey*d. 
The  houses  to  their  tops  with  black  were  spread, 
And  ev'n  the  pavements  were  with  mouming  łiid. 
iThe  right  side  of  the  pall  old  Egeus  kept. 
And  on  the  left  the  royal  Theseus  wcpt; 
Each  borę  a  golden  bowi,  of  work  divine, 
With   honey  filPd,  and  milk,  and   mix'd  with 

ruddy  winę. 
Then  Palamon,  the  kinsman  of  the  slain, . 
And  after  him  appear^d  the  illustrious  train. 
To  grace  the  pomp,  came  Emily  the  bright 
WiLh  cover*d  fire,  the  funeral  pile  to  light, 
With  high  dcYotion  was  the  senrice  madę, 
And  all  the  rites  of  pagan-honour  paid : 
So  lofty  was  the  pile,  a  Parthianbow, 
With  vigour  drawn,  must  send  the  shaft  below. 
The  bottom  was  fuli  twenty  fathom  broad, 
With  crackling  straw  bcneath  in  due  propor- 

tion  strow'd. 
The  fabric  seem^d  a  wood  of  rising  green, 
With  sulphur  and  bitumen  castbetwecn, 
To  feed  the  flames :  the  trees  were  unctuotis  fir, 
And  mountain  ash,  the  mother  of  the  spear ; 
The  moumer  yew  and  builder  oak  were  there  r 
The    beech,   the    twinuuing    alder,    and    the 

piane, 
Hard  box,  and  linden  of  a  softer  grain. 
And  laurels,  which    the   gods  for  conquering 
chiefa  ordain. 
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How  thcy  wcrc  rankM,  sball  rcst  untold  by  me, 

With  naincless  nymphs  tłkat  liv*d  jn  every  tree ; 

Nor  how  the  Dryadfl,  or  the  woodland  Łrain, 

Bisheńted,  ran  bowling  o*er  the  plain : 

Nor  how  the  birda  to  foreign  seata  repair^d, 

Or  beasts,  thatbolted  out,  and  saw  the  forestbarM: 

Nor  how  the  ground,  no  w  clear^d,  with  ghastly 

fright 
Beheld  the  sudden  Sun,  a  stranger  to  the  ligbt 

Tlie  straw,  as  first  I  said,  was  laid  below  : 
Of  chips  and  sere-wood  was  the  second  row ; 
Thethird  of  greens,  and  timber  newly  felPd ; 
The  fourth  high  stage  the  fragrant  odours  held. 
And  pearls,  and  precious  stones,  and  rich  array, 
In  midst  of  which,  embalm^d,  the  body  lay. 
The  seryice  sung/the  maid  with  mouming  eyes 
The  stubble  firM ;  the  smouldering  flames  arise : 
This  oiHce  done,  she  sunk  upon  the  ground ; 
But  wbat  she  spoke,  recover*d  from  her  swoon,. 
I  want  the  wit  in  moving  wotds  to  dresFT; 
But  by  themselTes  the  tender  sex  may  guess. 
While  the  derouring  fire  was  bumiog  fast, 
Rich  jewels  in  the  flame  the  wealthy  cast ; 
And  some  their  shields,  and  some  their  lauces 

thrcw, 
And  garc  their  warrior^  ghost,  a  warrior*s  due. 
Fuli  bowls  of  winę,  of  honey,  inilk,  and  blood» 
Werę  pour'd  upon  the  pile  of  burning  wood, 
And  hissing  flames  receive,  and  hungrylick  the 

food. 
Then  thrice  the  mounted  sąuadrons  ride  around 
The  fire,  and  Arcite*8  name  they  thrice  resound ; 
Hail,  and  ftirewel,  they  shouted  thrice  amain, 
Thrice  facing  to  the  left,  and  thrice  they  tumM 

again:  [thields; 

Still  as  they  tuni'd,  they  beat  their  ciattering 
The  women  mix  their  cries;  and  Clamour  fiils 

the  fields. 
Thewarlikc  wakes  continued  all  the  night,  [light. 
And  funeral  games  were  play*d  at  new  retuming 
Who,  naked,  wrestled  best,  besmearM  with  oil, 
Or  who  with  gauntlets  gave  or  took  the  foil, 
I  will  not  tell  you,  nor  would  you  atten^ ; 
But  briefly  hastę  to  my  long  6tory*s  end. 

I  pass  the  rest;  the  year  was  fully  moum'd, 
Aod  Palamon  long  siiice  to  Thebes  retum'd : 
When,  by  the  Grecians*  generał  consent, 
At  Athens  Theseus  held  his  parliament : 
Among  the  laws  that  passM,  it  was  decreed, 
That  conquerM  Thebes  from  bondage  should  be 
Kesenring  homagc  to  th*  Athenian  throne,  [freed; 
To  which  the  sovereign  summon^d  Palamon. 
Unknowing  of  the  cause,  he  took  his  way, 
Moumful  in  mind,  and  still  in  black  array. 
The  mónarch  mounts  the  throne,  and,  plac^d 

on  high, 
Commands  into  the  court  the  beauteous  Emily : 
So  cali'd,  she  came ;  the  senate  rosę,  and  paid 
Becoraing  reverence  to  the  royal  maid. 
And  Grst  soft  whispers through  th*assombly  went: 
With  silent  wonder  then  they  watch»d  th*  erent : 
All  hnsh'd,  the  king  arose  with  awfiil  grace, 
Deep  thought  was  in  his  breast,  and  counsel  in 

his  face. 
At  length  he  sigh^d;  and,  having  first  prepar'd 
Th'  attćnti%*e  audience,  thus  his  will  dcclar'd. 

"  The  Cause  and  Spring  of  Motion,  fnnn  abovc, 
Hung  down  on  Earth  the  golden  chain  of  Iove : 
Great  was  tV  efiect,  and  high  was  his  intent, 
When  peacc  among  the  jarring  seeds  he  sent, 


Fire,  flood,  and  earth,  and  air,  by  this  were  hom 
And  love,  the  common  link,  the  new   crcatio 

crown  d. 
The  chain  still  holds;  for,  though  the  iórmadecs] 
Etemal  matter  never  wears  away : 
The  same  first  Morer  certain  bounds  bas  placU 
How  long  tbose  perishable  forms  shall  last: 
Nor  can  they  last  beyond  the  timc  asaignM 
By  tbat  all-seeing  and  all-making  Mind : 
Shorten  their  hours  they  may ;  for  will  is  free; 
But  never  pass  th*  appointed  destipy. 
So  men  oppress^d,  when  weary  of  their  breath, 
Throw  off  the  burthen,  and  subom  their  death. 
Then,  sińce  those  forms  begin,  and  have  their  en 
On  some  unalter*d  canse  they  surę  depond : 
Parts  of  the  whole  are  we;  but  God  the  whole; 
Who  gtYCS  us  life  and  animating  soul : 
For  Naturę  cannot  from  a  part  dcrive 
That  being,  which  the  whole  can  oniy  giTe : 
He  perfect,  stabłe;  but  imperfect  we, 
Subject  to  change,  and  difiercnt  in  de^ree; 
Plants,  beasts,  and  man ;  and,  as  our  of^ans  an 
We  morę  or  less  of  his  perfection  share. 
But  by  a  long  descent,  th'  etherial  fire 
Comipts ;  and  forms,  the  mortal  part,  ezpiic : 
As  he  withdraws  his  Tirtue,  so  they  pass. 
And  the  same  matter  makes  another  roaas : 
This  lawth'Omniscient  Power  was  plea^d  to  gifi 
That  every  kind  should  by  succession  live : 
That  individua]s  die,  his  will  ordains, 
The  propagated  speeies  still  remains. 
The  monarch  oak,  the  patriarch  of  the  trees, 
Shoots  rising  up,  and  spreada  by  slow  degrees; 
Three  centuries  he  growa,  and  tiiree  be  stays, 
Supremę  in  atate,  and  in  three  morę  decays ; 
So  wears  the  paving  pebble  in  the  atreet. 
And  towna'and  towera  their  fatal  periods  roeet: 
So  rirers,  rapid  once,  now  naked  lie. 
Forsa  ken  of  their  springs ;  and  leave  thńr  cbamd 

dry. 
So  man,  at  first  a  drop,  dilatea  with  hcat, 
Then,  form*d,  the  little  heart  b^ns  to  beat; 
Secret  he  feeds,  unknowing  in  the  celi ; 
At  length,  for  hatching  ripe,  he  breaka  the  shd^ 
And  stmggies  into  breath,  and  cries  for  aid ; 
Then,  helpless,  in  his  mother*s  łap  is  laid. 
He  creeps,  he  walka,  and,  issuing  into  man, 
Grudges  their  life,  from  whence  hia  own  b^gaB: 
Recklesa  of  laws,  affects  to  nile  alone, 
Anxious  to  reign,  and  restless  on  the  throne: 
First Tegetive,  then  feels,  and  reasons  last; 
Rich  of  three  souls,  ond  li^es  all  three  to  wute 
Some  thus ;  bot  thousands  morę  in  flowerof  afi 
For  few  arrive  to  run  the  latter  stage. 
Sunk  in  the  first,  in  battle  some  are  slain. 
And  others  whelm^d  beneath  the  stormy  main. ' 
What  makea  all  this,  but  Jupiter  the  king, 
At  whose  command  we  perish,  and  we  spring?^ 
Then  *tis  our  best,  sińce  thus  órdaiD*d  to  die,     ' 
To  make  a  virtue  of  necessity. 
Take  what  he  gives,  sińce  to  rebel  is  rain ; 
The  bad  grows  better,  which  we  well  sustaia;    : 
And  could  we  choose  the  time,  and  chooae  arij^ 
Tis  best  to  die,  our  houour  at  the  height 
When  we  have  done  our  ancestors  no  shame. 
But  senrM  our  fri^nds,  and  well  secnr^d  oar  ftdl^ 
Then  should  we  wish  our  happy  life  to  dose. 
And  leave  no  morę  for  Fortune  to  dispoae: 
So  ahould  we  make  our  death  a  0ad  relief 
From  fiitore  shamcj  from  sicknessy  and  from 
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^jojins  vhłle  we  Iive  thc  present  hour, 
And  dym^  in  our  eKcdlence  and  flower. 
Thai  round  oar  deatb-bed  every  friend  should  ran, 
And  jojoos  of  our  conque8t  carly  won : 
While  the  outlicioas  world  with  en?łous  tean 
Snild  smdge  our  happy  end,  and  wish  it  theire. 
Snoe  tlbeii  our  Arcite  is  with  honour  dead, 
Wby  tboold  we  mourn,  that  be  so  soon  is  frecd, 
Or  cali  antimely  what  the  gods  decreed  ? 
With  grief  as  jnsE,  a  friend  may  be  deplor^d, 
FitMii  a  fbnl  prison  to  free  air  restor^d. 
Oaght  lie  to  thank  his  kinsmen  or  his  wife, 
Gonid  tean  recall  him  into  wretch*d  life  ? 
Tbetr  sonów  horts  themselres;  on  him  is  lost; 
Andy  wone  tban  botb,  offimds  his  happy  ghost. 
Wbat  tben  lemains,  but,  after  past  annoy. 
To  take  the  good  ricissitude  of  joy  ? 
To  thank  the  gracious  gods  for  what  they  gire, 
^Mw«s  ofur  soids,  and,  while  we  live,  to  Uyc  ? 
Oidain  we  tfaen  two  sorrows  to  combine, 
Aad  in  one  point  th*  entremes  of  grief  to  join ; 
Tbat  thence  resolting  joy  may  be  ienew'd, 
As  jarrins  noites  in  harmony  conclode. 
Thea  I  propose  that  Pahunon  shałl  be 
la  marriage  joinM  with  beauteoas  Emily ; 
For  which  ałready  1  have  gain^d  th*  assent 
Of  my  free  people  in  fuU  pariiameut. 
hamg  lorę  to  ber  bas  borne  the  &ithful  knight. 
And  well  deser?'d,  had  Fortane  done  bim  right : 
nis  time  to  mend  ber  fault ;  sińce  Emily 
By  Arcite^  death  from  former  vows  is  free : 
If  yno,  iuT  sister,  ratiiy  th*  accord. 
And  taik/R  him  for  yoor  huśband  and  your  lord, 
nis  no  dishonour  to  confer  your  gprace 
Oa  one  descended  from  a  royal  race : 
Aad  were  he  less,  yet  years  of  senrice  past 
Fram  gratefol  soóls  ezact  reward  at  last : 
Pity  b  HeaTen^s  and  yoiir^s ;  nor  can  she  6nd 
A  throne  so  soft  as  in  a  woman's  mind." 
Hesaid;  diebloahM;  and,  as  o^erawM  by  mifi^ht, 
6eemVl  to  gire  Theseus  what  she  gare  the  knight'. 
Then  tominig  to  the  Thdian  thus  he  said ; 
"  Smali  aignnients  are  ncedfol  to  persuade 
Toar  temper  to  comply  with  my  command ;" 
And  speadciuf  thus,  he  gave  Emilia^s  hand. 
SnilM  Yenus,  to  beh(M  ber  own  true  knight 
Obtain  the  conquest,  thongh  he  lost  the  6ght ; 
And  faless^d  with  nnptial  bUss  the  sweet   labo- 

rioos  nig^t. 
Etna,  and  Anteroe,  on  either  side,  [bride ; 

One  fir'd  the  bridegroom,  and  one  warm*d  the 
Andkyog-atteoding  Hymen,  from  above, 
ShoneHd  on  the  bed  the  wfaole  Idalian  grove. 
Afl  of  a  tenoor  was  their  after4ife, 
Xoday  discoloar^d  with  domestic  strife; 
So  jeakMisy,  bot  mntual  truth  betierM, 
iSecun  repoee,  and  kindneas  undeceiv*d. 
Tbos  HeaTcn,  beyond  the  oompass  of  bis  thougbt, 
Sat  bim  the  blessing  he  so  dcariy  bought. 

So  may  the  qneen  of  lorę  long  duty  bless, 
And  aU  tne  kńrers  find  the  same  success. 


IHB  COCK  AND  THE  FOK: 

« 

Oft  TBE  TAŁB  OF  TliE  KVN*B  PRIEST. 

TiiKK  l9T*d,  as  anthors  tell,  in  days  of  yore, 
Anidow,  loiBCwhat  old^  and  rery  poor : 


Deep  in  her  celi  ber  eottage  lonely  stood, 
Weil  thatchM,  and  under  covert  of  a  wood. 
This  dowager,  on  whom  iny  tale  I  found, 
Since  last  she  ląid  her  husband  In  the  ground, 
A  simple  sober  life,  in  patience,  lad. 
And  had  bat  just  enough  to  buy  her  brcad : 
But  huswifing  the  little  Hcav^en  had  lent, 
She  duły  paid  a  groat  for  ąiiarter  reut; 
And  pinch*d  her  belly,  with  her  daugfaters  two. 
To  bńng  the  year  about  with  much  ad  o. 

The  cattle  in  her  homestead  were  three  sows, 
An  ewe  calPd  Mallie,  and  three  brinded  cows. 
Her  parlour-window  stuck  with  herbs  around, 
Of  saYoury  sroell  \  and  rushes  strew'd  the  ground. 
A  maple-drcteser  in  her  hall  she  had, 
On  which  fuli  many  a  slender  m^l  she  madę ; 
For  no  delicious  morsel  pass'd  her  throat ; 
According  to  her  cloth  she  cut  her  coat : 
No  poignant  sauce  she  knew,  nor  costly  treat, 
Her  hunger  gare  a.relish  to  her  meat : 
A  sparing  diet  did  her  health  assure ; 
Or,  sick,  a  pepper  posset  was  her  cure. 
Before  the  day  was  done,  her  work  she  spęd. 
And  never  went  by  candle-light  to  bed  : 
With  exercise  she  sweat  ill  humours  out, 
Her  dancing  was  not  hinder^d  by  the  gout. 
Her  poverty  was  glad ;  h*r  heaft  eon  tent ; 
Nor  knew  she  what  tbe  spleen  or  rapours  meant 

Of  winę  she  never  tasted  through  the  year, 
But  white  and  black  u*as  all  her  homely  chear : 
Brown  bread,  and  milk,  (but  first  she  skimm*d  ber 
And  rashers  of  sing'd  bacon  on  the  coals.      [bowls) 
On  holy  days  on  egg,  or  two  at  most ; 
But  her  ambition  never  reach'd  to  roast. 

A  yard  she  had  with  pales  enclos^d  about, 
Some  high,'  some  Iow,  and  a  dry  ditch  witbout. 
Within  this  homestead,  liv'd,  without  a  peer, 
For  crowing  loud,  the  noble  Chanticlcer ; 
Sq  hight  her  cock,  whose  singing  did  surpass 
The  merry  notes  of  organs  at  the  mass. 
Morę  certain  was  the  crowing  of  the  cock 
To  nomber  hours,  tban  is  an  abbey-clock ; 
And  sooner  tban  the  raattio-bell  was  rung, 
He  clapp'd  his  wings  upon  his  roost,  and  sung: 
For  when  degrees  fifteen  ascended  right. 
By  surę  instinct  he  knew  *twas  one  at  night 
High  was  his  comb,  and  ooral-red  withal, 
In  dents  embattled  like  a  castle  wali ; 
His  bill  was  raven-black,  and  sbone  like  jet ; 
Blue  were  his  legs,  and  orient  were  his  feet : 
White  were  his  uails,  like  silver  to  behold. 
His  body  glittering  like  the  bumish*d  gold. 
This  gentle  cock,  for  solące  óf  his  life, 
Six  misses  had,  besides  his  lawfiil  wife ; 
Scandal,  that  spares  no  king,  though  nc^er  so  good, 
Says,  they  were  all  of  bis  own  flejh  and  blood. 
His  sisters  hoth  by  sire  and  mother*s  side ; 
And  surę  their  likeness  show^d  them  near  ally*d. 
But  make  the  worst,  the  monarch  did  no  moi^e, 
Tban  all  the  Ptolemys  had  done  before  : 
When  incest  is  for  interest  of  a  nation, 
Tis  madę  no  sin  by  holy  dispensation, 
Some  lines  have  been  maintain'd  by  this  alone, 
Which  by  their  common  ugliness  are  known. 

But  passing  this,  as  from  our  tale  apart, 
Damę  Partlet  was  the  sovereign  of  his  heart : 
Ardent  in  love,  outrageous  in  his  play, 
He  feather^d  her  a  hundred  times  a  day : 
And  she,  that  was  not  only  passing  fair, 
But  wag  withal  discreet,  and  debonair, 
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ResoWd  the  passive  doctńne  to  fblfil, 
Though  loth ;  and  let  him  work  his  wicked  will : 
At  board  and  bed  was  af&ble  and  kind, 
According  as  their  marriage  vow  did  bind. 
And  as  the  church'^  precept  had  ci\ioin*d : 
£v*n  sińce  she  was  a  se^nnight  old,  tbey  say. 
Was  chaste  and  huinble  to  her  dying  day. 
Nor  chick  nor  hen  was  known  to  disobey. 

By  this  her  husband^s  heart  she  did  obtain ; 
Wbat  cannot  beaiity,  join'd  with  virtue,  gain ! 
She  was  his  only  joy,  and  be  her  pride, 
She,  when  he  walk*d,  went  pecking  by  his  side ; 
If,  spuming  up  the  ground,  he  sprung  a  com, 
The  tribute  iu  his  bill  to  her  was  borne. 
But,  oh !  what  joy  it  was  to  hear  him  sing 
In  summer.  when  the  day  began  to  spring, 
Stretching  his  neck,  and  warbłing  in  his  throat, 
**Solus  cum  sola,"  thenwas  all  his  notę. 
For  in  the  days  of  yore,  the  birds  of  parts    [arts. 
Werę  bred  to  speak,  and  sing,  and  leam  the  liberał 

It  happM,  that,  perching  on  the  parlour-beam 
Atnidst  his  wives,  he  had  a  deadly  dreani, 
Just  at  the  dawn;  and  sigh*d,  and  groan*d  so  fast, 
As  erery  breath  be  drew  would  be  his  last. 
Damę  Partlet,  ever  nearest  to  his  side, 
Heard  all  bis  piteous  moan,  and  how  he  cry*d 
For  help  irom  gods  and  men :  and  sore  aghast 
She  peckM  and  pulPd,  and  waken*d  him  at  last, 
"Dear  heart,"  said  she,  "for  love  of  Heaven, 

declare 
Your  pain,  and  make  me  partner  of  your  care. 
You  groan,  sir,  ever  sińce  the  morning-light, 
As  something  had  disturbM  your  noble  spright.'' 

"  And  madam,  well  I  might,'*  said  Chanticleer, 
**  Never  was  shrovetide  cock  in  such  a  fear, 
Kv'n  still  I  mu  alł  ovcr  in  a  sweat,  * 

My  princely  senses  not  recover»d  yet. 
For  such  a  dream  I  had  of  dire  portent, 
That  mucli  I  fear  my  body  will  be  shent : 
It  bodes  I  shall  have  wars  and  woefiil  strife, 
Or  in  a  loathsome  dungeon  end  my  life. 
Know,  damc,  I  drcamt  withinmy  troubled  breast, 
That  in  our  yard  1  saw  a  murderous  beast, 
That  on  my  body  would  have  madę  arrest. 
With  waking  eyes  1  ne^er  beheld  his  fcUow ; 
His  colour  was  betwixt  a  red  and  yellow : 
TippM  was  his  taił,  and  both  his  pricking  ears 
Werę  black,  and  much  uuiike  his  other  hairs : 
The  rcst,  in  shape  a  beagle^s  whelp  throughoat, 
With  broader  forcbead,  and  a  sharper  snout : 
Deep  in  his  front  were  sunk  his  glowing  eyes, 
That  yet  methinks  1  see  him  with  surprise. 
Reach  out  your  band,  I  drop  with  clammy  sweat. 
And  lay  it  to  my  heart,  and  feel  it  beat" 

•'  Now  fy  for  shame,"  quoth  she,  "  by  HeaTcn 
above, 
Thou  hast  for  ever  lost  thy  lady's  love ; 
No  woman  can  endure  a  rccreant  knight, 
He  mu$;t  be  bold  by  day,  and  frce  by  night : 
Our  8ex  desires  a  busl>and  or  a  friend, 
Who  can  our  honour  and  his  own  defend ; 
Wise,  hardy,  secret,  libera!  of  his  purse : 
A  fuol  18  nauseous,  bot  a  coward  worse : 
No  bragging  coxcomb,  yet  no  baffled  knight. 
How  dar^st  thou  talk  of  love,  and  dar*st  not  fight  ? 
How  dar*st  thou  tell  thy  damc  thou  art  affear^d  ? 
Hast  thou  no  manly  heart,  and  ha^t  a  beard  ? 

'*  If  aught  from  fearful  dreams  may  be  diviu*d, 
Tbey  signify  a  cock  of  dunghill  kind. 
^11  dreams,  as  in  old  Galen  I  hare  read, 
Are  from  replclion  and  complexion  bred  j 


From  rising  iamts  of  mdigested  food, 

And  noxiou8  homours  that  infect  the  bloed : 

And  sore,  my  lord,  if  I  can  read  aright, 

These  foolish  fancies  you  haTe  had  to-nigfat 

Are  certain  syttptoms  (in  the  canting  style) 

Of  boiling  choler,  and  abounding  bile  ; 

This  yellow  gali,  that  in  your  stomacfa  floats, 

Engenders  all  these  Tisionary  thougbta. 

When  choler  o?erflowB,  then  dreams  are  bred 

Of  flames,  and  all  the  fiunily  of  red ; 

Red  dragons,  and  red  beasts,  in  sleep  we  vieir. 

For  huroours  are  distingui6h'd  by  their  hue. 

From  hence  we  dream  of  wan  and  warlike  thin^ 

And  wasps  and  homets  with  their  double  wiugs. 

Choler  adust  congeals  our  blood  with  fear, 

Theu  Black  bulla  toss  us,  and  black  devils  tear. 

In  sanguine  airy  dreams  aloft  we  boand, 

With  rheums  oppre88*d  weaink,  in  river8  drownM 

"  Morę  I  could  say,  butthus  ooncluderay  tbeme, 
The  dominating  humour  makra  the  dream. 
Cato  was  in  his  time  accounted  wise, 
And  he  condemns  them  ali  for  empty  liea. 
Take  my  advicc,  and  when  we  fly  to  grouad, 
"With  laxative8  presełrye  your  body  sotmd, 
And  pui^  the  peocaat  humours  thatabound. 
I  should  be  loth  to  lay  you  on  a  bier ; 
And  though  there  lives  no  'pothecary  near, 
I  dare  fpr  once  prescribe  for  your  diseaae. 
And  8ave  long  bills,  and  a  damnM  doctor^  fees. 

"  Two  80veretgn   herba  which  1  by  practieo 
know, 
And  both  at  band  (for  in  our  yard  they  gnm)  ; 
On  peril  of  my  soul  ahall  rid  you  whoUy 
Of  yellow  choler,  aud  of  mełancholy : 
You  must  both  purge  and  vomit;  butobey. 
And  for  the  love  of  Heayen  make  no  delay. 
Since  hot  and  dry  in  your  compłexioD  join, 
Beware  the  Sun  when  in  a  yernal  sign ; 
For  when  he  mounts  exa]ted  in  the  Ram, 
If  then  he  finds  your  body  in  a  flame, 
Replcte  with  choler,  I  dare  lay  a  groat, 
A  tertian  ague  is  at  ieast  your  lot. 
Perhaps  a  fever  (which  the  gods  forefend) 
May  bring  your  youth  to  aome  untimely  end : 
And  therefore,  sir,  aa  you  deaire  to  livę, 
A  day  or  two  before  your  laxative, 
Take  just  three  worms,  nor  under  nor  abore, 
Because  the  goda  uneąual  numbera  love. 
These  digesti?es  prepare  you  for  your  poige; 
Of  fiimetery,  centaury,  and  spurge. 
And  of  ground<-ivy  add  a  leaf  or  two, 
All  which  within  our  yard  or  garden  grow. 
Eat  these,  and  be,  my  lord,  of  better  cheer; 
Your  &ther*s  son  was  never  bom  to  fear." 

"  Madam,"  quothhe,  "grammercyfor  yourctre^ 
But  Cato,  whom  you  ąuoted,  you  may  spaie: 
'Tis  true,  a  wise  and  worthy  man  he  seems, 
And  (as  you  say)  gave  no  belief  to  dreams : 
But  other  men  of  morę  authority, 
And,  by  th'  immortal  powers,  as  wise  as  he^ 
Maintaiu,  with  sounder  sense,  that  dreams  lora* 

bodę; 
Por  Homer  plainly  says  they  come  firom  GocL 
Nor  Cato  said  it :  but  some 'modem  fool 
Impos^d  in  Cato^s  name  on  boys  at  achool. 

"  Believe  me,  madam,  moming  dreams  foresboir 
Th'  event  of  things,  and  futurę  weal  or  woe : 
Some  traths  are  not  by  rcason  to  be  try*d. 
But  we  have  surę  eicperience  for  our  guide. 
An  ancient  author,  equal  with  the  beat, 
IJelates  this  tale  of  dreams  among  the  reat 
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*'  Tiro  fnends  or  bn>thers»  w  Uh  deroat  intent, 
;  On  some  lar  pilgiimage  together  wait. 
:  H  bappcD^d  90,  that,  when  the  Sun  was  down, 
'  Tbey  jnst  amy^d  by  twilig^ht  at  a  town : 
I  That  day  had  been  the  boitinjp  oC  a  buli, 
I  Twas  at  a  feast,  and  every  inn  ao  fuli, 
Tbat  DO  void  room  in  chamber,  or  on  ground, 
Aod  bat  one  aorry  bed  was  to  be  found : 
And  that  ao  little  it  would  hołd  but  one, 
Thoagh  till  this  hour  they  nerer  lay  alone. 

"  Śo  iTere  they  forc^d  to  part ;  one  stayM  behind. 
His  fiellow  songht  what  lodging  he  could  find : 
it  last  he  Amnd  a  stall  wbeie  oxen  stood, 
Aod  that  he  rather  chose  tfaan  lie  abroad. 
Twss  ID  a  fiłither  3raTd  without  a  door ; 
Bot,  ibr  his  eaac,  wełl  littei^d  was  the  floor. 

"  His  feliow,  who  the  nanow  bed  had  kept. 
Was  weaiy,  and  without  a  rocker  slept : 
Supine  be  snor*d ;  but  in  the  dead  of  night, 
He  dreamt  his  fnend  appear*d  before  his  sight, 
Wbo,  with  a  ghastly  look  and  doleful  ery, 
Ssid,  *  Uelp  me,  brother,  or  this  night  1  die : 
Arise,  and  help,  before  all  help  be  vain, 
Or  in  an  oz^  stall  I  shall  be  slain.* 

"  RoosM  from  his  rest,  he  waken*d  in  a  start, 
ShiTering  with  horrour,  and  with  aching  heart, 
At  length  to  cure  himsełf  by  reason  tries ; 
Tn  but  a  dreain,  and  what  are  dreams  but  lies  ? 
Sothinkjąg,  chang^d  his  side,  and  cIos'dhis  eyes. 
Hisdreamretoms;  his  firiend  appears  again : 
'The munierere  come,  now  help,  or  I  ain  slain :' 
Tw9ś  bot  a  riaion  stiU,  and  Tisions  are  but  rain. 
He  dreamt  the  third :  but  now  his  friend  appear*d 
Me,  naked,  pierc*d  with  wounds,  with  Uood  be- 

sineBE*d: 
Hirice  wamHl,  *  Awake,  said  he;  relief  is  late, 
The  deed  is  done ;  but  thou  rerenge  my  fate : 
Tardy  of  aid,  naseal  thy  heavy  eyes, 
Asrake,  and  with  the  dawning  day  arise : 
Take  to  the  western  gate  thy  ready  way. 
Jot  by  that  passage  they  my  corpse  oonvey : 
JHy  oorpse  is  in  a  tombril  laid,  among 
The  filth  and  ordure,  and  enc]o6*d  with  dung : 
Tbat  eart  arrest,  and  ralse  a  common  ery ; 
For  sacred  hnnger  of  my  gold,  I  die : 
Tlien  show'd  hia  giiesly  wound :  and  last  he  drew 
A  piteous  sigh,  and  took  a  long  adieu.' 

**  Tbe  firigbted  friend  arose  by  break  of  day. 
And  feund  the  stall  where  late  his  feliow  lay. 
Then  of  his  impious  hostinąniringmore, 
Was  answer^d  that  his  guest  was  gone  before : 
'  Miitteriqg,  he  went,  said  he,  by  moming-light, 
Aod  mnch  complain'd  of  his  ill  rest  by  night.' 
fhis  rais^d  sospicion  in  the  pilgrim'8  mind  ; 
Beofcttse  all  hasta  are  of  an  eril  kind, 
Aod  pft  to  share  the  spoils  with  robbers  join^d. 
"  His   draaoi    ooiiifirm'd   his   thought:    with 
tronbled  look 
Shaigfat  to  the  western  gate  his  way  he  took ; 
There,  as  his  dream  ibretold!  a  cart  he  found, 
Tbat  carryM  compost  forth  to  dang  the  gronnd. 
Hus  when  the  pUgrim  saw,  he  stretch'd  his  throat,  ^ 
had  cry'd  out  munkr  with  a  yelling  notę. 
'  My  murder*d  feliow  in  this  cart  lies  dead, 
i^csBgeanoe  and  justice  on  the  viUain'8  head. 
femagistrates,  who  sacred  laws  dispense, 
Ou  yoa  I  cali,  to  punish  this  ofience.' 

"  Tlie  word  thns  gi^eii,  within  a  little  spare, 
Fhe  mob  came  roaring  out,  and  throng^d  the 
plaoe.  . 


All  in  a  trice  they  casŁ  the  cart  to  the  ground. 
And  in  the  dung  the  marder'd  body  found  ; 
Though  breathless,  waim,  and  reekłng  from  the 

wound. 
Good  HeaTen,  whose  darling  attribute  we  find 
Is  bonndless  grace,  and  mercy  to  mankind, 
Abhors  the  cruel ;  and  the  deeds  of  night 
By  wondrous  ways  rereals  in  open  light : 
Murder  may  pass  unpunisbM  for  a  time. 
But  tardy  Justice  will  o*ertake  thecrime. 
And  oft  a  speedier  pain  the  guilty  feels :     [heels : 
The  hue  and  ery  of  Heaven  pursues  him  at  the 
Fresh  from  tbe  iact,  as  in  the  preaent  case, 
The  criminals  are  seiz'd  upon  the  place : 
Carter  and  host  confronted  face  to  £tice. 
Stiff  in  denial,  as  the  law  appoints, 
On  engines  they  distend  their  tortuT*d  joints : 
So  was  coniession  forc'd,  th*ofienoe  was  known. 
And  public  justice  on  th'  offenders  done. 

"  Herę  may  yon  see  that  risions  are  to  dread  ; 
And  in  the  page  that  follows  this,  I  read 
Of  two  young  merchants,  whom  the  hope  of  gain 
Induc^d  in  partnership  to  cross  the  main. 
Waiting  tul  willing  winds  their  sails  supply'd, 
Within  a  trading  town  they  loug  abide, 
FuU  fairly  situate  on  a  haren*s  side ; 
One  erening  it  befell,  that  looking  out, 
The  wind  they  long  had  wlsh^d  was  come  abont ; 
Weil  pleas'd  they  went  to  rest;  and  if  the  gale 
Titl  mom  oontinued,  both  resoWd  to  sail. ' 
But  as  together  in  a  bed  they  lay, 
The  younger  had  a  dream  at  break  of  day. 
A  man  he  thought  stood  frowning  at  his  side  3 
Who  wam^d  him  for  his  safety  to  proyide. 
Nor  pht  to  sea,  but  safe  on  shore  abide. 
'  I  come,  thy  genius,  to  conunand  thy  stay ; 
Trust  not  the  winds,  for  iatal  is  the  day. 
And  Death  unhop^d  attends  the  watery  way.' 

"  The  7ision  said :  and  Tani8h*d  from  his  sight : 
The  dreamer  waken*d  in  a  mortal  firight : 
Then  pull'd  his  drowsy  neighbour,  and  declar^d 
What  in  bis  slamber  he  had  seen  and  heard. 
His  friend  smil'd  scomful,  and  with  proud  eon- 
Rejects  as  idie  what  his  feliow  dreamt.         ^tempt 
'  Stay,  who  will  stay :  for  me  no  fears  restrain, 
Who  follow  Mercury  the  god  of  gain ; 
Let  each  man  do  as  to  his  fiłncy  seems, 
I  wait  not,  I,  titl  you  harebetter  dreams. 
Dreams  are  but  interhides  which  Fancy  makes ; 
When  monarch  Reason  sleeps,  this  mimie  wakes : 
Compounds  a  medley  of  disjointed  things, 
A  mob  of  coblers,  and  a  court  of  kings : 
Light  fumes  are  meny,  grosser  fumes  are  sad : 
Both  are  the  reesonable  soul  run  mad ; 
And  many  monfrtrous  forms  in  sleep  we  see, 
That  neither  were,  nor  are,  nor  e*er  can  be. 
Sometimes  forgotten  things  long  cast  behind 
Rush  forward  in  the  brain,  and  come  to  mind. 
The  nurse^s  legendsare  for  truths  recetv'd, 
And  the  man  dreams  but  what  the  boy  belier^d.! 
Sometimes  we  but  rebearse  a  former  phiy, 
The  night  restores  our  actions  done  by  day  ; 
As  hounds  in  sleep  will  open/or  their  prey.. 
In  short,  the  farce  of  kłreams  is  of  a  piece» 
Chimeras  all ;  and  more  absurd,  or  less : 
You,  whobeliere  in  tales,  abide  alone  ; 
Whate^er  I  get  this  Toyage  ia  my  own.*" 

"  Thus  wbile  hcr  spoke,  he  heard  tbe  shonting 
crew 
That  caU'd  aboard,  and  took  his  last  adieu. 
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The  Tessel  went  befbre  a  merry  gale. 
And  for  quick  passa^e  put  on  every  sail : 
But  wfaen  least  fear^d,  and  ev*n  in  open  day , 
The  mischief  overtook  her  in  Łhe  way : 
1VheUier  she  sprung  a  leak,  1  cannot  find, 
Or  whether  she  was  oyerset  with  wind. 
Ot  that  6ome  rock  belo  w  her  bottom  rent ; 
Bat  down  at  once  with  all  her  crew  she  went : 
Her  fellow  sbips  from  far  her  loss  descry^d : 
But  only  she  was  sunk,  and  all  were  safe  beside. 

"  By  tlfis  example  you  are  taught  again, 
That  dreams  and  yisions  are  not  always  rain : 
But  if,  dear  Partlet,  you  are  still  in  doobt, 
Another  tale  shall  make  the  fbrmer  out 

Kenelm  the  son  of  Kenulph,  Mercia's  king, 
Whose  hoiy  life  the  l^eiids  loudly  sing, 
Wam'd  in  a  dream,  his  mnrder  did  foretel 
From  point  to  point  as  after  it  befel ; 
AU  circumstances  to  his  nurse  he  told 
(A  wonder  firom  a  child  of  seven  years  old) : 
Thedream  with  horrour  heard,  the  good  old  wife 
From  treason  counsePd  him  to  guaid  his  life ; 
But  close  to  keep  the  secret  in  his  mind. 
For  a  boy'8  vision  smali  belief  wonld  find. 
Thepious  child,  by  promise  bound,  obey*d. 
Nor  was  the  fatśil  murder  long  delay^d : 
By  3uenda  slain,  hc  feli  befbre  his  time. 
Madę  a  young  martyr  by  his  sister's  crime. 
The  tale  is  told  by  rcnerable  Bede, 
l^^ich  at  your  bettcr  leisure  you  may  read. 

"  Macrobius  too  relates  the  vision  sent 
To  the  great  Scipio,  with  the  fsmM  eyent : 
Objections  makes,  but  after  makes  replies. 
And  adds,  that  dreams  are  often  prophesies. 

'*  Of  Daniel  you  may  read  in  holy  writ, 
Who,  when  the  king  his  rision  did  foiget, 
Could  word  for  word  the  wondrous  dream  re- 

peat. 
Not  less  of  patriarch  Joseph  understand, 
Who  by  a  dream  enslar^d  th*  Egyptian  land, 
The  3^ears  of  plenty  and  of  dearth  foretoM, 
When,  for  their  bread,  their  liberty  they  sold. 
Nor  must  th'  exalt6d  butler  be  forgot, 
Nor  he  whose  dream  presag^d  his  hanging  lot. 

'*  And  did  not  Crcesus  the  same  death  foresee, 
Itais*d  in.his  rision  on  a  lofty  tree  ? 
The  wife  of  Hector,  in  his  utmost  pride, 
Breamt  of  his  death  the  night  before  he  dy*d ; 
Weil  was  he  wam'd  from  battle  to  refrain, 
Bot  men  to  death  decreed  are  wam*d  in  Tain : 
He  dar*d  the  dream,  and  by  his  fistal  foe  was 
slain. 

'*  Mach  morę  I  know,  whicfa  1  forbear  to  speak. 
For  see  th^'  ruddy  day  b^ns  to  break ; 
Let  this  suffice,  that  plainly  I  foresee 
My  dream  was  bad,  and  bodes  adversity : 
But  neither  pills  nor  laxatives  I  like, 
They  only  serve  to  make  the  well-man  sick ; 
Of  these  his  gain  the  sharp  pbysician  makes, 
And  often  gives  a  purge,  but  seldom  takes : 
They  not  correct,  but  poison  all  the  blood. 
And  ne*er  did  any  but  the  doctors  good : 
Theh  tribe,  trade,  trinkets,  I  defy  them  all, 
With  every  work  of  »pothecary*s  hall. 
These  melancholy  matters  I  forbear : 
But  let  me  tell  thee,  Partlet  minę,  and  swear, 
That  when  I  view  the  beauties  of  thy  iace, 
I  fear  not  death,  nor  dangers,  nor  disgrace : 
So  may  my  soul  have  bliss,  as,  when  I  spy 
The  scarlet  red  about  thy  partridge  eye. 


While  thou  art  eonstant  to  thy  own  tme  knigfat, 
While  thou  art  minę,  and  I  am  thy  deligbt, 
All  sorrows  at  thy  presence  take  deir  flight 
For  tnie  it  is,  as  in  principio, 
Mulier  est  hominis  confosio. 
Madam,  the  meaning  of  this  Latin  is, 
That  woman  is  to  man  his  sofereign  błissL 
For  when  by  night  I  feel  your  tender  side, 
Though  for  the  narrow  perch  I  cannot  ride, 
Yet  I  have  such  a  solące  in  my  mind, 
That  all  my  boding  cares  are  cast  behind  ; 
And  ev*n  already  I  forget  my  dream :" 
He  sald,  and  downward  flew  from  off  the  beam. 
For  day-light  iiowbq^n  apaoe  to  spring. 
The  thrush  to  whistle,  and  the  lark  to  stng. 
Then  crowingclappM  his  wings,  th'appointedcaU, 
To  chuck  his  wives  together  in  the  hall. 

By  this  the  widow  had  unbarrM  the  door. 
And  Chanticleer  went  strutting  out  before, 
With  ruyal  courage,  and  with  heart  so  ligfat, 
As  showM  be  scornM  the  visions  of  the  night. 
Now  roaming  in  the  yard  he  spum*d  the  ground. 
And  gave  to  Partlet  the  first  grain  he  found. 
Then  often  feather^d  her  with  wanton  play. 
And  trod  her  twenty  times  ere  prime  of  day : 
And  took  by  tnms  and  gare  so  much  delight, 
Her  sisters  pin*d  with  envy  at  the  słght. 
He  chuckM  again,  when  other  coms  he  found. 
And  scarcely  deign*d  to  set  a  foot  to  ground. 
But  swagger^d  like  a  lord  abont  his  hall. 
And  his  seven  wives  came  running  at  his  cali. 

Twas  now  the  month  in  which  the  world  begaa 
(If  March  beheld  the  first  created  man): 
And  sińce  the  vemal  equinox,  the  Sun, 
In  ArieSy  twelre  dcgrees,  or  morę,  had  run  ^ 
.When  casting  up  his  eyes  against  the  light, 
Both  month,  and  day,  and  hour,  he  measurVl  right ; 
And  told  morę  truły  than  th*  Ephemeris : 
For  Art  may  err,  but  Naturę  cannot  miss. 

Thus  numbering  times  and  seasons  in  his  breast. 
His  second  crowing  the  third  hour  confessPcL 
Then  tuming,  said  to  Partlet,  '*  See,  my  dear, 
How  layish  Naturę  bas  adornH)  the  year ; 
How  the  pale  primrose  and  blue  violeŁ  spring. 
And  birds  essay  tiieir  throats,  di8U8*d  to  sing : 
All  these  are  ours ;  and  1  with  pleasure  see 
Man  strutting  on  two  legs,  and  aping  me  s 
An  unfledg^d  creature,  of  a  lumpish  fraroe^ 
Endow'd  with  fewer  partides  of  flame : 
Our  dames  sit  scouring  o'er  a  kiichen  fire, 
I  draw  fresh  air,  and  Nature^s  works  admire  s 
And  ev>u  this  day  in  morę  delight  abound, 
Than,  sińce  1  was  an  egg,  1  erer  found." 

The  time  shall  come  when  Chantideer  shall  wisk 
His  words  unsaid,  and  hate  his  boasted  bliss : 
The  crested  bird  shall  by  experienoe  know, 
Jove  madę  not  him  his  master-piece  below ; 
And  leam  the  latter  end  of  joy  is  woe. 
The  Tessel  of  his  bliss  to  dr^s  is  run. 
And  Heaven  will  haye  him  taste  his  other  tun. 

Ye  wise,  draw  near,  and  hearken  to  my  tale, 
Which  proves  that  oft  the  proud  by  fiattery  fi^i: 
The  legend  is  as  true,  I  undertake, 
As  Tristraii  is,  and  Launcelotof  the  lakę : 
Which  all  our  ladies  in  such  rererenoe  hoM, 
As  if  in  book  of  martyrs  it  were  told. 

A  fox,  full-fraught  with  seeming  sanetity, 
That  fear*d  an  oatb,but,  like  the  Devil,  would  He; 
Who  look*d  like  Lent,  and  had  the  holy  leer. 
And  durst  not  sin  before  he  said  his  prayer; 
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Tbis  pious  eheat,  that  iierer  stick'd  the  blood,^ 
Xoi-che«'d  the  flesh  of  lambs,  but  when  he  cou'd ; 
Had  passM  three  summers  in  the  neighbourtng 

wood: 
And  masiog  loDg,  wbom  Dext  to  circumyent. 
On  Chanticleer  his  wicked  fancy  bent : 
And  in  his  high  imagioal^Ofn  out. 
By  stratągcm  to  gratify  his  taste. 

The  plot  oontńv>d,  before  the  break  of  day, 
Saint  Reynard  throiągh  the  hedge  had  maule  his 

way; 
The  pale  was  next,  bat  proudly  with  a  bound 
He  leapt  the  fence  of  the  forbidden  ground : 
Yet,  feańng  to  be  seeu,  within  a  bed 
Of  coleworts  he  coiiceaPd  his  wiły  head ; 
Tben  sculk*d  till  afternoon,  and  watch*d  his  time, 
(As  murderers  use)  to  perpetrate  his  crime. 

0  hypocrite,  ingenious  to  destroy, 

O  traitor,  worse  thaa  Sinon  was  to  Troy  ^ 
O  Tile  sijfoverter  of  the  GaUic  reign. 
Morę  lialse  than  Gano  was  to  Charlemaign ! 

0  Chaaticleer,  in  an  unfaappy  hour 
Didst  thou  forsake  the  safety  of  thy  bower : 
Better  for  thee  thou  hadsi  belierM  thy  dream, 
And  not  that  day  descended  firom  the  beam ! 

Bot  here  the  doctors  eagerly  dispute: 
Some  hołd  predestiuation  absolute :  [sees, 

Some  derks  maintaiń,  that  Heaven  at  first  fore- 
And  in  the  virtuc  of  foresight  decrees. 
If  this  be  so,  tben  prescieuce  binds  the  wiU, 
And  mcnrtals  are  not  free  to  good  ór  ill ; 
For  what  he  fint  foresaw,  he  must  ordain. 
Ot  its  etemal  prescience  may  be  vain : 
As  bad  for  os  as  prescience  had  not  been. 
For  first,  or  last,  he^s  author  of  the  sin. 
And  who  says  that,  let  the  blaspheming  man 
Say  worse  ev*n  of  the  DeviJ,  if  he  cau. 
For  how  can  that  etemal  Power  be  just 
To  punish  man,  vho  sins  because  he  must  ? 
Ot,  how  can  he  reward  a  virtuous  deed, 
Whichisnotdoneby  us;  but  first  decreed? 

1  cannot  bolt  this  matter  to  the  bran, 
As  Bindwardin  and  holy  Austin  can  ; 
If  prescience  can  determine  actions  so 
That  we  caust  do,  because  he  did  foreknow, 
Or  that,  foreknowing,  yet  our  choice  is  free, 
Kot  foTC^  to  sin  by  strict  necessity ; 

This  strict  necessity  they  simple  cali, 
Another  sort  there  is  condltional. 
The  first  so  binds  the  will,  that  thiogs  foreknown 
By  spontaneity,  not  choice,  are  done. 
Thus  galley-slaves  tug  willing  attheir  oar, 
Content  to  work,  in  prospect  of  the  shore ; 
Bot  wonld  not  work  at  alf  if  not  constrain'd  before. 
That  otber  does  not  liberty  constrain, 
But  man  may  either  act,  or  may  refrain. 
Hearen  madę  us  agents  firee  to  good  or  ill. 
And  IbrbM  it  not,  though  he  foresaw  the  will, 
Freedom  was  first  bestow^^d  on  human  race. 
And  piescience  outy  held  the  second  place. 
If  he  ooakl  make  such  agents  wholly  free, 

1  not  dispute,  the  poinfs  too  high  for  me  ^ 

For  Heav«n'8  un&thom'd  power  wl^t  man  can 

sound, 
Or  put  to  his  Omnipotence  a  bound } 
He  madę  iis  to  his  image,  all  agree  ; 
llkat  image  is  the  soul,  and  that  must  be, 
Or  noL  the  Maker*s  image,  or  be  free. 
But  wfaether  it  were  better  man  had  beeu 
By  naturę  bound  to  good,  not  free  to  sin,         * 


1  wave,  for  fear  of  splitting  on  a  rock. 
The  tale  I  tell  is  only  of  a  cock,  . 
Who  had  not  run  the  hazard  of  his  life, 
Had  he  believ*d  his  dream,  and  not  his  wife : 
For  women,  with  a  mischief  to  their  kind, 
Penrert,  with  bad  adTice,  our  better  mind. 
A  woman's  counsel  brought  us  first  to  woc. 
And  madę  ber  man  his  Paradise  forego, 
Where  at  heart^s  ease  he  lived  j  and  migbt  hare 
As  iree  from  sorrow  as  he  was  from  sin.  [been 

For  what  the  devil  had  their  sex  to  do, 
That,  bom  to  foUy,  they  presum'd  to  know. 
And  ooukl  not  see  the  serpent  in  the  grass  ? 
But  I  myself  presume,  and  let  it  pass. 

Silence  in  times  of  sufieringis  the  best, 
'Tis  dangerous  to  disturb  an  horaet^s  nest. 
In  other  authors  you  may  flnd  enough. 
But  all  they  say  of  dames  is  idle  stuff. 
L^ends  of  lying  wits  together  bound, 
The  Wife  of  BaUiwould  tbrow  them  to  the  ground  j 
These  are  the  words  of  Chanticleer,  not  minę, 
I  honour  dames,  and  think  their  sex  dirine. 

Now  to  continue  what  my  tale  begun ; 
Lay  madam  Partlet  basking  in  the  Sun, 
Breast-high  in  sand :  ber  sisters,  in  a  row, 
Enjoy'd  the  beams  above,  the  warmth  below. 
The  cock,  that  of  his  flesh  was  ever  free, 
Sung  merrier  than  the  mermaid  in  the  sea : 
And  so  befell,  that  as  he  cast  his  eye, 
Among  the  coleworts,  on  a  butterfly, 
I|e  saw  fidse  Rejmard  where  he  lay  fuli  Iow : 
I  need  not  swcar  he  had  no  list  to  crow : 
ButcryM,  "  Cock,  cock!"  andga^ea sudden  start, 
As  sore  dismay^d  and  irighted  at  his  heart ; 
For  birds  and  beasts,  inform'd  by  Naturę,  know 
Kinds  opposite  to  theirs,  and  fly  their  foe. 
So  Chanticleer,  who  never  saw  a  foz, 
Yet  shunn*d  h  im  as  a  sailor  shuns  the  rocks. 

But  the  false  loon,  who  could  not  work  his  will 
By  opeu  force,  employ*d  his  flattering  skill; 
"  1  hope,  my  lord,"  said  he, "  I  not  ofiend ; 
Are  you  afraid  of  me,  that  am  your  friend  ł 
I  werc  a  beastfndeed  to  do  you  wrong, 
1,  who  haye  lov'd  and  honour^d  you  so  long : 
Stay,  gentle  sir,  nor  take  a  fidse  alarm, 
For  on  my  soul  I  never  meant  you  harm. 
I  come  no  spy,  nor  as  a  traitor  press. 
To  leam  the  secrets  of  your  soft  recess : 
Far  be  from  Reynard  so  profime  a  thought. 
But  by  the  sweetness  of  your  yoice  was  brought: 
For,  as  I  bid  my  beads,  by  chance  I  heard 
The  song  as  of  an  angel  in  the  yard; 
A  song  that  would  have  chann'd  th'  infemal  gods. 
And  banishM  horrour  firom  the  dark  abodes; 
Had  Orpheus  sung  it  in  the  nether  sphcre, 
So  much  the  hymn  had  plcas^d  the  tyranfs  ear,  « 
The  wife  had  been  detainM,  to  keep  the  busband 
there. 

'*  My  lord,  your  sire  familiarly  I  knew, 
A  peer  deserring  such  a  son  as  you : 
He,  with  your  lady-mother,  (whom  Heaven  rest) 
Has  often  graCd  my  house,  and  been  my  guest : 
To  view  his  living  features,  does  me  good ; 
For  I  am  your  poor  ueighbour  in  the  wood; 
And  in  my  cottage  should  be  proud  to  see 
The  worthy  heir  of  my  friend^s  family. 

*^  But  sińce  I  speak  of  singing,  let  me  say, 
As  with  an  upright  heart  I  safely  may, 
Thąt,  8ave  yourself,  there  breathes  not  on  the 
I  One  like  your  fiither  for  a  sllrer  sound.      [ground 


44 


DRYDENS  POEMS. 


So  sweetly  wouM  he  wake  the  winter-day, 
That  matrons  to  the  church  mistook  their  way, 
And  thought  they  heard  the  meiry  organ  P^Y* 
And  he,  to  raise  his  voice  with  artftU  care, 
(What  włU  not  beaux  attempt  tu  please  the  fair  ?) 
On  tiptoe  stood  to  sing  with  greater  strength, 
And  8tretch'd  his  comely  neck  at  all  the  length : 
And  while  he  strain*d  his  voice  to  pierce  the  skies, 
As  saints  in  raptures  use,  would  shut  his  eyes, 
Tbat  the  sound  striving  through  the  narrow  throat, 
Hi,6  winking  might  avail  to  mend  the  notę. 
By  this,  in  song,  he  nei^er  had  his  peer, 
From  sweet  Cecilia  down  to  Chanticleer; 
Not  Maro*s  Muse,  who  sung  the  mi^hty  man, 
Nor  Pindar^s  heayenly  lyre,  nor  Horace  when  a 

swan. 
Your  ancestors  procced  froni  race  divine: 
From  Brennus  and  Belinus  is  ycmr  linę; 
lVho  gave  to  sovereign  Romę  śuch  loud  alarms, 
Tbat  ev*n  the  priests  wero  not  excus*d  from  arms. 

"  Besides,  a  famous  monk  of  modem  times 
Has  left  of  oocks  recorded  in  his  rh3^es, 
That  of  a  parish-priest  the  son  and  heir, 
(When  sons  of  priests  were  finom  the  proverb  elear) 
Affi'onted  once  a  cock  of  noble  kind. 
And  either  lam*d  his  legs,  or  struck  him  blind ; 
For  which  the  clerk  his  father  was  disgrac'd, 
And  in  bis  benefice  another  plac'd. 
Now  sing,  my  lord,  if  not  for  lorę  of  me, 
Yet  for  the  sake  of  sweet  saint  Charity ; 
Makehills  and  dales,  and  Earth  and  Heaven  rejoice, 
And  emulatc  your  father^s  angel  voice." 

The  cock  was  pleas*d  to  hear  him  speak  so  fair, 
And  proud  beside,  as  solar  people  are ; 
Nor  ćould  the  treason  from  the  truth  desery, 
So  was  he  ravi8h'd  with  this  flattery : 
So  much  tłie  morę,  as,  from  a  little  elf, 
He  had  a  high  opinion  of  himself ; 
Thoiigh  siekły,  slender,  and  not  large  of  limb, 
Concluding  all  the  world  was  madę  for  him. 

Ye  princes,  rais^d  by  poets  to  the  gods, 
'  And  AlexanderM  up  in  lying  odes, 
Believe  not  every  flattering  knaye^s  report, 
There'^  many  a  Reynard  lurking  in  the  court; 
Ąnd  he  shall  be  receiv*d  with  morę  regard 
4nd  listeifd  to,  than  modest  Truth  is  heard. 

This  Chanticleer,  of  whom  the  story  sings, 
Stood  high  upon  his  toes,  and  clapp*d  bis  wings ; 
Tben  stretchM  his  neck,  and  wiidLVi  with  both  his 

eyes, 
Ambitious,  as  he  sought  tV  Olympic  prize. 
But,  while  he  painM  himself  to  raise  his  notę, 
False  Reynaid  rushM,   and  caught  him  by  the 

throat. 
Then  on  his  back  he  laid  the  precions  load. 
And  sought  his  wonted  shelter  of  the  wood  ; 
Swiftiy  he  madę  his  way,  the  mischief  done,, 
Of  all  unheeded,  and  pursued  by  nonę. 
Ąlas,  what  stay  is  there  in  human  state, 
Or  who  can  shun  ineritable  fate  ? 
The  doom  was  written,  the  decree  was  past, 
£re  the  foundations  of  the  world  were  cast! 
In  Aries  though  the  Sun  exalted  stood. 
His  patron-planet  to  procure  his  good ; 
Yet  Saturn  was  his  mortal  foe,  and  he» 
]n  Libra  raisM,  oppos^d  the  same  d^ree: 
The  rays  both  good  and  bad,  of  equal  power, 
£ach  thwartlng  othcr  madę  a  mingled  hour. 

On  Friday  mom  he  dreamt  this  direiul  dream. 
Cross  to  the  worthy  natlve,  in  his  sdieme } 


Ah  blissful  Veuus,  goddess  of  delight, 
How  could^st  thou  suffer  thy  deroted  knight. 
On  thy  own  day  to  fali  by  foe  oppres8'd, 
The  wight  of  all  the  world  who  seirHl  thee  best } 
Who,  tnie  to  love,  was  all  for  recreatton. 
And  minded  not  the  work  of  propagatjon. 
Gauiride,  who  co>uld'8t  so  well  in  rhyme  complaia 
The  death  of  Richard  with  an  arrow  slain, 
Why  had  not  I  thy  Muse,  or  thou  my  hear^ 
To  sing  this  beavy  dirge  with  equal  art ! 
That  I  like  thee  on  Friday  might  complalu  ; 
For  on  that  day  was  Cceur  de  Lion  slain. 

Not  londer  cries,  when  Ilium  was  in  flames, 
Were  sent  to  Hearen  by  wofiil  TrojAn  dames, 
WhenPyrrhus  tossM  on  high  bis  bumishM  blade. 
And  offer*d  Priam  to  his  father  s  shadc, 
Than  for  the  cock  the  widowM  poultry  madę. 
Fair  Partlet  first,  when  he  was  borne  from  sighŁ, 
With  sovereign  shrieks  bewail*dher  captive  kiiight: 
Far  louder  than  the  Carthaginian  wife, 
When  Asdmbal,  her  husband,  lost  his  life, 
When  she  beheld  the  smoulderiug  flames  kscend. 
And  all  the  Punic  glories  at  an  end : 
Willing  into  the  fires  she  plung'd  her  head, 
With  greater  ease  than  others  seek  their  bed. 
Not  morę  aghast  the  matrous  of  renown, 
When  tynmt  Nero  burn»d  th*  imperial  town^ 
Shriek*d  for  the  downfel  in  a  doleful  ery. 
For  which  their  guiltless  lords  were  doom'd  to  die. 

Now  to  my  story  I  return  again  : 
The  trembling  widów,  and  her  daughters  twain, 
This  wofiil  cacklinc:  ery  with  horrour  heard» 
Of  those  distracted  dainsels  in  the  yard  ; 
And,  starting  up,  beheld  the  heary  sight, 
How  Reynard  to  the  forest  took  ha  fligfat. 
And  cross  his  back,  as  in  triumphant  scom, 
The  hope  and  pillar  of  the  house  was  borne. 

"  TTłe  fox,  the  wicked  fox !"  was  all  the  ery  ; 
Out  from  his  house  ran  erery  neighbour  nigh : 
The  vicar  first,  and  aiter  him  the  crew 
With  forks  and  stares,  the  felon  to  pursue. 
Ran  Coli  our  dog,  and  Talbot  with  the  band. 
And  Malkin,  with  her  distaff  in  her  hand  j 
Ran  cow  and  calf,  and  family  of  hogs, 
In  panic  horrour  of  pursuing  dogs ; 
With  many  a  deadly  grunt  and  dolefol  squeak 
Poor  swine,  as  if  their  pretty  hearts  would  break* 
The  shouts  of  men,  the  women  in  dismay, 
With  shrieks  augment  the  terrour  of  the  day, 
The  ducks,  that  heard  the  proclamation  cry^ 
And  fear'd  a  persecution  might  betide. 
Fuli  twenty  mile  from  town  their  voyage  take, 
Obscure  in  rushes  of  the  liąuid  lakę. 
The  geese  fly  o*er  the  barn  j  the  bees  in  arms 
Drive  headlong  firom  their  wazen  cells  in  swanns« 
Jack  Straw  at  Londoiv-stone,  with  all  his  rout, 
Struck  not  the  city  with  so  loud  a  shout ; 
Not  when  with  English  hatc  they  did  pursue 
A  Frenchman,  or  an  uiibelicving  Jew : 
Not  when  the  welkin  rung  with  one  and  all ; 
And  echoes  bounded  back  from  Fox*s  hall : 
Earth  seem'd  to  sink  beneath,  and  Hta>'eu  abore 

to  fali. 
With  might  and  main  they  chacM  tbe  murderou 

fbx, 
With  brazen  trumpets,  and  iufiated  box, 
To  kindle  Mars  with  military  sounds, 
Nor  wanted  horns  t'  inspire  sagacious  hounds. 

But  see  how  Fortune  can  confound  the  wise. 
And,  when  they  least  ejcpect  it,  tum  the  dice. 
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The  CBpŁJTe  cock,  wbo  tcarce  coold   draw  his 

breath, 
Aod  lay  within  the  very  jaws  of  Beath  ; 
Yet  in  this  agony  his  fancy  wrougfat. 
And  Fear  sopplyM  him  with  this  happy  thought : 
"  Yoar's  is  the  prize,  rictońous  prince,"  said  he, 
"  Tlw  vicar  my  defeat,  and  all  the  village  see. 
Enjoy  your  friendly  fortunę  while  you  may, 
And  bid  the  churls  that  envy  you  the  prey 
Cailbock  tbeir  mungrilcurs,  and  cease  their  ery, 
See,  fbols,  the  sheltcr  of  the  wood  is  n\gh. 
And  Chaaticleer  in  your  dcspite  shall  die, 
He  shall  be  pluck'd  and  eaten  to  the  bonę.*' 

**  *Tn  well  advis*d,  in  fieuth  it  shall  be  done ;» 
This  Reynard  said :  but,  as  the  word  he  spoke, 
The  prifioner  with  a  spring  from  prison  broke ; 
Tben  stretch*d  his  feather^d  iana  with  all  his  might. 
And  to  the  neigbbouring  mapie  wing'd  his  flight; 
Whom  vheii  the  traitor  safe  on  tree  beheld, 
He  cors'd  the  gods,  with  shame  and  sorrow  filPd; 
Shame  Ibr  his  folly,  sorrow  out  of  time. 
For  plotting  an  unprofitable  crune ; 
Yet,  mastering  both,  th'  artificer  of  lies 
Renews  th'  asfiault,  and  his  last  battery  trie& 

*'  Though  1,"  said  he,  **  did  ne^er  in  thofight 
ofiendy 
How  justly  may  my  lord  suspect  his  frieud ! 
Th*appearance  isagainst  me,  I  confess, 
Who  seemingly  haTe  pat  you  in  distress : 
You,  if  yoor  goodness  does  not  plead  my  cause, 
May  think  I  broke  all  hospitable  laws, 
Tobcar  you  from  your  palace-yard  by  might. 
And  put  your  noble  person  in  a  fright : 
This,  sińce  you  take  it  ill,  1  must  repent, 
Thongh,  Heaven  can  wituess,  with  no  bad  intent : 
I  piactis^  it,  to  make  you  taste  your  cheer 
With  double  pleasnre,  first  prepar'd  by  fear. 
So  loyal  sułgects  often  seize  their  prince, 
Fore*d  (for  his  good)  to  seeming  yioleitce, 
¥"61  mean  his  sacred  person  not  the  least  offence. 
Descend  ;  so  help  me  Jove  as  you  shall  find 
TbatRejTuard  comes  of  no  dissembling  kind." 

"  Nay ,'*  quoth  the  cock ;  "  but  I  besbrew  us  both, 
If  1  belieye  a  saint  upon  his  oath : 
Ad  honest  man  may  take  a  knare*s  adyice. 
Bot  idiota  only  may  be  cozen^d  twice : 
Ooce  wam'd  ts  well  bewar^d ;  not  flattering  lics 
Sball  sooth  me  morę  to  sing  with  winking  eyes 
And  opefi  mouth,  for  fear  of  catcbing  flies. 
Whoblindfołd  walks  upon  a  riyer*sbrim, 
When  he  should  see,  bas  he  desenr^d^to  swim  ?" 
"  Better,  sir  cock,  let  all  contention  cease, 
**  Come  dowo,"  said  Reynard,  "let  us  treat  of 

peace." 
"  A  peace  with  all  my  sottl,"  said  Chanticleer ; 
"  But,  with  your  farour,  I  will  treat  it  here: 
And,  iest  the  truce  with  treason  should  be  mizt, 
Tls  my  concem  to  hare  the  tree  betwixt." 

THE  MORAŁ. 

Id  this  plain  fiible  you  th*  effect  may  see 
Of  negjgence  and  fond  credulity : 
And  leam  beside  of  flatterers  to  beware, 
Tben  most  perriicious  wben  they  speak  too  fair. 
The  oock  and  fos,  the  fool  and  knare  imply  ; 
The  trath  is  morał,  though  the  tale  a  lie. 
Wbo  spoke  in  parablcs,  1  dare  not  say  j 
Bot  surę  he  knew  it  was  a  pleasing  way, 
Sottfld  sease,  by  plaln  example,  to  convey. 


And  in  a  heathen  author  we  may  find, 

That  pleasure  with  instruction  should  be  joinM; 

So  take  the  com,  and  leave  the  chaff  behind. 


TIJE  FLOWER  AND  THE  LEAF: 

OR  THE  LADT  ;N  THE  ARBOUR. 

A  V1S10N. 

No  W,  tuming  firom  the  wintery  signs,  the  Sun 
His  course  exalted  through  the  Ram  had  run. 
And,  whirling  up  the  skies,  his  chańot  drove 
Through  Taurus  and  the  lightsome  realms  of  Łove; 
Where  Venus  from  her  orb  descends  in  showers. 
To  glad  the  ground,  and  paint  the  fields  with 

flowers : 
When  first  the  tender  blades  of  grass  appear. 
And  buds,  that  yet  the  blast  of  £urus  ^r. 
Stand  at  the  door  of  life,  and  doubt  to  clothe  the 

year: 
Till  gentle  beat,  and  soft  repeated  rains. 
Make  the  green  blood  to  dauce  within  their  veins : 
Then,  at  their  cali  emboldenM,  out  they  come, 
And  swell  the  germs,  and  burst  the  narrow  room  ^ 
Broader  and  broader  yet,  their  blooms  display, 
Salute  the  welcome  Son,  and  entertain  the  day. 
Then  from  their  breathing  souls  the  sweets  repair. 
To  scent  the  skies,  and  purge  th*  unwholesomo 

air: 
Joy  spreads  the  beart,  and,  with  a  generał  song, 
Spring  issues  out^  and  leads  the  jolly  Months 

along. 
In  that  sweet  season,  as  in  bed  I  lay, 
Andsought  in  sleep  to  pass  the  night  away, 
I  tum'd  my  wcary*d  side,  but  still  in  vain, 
Though  fuli  of  youthfiil  healtb,  and  Toid  of  pain : 
Cares  I  had  nonę,  to  keep  me  from  my  rest. 
For  Love  had  never  enter^d  in  my  breast; 
I  wanted  nothing  Fortune  could  supply. 
Nor  did  śhe  sluniber  till  that  hour  deny. 
I  wonder^d  then,  but  after  found  it  true. 
Much  joy  had  dry'd  away  the  balmy  dew : 
Seas  would  be  pools,  without  the  brushing  air. 
To  curl  the  wayes :  and  surę  some  little  care 
Should  weary  Naturę  so,  to  make  her  want  repair. 
When  Chanticleer  the  second  watch  had  sung, 
Scoming  the  scomer  Sleep,  from  bed  I  sprung  ; 
And,  dressing,  by  the  Moon,  in  loose  array, 
PassM  out  in  open  air,  preventing  day. 
And  sought  a  goodly  grove,  as  lancy  led  my  way. 
Straight  as  a  linę  iu  beauteous  order  stood 
Of  oaks  unshom  a  yenerable  wood ; 
Fresh  was  the  grass  beneath,  and  eyery  tree 
At  distance  plauted  in  a  due  degree, 
Their  branching  arms  in  air  with  equal  space 
Stretch*d  to  their  neighbours  with  a  long  embrace. 
And  the  new  leayes  on  every  bough  were  seen, 
Some  ruddy  colour'd,  some  of  lighter  green. 
The  paint€^  birds,  companions  of  the  Spring, 
Hopping  firom  spray  to  spray,  were  heard  to  sing.. 
Both  eyes  and  ears  receiy*d  a  like  delight, 
Euchanting  musie,  and  a  charming  sight. 
On  Philomel  I  fix'd  my  whole  desire ; 
And  listenM  for  the  queen  of  all  the  quire ; 
Fain  would  I  hear  her  heayenly  yoibe  to  sing; 
And  wanted  yet  aa  omen  to  the  spring. 
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Attending  long  in  vain,  I  took  the  way, 
Which  through  a  path  but  scarcely  yrinted  lay ; 
Id  narrow  mazes  oft  it  seein'd  to  meet, 
And  Iook'd  as  lightly  press*d  by  fairy  feet. 
Wandering  1  walk*d  alone,  for  still  methought 
ToBomestrange  end  so  strange  a  path  was  wrought : 
At  last  it  ied  me  where  an  arbour  stood, 
The  sacred  receptaclc  of  the  wood :  [green, 

This  place  unmark'd,  though  oft  I  walk'd  the 
In  all  my  progress  I  had  never  seen : 
And,  seiz^d  at  once  with  wonder  and  delight, 
Gaz*d  all  around  me,  new  to  the  transporting 

sight. 
Twas  bench'd  with  turf,  and  goodly  to  be  seen, 
The  thick  young  grass  arose  in  frezer  green : 
The  m^und  was  newly  madę,  no  sight  could  pass 
Betwixt  the  nioe  partitions  of  the  grass ; 
The  well-united  sods  so  closeły  lay ; 
And  all  around  the  shades  defended  it  from  day : 
For  sycamores  with  eglantine  were  spread, 
A  hedge  about  the  sides,  a  covering  over  hóuL 
And  80  the  fragrant  brier  was  wove  between, 
The  sycamore  and  flowcrs  were  mixM  with  green, 
That  Naturę  seem*d  to  vary  the  delight ; 
And  satisfyM  at  once  the  smell  and  sight. 
Tlie  master  workman  of  the  bower  was  known 
Through  fairy  lands,  and  built  for  Oberon; 
Who  twining  Ieaves  with  such  proportion  drew, 
They  rosę  by  measure,  and  by  rule  they  grew ; 
No  mortal  tongue  can  half  the  beauty  tell : 
For  nonę  but  hands  divine  could  work  so  well. 
Both  roof  and  sides  were  like  a  parlour  made^ 
A  soft  recess,  and  a  cool  summer  shade  j 
The  hedge  was  set  so  thick,  no  foreign  eye 
The  persons  plac^d  within  it  could  espy : 
But  all  that  pass^d  without  with  ease  was  seen, 
As  if  nor  fence  nor  tree  was  plac^d  between. 
'Twas  border^d  with  a  field ;  and  some  was  plain 
With  grass,  and  some  was  sowM  with  rising  grain. 
That  (now  the  dew  with  spangles  deck'd  the 

ground) 
A  sweeter  spot  of  earth  was  never  fbund. 
1  Iook'd  and  look'd,  and  still  with  new  delight ; 
'Such  joy  my  soul,  such  pleasures  ftlPd  my  sight : 
And  the  fresh  eglantine  exhard  a  breath, 
Whose  odours  were  of  power  to  raise  from  death. 
Nor  sullen  discontent,  nor  anxious  care, 
£T'n  though  brought  thither,  could  inhabit  there : 
But  thence  they  fled  as  from  their  mortal  foe ; 
For  this  sweet  place  could  only  pleasure  know. 

Thus  as  I  mus'd,  1  cast  aside  my  eye. 
And  saw  a  medlar-tree  was  planted  nigh. 
The  flpreading  branches  madę  a  goodly  show. 
And  fbll  of  opening  blooms  was  every  bougfa : 
A  goldfinch  there  I  saw  with  gawdy  pride 
Of  painted  plumes,  that  bopp'd  from  side  to  side, 
Still  pecking  as  she  pass'd ;  and  still  she  drew 
The  sweets  from  every  fiower,  and  suck'd  the  dew: 
SufficM  at  length,  she  warbled  in  ber  throat. 
And  tun'd  her  voice  to  many  a  merry  notę. 
But  indistinct,  and  neither  sweet  nor  elear, 
Yet  such  as  sooth*d  my  soul,  and  pleas^d  my  ear. 

Her  short  performance  was  no  sooner  try'd, 
When  she  1  sought,  the  nightingale  reply'd : 
So  sweet,  so  shrill,  so  yariously  she  sung, 
That  the  grove  echoed,  and  the  yalleys  rung : 
And  I  so  ravish'd  with  her  heavenly  notę, 
I  stood  entranc*d,  and  had  no  room  for  thought. 
But,  all  o^er-power^d  with  ecstasy  of  bliss, 
Was  in  apleasing  dream  of  Paradiste; 


At  length  I  wakM,  and  looking  round  the  bower, 

Search'd  every  tree,  and  pry'd  on  every  fiower, 

If  any-where  by  chance  I  might  espy, 

The  rural  poet  of  the  melody : 

For  still  methought  she  sung  not  far  away : 

At  last  I  fbund  her  on  a  lanrcl  spray. 

Close  by  my  side  she  sat,  and  fair  in  sight, 

FuU  in  a  linę  against  her  opposite; 

Where  stood  with  eglantine  the  laurel  twinM; 

And  both  their  natiye  sweets  were  well  oonjoin'd. 

On  the  green  bank  I  sat,  and  listen'd  long 
(Sitting  was  morę  con^enient  for  the  song) : 
Nor  till  her  lay  was  ended  could  1  moTe, 
But  wi8h'd  to  dwell  for  ever  in  the  grove. 
Only  methought  the  time  too  swifUy  pas8'd. 
And  every  notę  I  fear'd  wonid  be  the  last. 
My  sight,  and  smell,  and  hcaring  were  employ^d. 
And  all  three  senses  in  fuli  gust  enjoy'd. 
And  what  alone  did  all  the  rest  surpass, 
The  sweet  possession  of  the  ^ry  plaoe; 
Single,  and  conscious  to  myself  alone 
Of  pleasures  to  th'  excluded  world  unknown: 
Pleasures  which  no  where  else  were  to  be  found. 
And  all  Elysium  in  a  spot  of  ground. 

Thus  while  I  sat  intcnt  to  see  and  hctar. 
And  drew  perfumes  of  morę  than  vital  air, 
All  suddenly  1  heard  th*  approaching  sound 
Of  Tocal  musie,  on  th'  enchanted  ground  : 
An  host  of  saints  it  seem'd,  so  fuli  the  ąuiie  | 
As  if  the  blessM  above  did  all  conspire 
To  join  their  voices,  and  neglect  the  lyre. 
At  iength  there  issued  from  the  groye  befaind 
A  fair  assembly  of  the  female  kind : 
A  traiiriess  fair,  as  ancient  fiU:hers  tell, 
SeducM  the  sons  of  Heayen  to  rebel. 
1  pass  their  form,  and  eyery  charming  graux. 
Less  than  an  angel  would  their  worth  dcbase : 
But  their  attire,  like  liyeries  of  a  kind 
All  rich  and  rare,  is  fresh  within  my  mind. 
In  yelret  wbite  as  snów  the  troop  was  gown'd, 
The  seams  with  sparkling  emerakis  set  aroand : 
Their  hoods  and  8leeves  the  same;  and  pnified 

o*er 
With  diamonds,  pearls,  and  all  the  shining  storę 
Of  eastem  pomp :  their  long  descending  train, 
With  nibics  edg'd,  and  sapphires,  swept  the  pbin: 
High  on  their  heads,  with  jewels  richly  set, 
Each  lady  wore  a  radiant  coronet. 
Bcneath  the  circles,  all  the  quire  was  gnc*d 
With  chaplets  green,  on  their  fair  fbreheads  placU 
Of  laurel  some,  of  woodbine  many  morę ; 
And  wreaths  of  agnus  castus  others  borę : 
These  last,  who  with  those  yiigin  crowns  weie 

dressM, 
Appear^d  in  higher  honour  than  the  rest 
They  danc'd  around :  but  in  the  midst  was  seen 
A  lady  of  a  morę  majestic  mień ;  [queep. 

By  stature  and  by  beauty  mark'd  their  wyyeieigtt 

She  in  the  midst  began  with  sober  grace ; 
Her  seryant*s  eyes  were  fixM  upou  her  faoe. 
And,  as  she  mov'd  or  tum'd,  her  motions  yiew*d, 
Her  measures  kept,  and  step  by  step  pursued. 
Methought  she  trod  the  ground  with  greater  Ęnat, 
With  more  of  godhead  shiuing4n  her  face ; 
And  as  in  beauty  she  surpass^d  the  quire, 
So,  nobler  than  the  rest,  was  her  attire. 
A  crown  of  ruddy  gold  enclosM  her  brow, 
Plain  without  pomp,  and  rich  without  a  show : 
A  branch  of  agnus  castus  in  her  hand 
She  borę  aloft  (her  sceptre  of  command); 
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idmir^d,  adorM  by  all  the  circling  crowd, 
Forwberesoe^er  shc  turo^d  her  fece,  they  bow'd  : 
ind  as  ibe  daned,  a  roondelay  she  sung, 
b  hoDOur  of  the  laurel,  ever  young : 
She  laisM  her  vołCC  on  high,  and  snng  so  elear, 
The  fitwns  came  scnddiDg  fix>ixi  the  gro^et  to 
ind  all  the  bendiDg  forest  lent  an  ear.  [hear : 

At  erery  cloec  shc  madę,  th>  atteiiding  throng 

I  Itq>iy*d,  and  borę  the  burthen  of  the  song : 

'  So JDSt,  so  scnall,  yet  id  so  sweet  ą  notc, 
U  stan*d  the  musie  meltcMl  in  the  throat. 

Thns  dancing  on»  and  singing  as  they  danc'd, 
Tbey  to  the  middle  of  the  mead  advanc*d, 
•rai  roand  my  arbour  a  new  ring  they  madę. 
And  fboted  it  about  the  secret  shade^ 
O'erjoy*d  to  sec  the  joUy  troop  so  ncar, 
Bot  tomewhat  aw*d,  I  shooh  with  holy  fear ; 

'  Yet  not  ao  much,  but  that  I  noted  well 
Who  djd  the  most  in  song  or  dance  exceL 
Not  long  1  had  obser^M,  whcn  firom  zbr 
I  beai4  a  sudden  symphony  of  var ; 
The  neighing  conrscrs,  and  the  soldiers  ery. 
And  sounding  tnim^^s  that  8eem'd  to  tear  the 

sky: 
]  nv  soon  afler  this,  behind  the  grove 
Fram  whence  the  ladies  did  in  oi^er  move, 
Come  iasuing  out  in  arms  a  warrior  train, 
That  like  a  deluge  pour'd  upon  the  plain  : 
Ob  baibed  steeds  they  rode  in  proud  array, 
Thick  as  the  college  of  the  bees  in  May, 
Wben  swarming  o'er  the  dusky  fields  they  fly, 
New  to  the  flowers,  and  intercept  the  sky. 
So  fiefte  they  drove,  their  coursers  were  so  fleet, 
That  the  turf  trcmbled  undemeath  their  feet. 

To  Łell  their  costly  farniture  were  long, 
The  Bummer's  day  would  cnd  before  the  song : 
To  parchase  but  the  tenth  of  all  their  storę, 
Woald  make  the  mighty  Persian  monarch  poor. 
Yet  what  I  can,  I  will ;  before  the  rest 
Thetmmpets  issued,  in  wbite  mantlos  dress'd : 
A  BomeitHis  tioop,  aitid  all  their  heads  around 
With  chaplets  green  of  ccrrial-oak  werecrown'd; 
Aod  at  eacfa  trumpct  was  a  banner  bound, 
Which,  waving  in  the  wind,  display'd  at  large 
Their  masier^s  coat  of  arms,  and  kiiightly  charge. 
Broad  were  the  banners,  and  of  snowy  hue, 

'  A  poTer  w^  the  silk-wonn  never  drew. 
The  chief  aboat  their  necks  the  scutcheons  wore, 
Withonent  pearls  and  jewels  powder'd  o'er : 
Broad  were  their  collars  too,  and  erery  one 
Was  set  about  with  many  a  oostly  stone.^ 
Next  these  of  kings  at  arms  a  goodly  train 

l^ln  prood  array  came  prancing  ©'er  the  plain : 
TVir  cloaks  were  cloth  of  silrer  mix'd  with  gold, 
Aa\  garlaods  green  arouud  their  temples  rolPd ; 
Rich  crowns  were   on   their   royal   scutcheons 

plac^d, 
With  eapphiresjdiamonds,  and  with  rubies  grac>d : 
And  as  the  trumpets  their  appearance  madę, 
So  these  in  habits  were  alike  array'd ; 
Bot  with  a  pace  morę  sober,  and  morę  slow ; 
And  twenty,  rank  in  rank,  they  rode  a  row. 
Tbe  parsuivants  came  next,  iu  nnmber  morę ; 
And  like  the  heruMs  each  his  scutcheon  borę : 
Clad  m  white  Tcłvet  all  their  troop  they  led, 
With  each  an  oakeu  chaplet  on  his  head. 

Nlne  royal  knights  in  equal  rank  succetd, 
■  Each  warrior  mounted  on  a  fiery  steed : 
lo  golden  armour  glorious  to  behold  ;^ 
The  riTCtsof  their  arms  were  naiPd  with  gold. 


Their  surcoats  of  white  ermin  fur  were  madę, 
With  cloth  of  gold  between,  that  cast  a  glittering 

shade ; 
The  trappings  of  their  steeds  were  of  the  same ; 
The  golden  fringe  ey^n  set  the  ground  on  flame. 
And  drew  a  precions  trail :  a  crown  dirine 
Of  laurel  did  about  their  temples  twine. 

Three  henchmen  were  for  every  knight  assign'd, 
All  in  rich  livery  clad,  and  of  a  kind  : 
White  velvet,  but  unshom,  for  cloaks  tbey  wore. 
And  each  within  his  hand  a  tnincheon  borę : 
The  fbremost  held  a  hełm  of  rare  desice ; 
A  prince's  ransom  would  not  pay  the  price. 
The  second  borę  the  buckler  of  his  knight, 
The  third  of  comel-wood  a  spear  upright, 
Headed  with  piercing  steel,  and  polishM  bright. 
Like  to  their  lords  their  eqaipage  was  seen. 
And  all  their  foreheads  crown'd  with  garlands 
green.  [shicld. 


And  after  these  came,  arm'd  with  spear  and 
An  host  so  great,  as  coTer'd  all  the  field. 
And  all  their  foreheads,  like  the  knights  before, 
With  laurels  ever  green  were  shaded  o*er, 
Or  oak,  or  other  leayes  of  lasting  kind, 
Tenacious  of  the  stem,  and  firm  against  the  wind. 
Somein  their  hands,  beside  the  lance  and  shield, 
The  boughs  of  woodbine  or  of  hawthom  held, 
Or  branches  for  their  mystic  emblems  took, 
Of  palm,  of  laurel,  or  of  cerrial  oak. 
Thus  marching  to  the  trumpet^s  lofty  sound, 
Drawn    in    two   lines    adyerse    they   wheePd 

around. 
And  in  the  middle  meadow  took  their  ground. 
Among  themse1ves  the  tumey  they  diyide, 
In  equal  squadron8  rang'd  on  either  side. 
Then  tom*d  their  horses  heads,  and  man  to  man. 
And  steed  to  steed  oppos*d,  the  justs  began. 
They  lightly  set  their  lauces  in  the  rest. 
And,  at  the  sign,  against  each  other  pres8'd : 
They  meŁ     1,  sitting  at  my  ease,  beheld 
The  mix'd  erents,  and  fortunes  of  the  field. 
Some  broke  their  spears,  some  tumbled  horse 

and  man,  < 

And  round  the  field  the  lighten'd  coursers  ran. 
An  hour  and  morę,  like  tides,  in  equal  sway 
They  rush'd,  and  won  by  tums,  and  losl  the  day : 
At  length  the  nine  (who  still  together  held) 
Their  fainting  foes  tu  shamefol  fight  compell'd, 
And  with  resistless  force  o'er-ran  the  field. 
Thus,  to  their  famę,  when  finished  was  the  fight, 
The  yictors  from  their  lofty  steeds  alight : 
Likethemdismounted  all  the  warlike  train. 
And  two  by  two  proceeded  o'er  the  plain : 
Till  to  the  fair  assembly  they  advanc'd, 
Who  ncar  the  secret  aibour  sung  and  danc^d. 
The  ladies  left  their  measures  at  the  sight. 
To  meet  the  chiefs  retuming  from  the  fight. 
And  each  with  open  arms  embrac*d  her  chosen 

knight 
Amid  the  plain  a  spreading  laurel  stood, 
The  grace  and  ornament  of  all  the  wood : 
Thatpleasing  shade  theysought,  a  soft  retreat 
From  sudden  April  showers,  a  shelter  from  the 

heat: 
Her  leafy  arms  with  such  extent  were  spread, 
So  near  the  clouds  was  her  aspiring  head, 
That  hosts  of  birds,  that  wing  the  liquid  air, 
PerchM  in  thf*  boughs,  had  nightly  lodging  there : 
And  flocks  of  sheep  beneath  the  shade  from  far 
Might  hear  the  rattling  hail,  and^intery  war. 
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From  Heaven'8  inclemency  here  (bund  retreat, 
£njoy'd  the  cool,  and  shunn^d  the  scorching  heat; 
A  hundred  knights  might  there  at  ease  abide ; 
And  erery  kntght  a  lady  by  his  side : 
The  trunk  itself  such  odours  did  bequeatb, 
That  a  Moluccan  breeze  to  these  was  common 

breath. 
The  lords  and  ladies  )iere,  approeching,  paid 
Their  homage,  with  a  Iow  obeisance  madę : 
And  seem'd  to  venerate  the  sacred  sbadc 
Theserites  perfonn*d,  their  pleasures  they  pnrsue, 
With  song  of  love,  and  mix  with  pleasures  new  ; 
Around  the  holy  tree  their  dance  they  frume, 
And  every  champion  leads  his  chosen  damę. 

I  cast  my  sight  upon  the  faither  field, 
And  a  fresh  object  of  delight  beheld  : 
For  from  the  region  of  the  west  I  heard 
New  musie  sound,  and  a  new  troop  appear'd  ; 
Of  knights,  and  ladies  roix'd,  a  jolly  band. 
But  all  on  foot  they  march'd,  and  band  in  hand. 

The  ladies  dressM  in  rich  symars  were  seen 
Of  Florence   satin,   flower*d   with   wbite    and 

green. 
And  for  a  shade  betwixt  the  bloomy  gridelin. 
The  borders  of  their  petticoats  below 
Were  guarded  thick  with  rubies  on  a  row ; 
And  every  damsel  wore  upon  ber  head 
Of  flowers  a  garland  blended  wbite  and  red. 
Attir'd  in  mantles  all  the  knights  were  seen, 
That  gratify*d  the  view  with  dieerful  green : 
Their  chaplets  of  their  ladies  colours  were, 
ComposM  of  wbite  and  red,  to  shade  their  shin- 

ing  hair. 
Before  the  merry  troop  the  minstrels  play'd ; 
AU  in  their  master*s  livc  ries  were  array'd, 
And  clad  in  green,  and  on  their  temples  wore 
The  chaplets  wbite  and  red  their  ladies  borę. 
Their  Instruments  wei-e  various  in  their  kind, 
Some  for  the  bow,  and  scme  for  breathing  wind  : 
The  sawtry,  pipę,  and  hautboy's  noisy  band, 
And  the  soft  lute  trembling  beneath  the  touching 

hand. 
A  tuft  of  daisies  on  a  flowery  lay 
They  saw,  and  thitherward  they  bent  their  way ; 
To  this  both  knights  and  dames  their  bomage 

madę. 
And  due  obeisance  to  the  daisy  paid. 
And  then  the  band  of  flutes  began  to  play. 
To  which  a  lady  sung  a  yirelay  : 
And  still  at  every  close  she  would  repeat 
The  burthen  of  the  song,  "  The  daisy  is  so  sweet." 
**  The  daisy  is  so  sweet,"  whenshebegun, 
The  troop  of  knights  and  dames  continued  on. 
The  concert  and  the  voice  so  charm*d  my  car, 
And  sooth^d  my  soul,  that  it  was  Heaven  to  hear. 
But  soon  their  pleasure  pass'd:  at  noon  of  day, 
The  Sun  with  sultry  beams  began  to  play : 
Not  Sinus  shoots  a  fiercer  flame  firom  high, 
W  hen  with  his  poisonous  breath  be  blasts  the  sky : 
Then  droop^d  the  fading  flowers  (tbeir  beauty 

fled) 
•  Andclos'd  their  siekły  eyes,  and  hnng  the  head ; 
And,  rivel'd  up  with  heat,  lay  dying  in  their  bed. 
The  ladies  gasp'd,  and  scarcely  could  respire ; 
The  breatti  tbey  drew,  no  longer  ai  r,  but  fire ; 
The  fainty  knights  were  scorch^d;  and  knew  not 

where 
To  run  for  shelter,  for  no  shade  was  near ; 
And  after  tliis  the  gathering  clouds  amain 
Pom''d  down  a  storm  of  rattling  hail  and  rain : 


And   lightning   flasbM   betwixt:  the  fieTd, 

flowers, 
Bumt  up  before,  were  boried  in  the  sbowen. 
7'he  ladies  and  the  knights,  no  shelter  nigh» 
Barę  to  the  weather,  and  the  wintery  sky, 
Were  dropping  wet,  disconsolate,  and  wan. 
And  tbrough  their  thin  array  recciT'd  the  rain  ; 
While  those  in  wbite,  protected  by  the  tree, 
Saw  pass   in  rain  th'  assault,  and   stood  Iron 

danger  fi>ee. 
But  as  compassion  mov'd  their  gentłe  minds, 
When  ceasM  the  storm,  and  silent  were  the  winds, 
DispleasM  at  what,  not  suffering,  they  had  aeea, 
They  went  to  cheer  the  &ction  d  the  green : 
The  queen  in  wbite  array,  before  ber  band, 
Salutins?,  took  her  rtval  by  the  band  ; 
So  did  the  knights  and  dames,  with  oourtły  graee^ 
And  with  bchaviour  sweet,  their  foes  embrace : 
Then  thus  the  queen  with  laurd  on  her  brow^ 
"  Fair  sister,  I  have  suffer'd  in  your woe  ; 
Nor  shall  be  wanting  aught  wilhin  my  pofwer 
For  your  relief  in  my  r^eshing  bower.'* 
That  other  answer*d  with  a  lowly  look, 
And  soon  thegracious  invitation  took : 
For  ill  at  ease  both  sbe  and  all  her  train 
The  scorching  Sun  had  borne,  and  beatlng  raJu. 
Like  courtesy  was  us'd  by  all  in  white,       [knight 
Each  damę  a  damę  receiv'd,  and  erery  knight  a 
The  laurel  championa  with  their  swords  inrade 
The  neighbouring  forests,  where  the  justs  woe 

madę, 
And  serewood  from  the  rottenhedges  took. 
And  seeds  of  latent  fire  from  flinta  proroke : 
A  cheerful  blaze  arose,  and  by  the  fire 
They  warmM  their  lh>zen  feet,  anddiy'd  tbeir 

wet  attire. 
RefreshM  with  heat,  the  ladies  songht  around 
For  yirtuous  herbs,  which  gather^d  from  the  grounA 
Tliey  squeez'd  the  juice,  and  cooling  ointmesf 

madę,  [skiustbeylaid: 

Which  on  their  sun-bumt  cheeks  aud  their  chapt 
Thensought  green  sallads,  which  they  bodę  theita 
A  BOYereign  remedy  for  inward  heat.  [eat, 

The  lady  of  the  leaf  ordain>d  a  feast. 
And  madę  the  lady  of  the  flower  her  gtiest : 
When  lo,  a  bower  ascended  on  the  pUin,      [tnio. 
With  sudden  seats  ordain'd,  and  laige  for  eitfacr 
This  bower  was  near  my  pleasant  arbour  placd, 
That  I  could  hear  and  see  whatever  p«ss*d : 
The  hidies  sat  with  each  a  knight  b^een, 
DistinguishM  by  tbeir  colours,  white  and  grem ; 
The  vanquish'd  party  with  the  rictors  join'd. 
Nor  wanted  sweet  disoourse,  the  banąoet  cif  the 

mind. 
Mean  time  the  minstrels  play'd  on  either  side,' 
Vain  of  their  art,  and  for  tbe  mastery  ry^d : 
Tlie  sweet  contention  lasted  for  an  honr. 
And  reacb'd  my  secret  arbour  from  the  bower. 

The  Sun  was  set ;  and  Yesper,  to  supply 
His  absent  beams,  had  lightcd  up  the  sky : 
When  Philomel,  ofBcious  all  the  day 
To  sing  the  serrice  of  th»  ensuiiig  May, 
Fled  fiT)m  her  lanirel  shade,  and  wing*d  her  fligfat 
Directly  to  the  ąueen  arrayM  in  wbite; 
And,  hopping,  sat  familiar  on  ber  hand, 
A  new  musician,  and  increas*d  the  band. 

The  goidfinch,  who,  to  shun  the  scalding  beat. 
Had  chang'd  the  medlar  for  a  safer  seat, 
And,  bid  in  bushes,  'scap^d  the  bitter  shower, 
Now  perchM  upon  the  lady  of  the  flower; 
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Aod  dther  son^yter  boMing  ont  tbeir  throats, 

And  ibidiiig  up  their  wiogs,  renew'd  U^eir  notes  : 

As  if  all  day,  prelading  to  the  figbt, 

They  oniy  had  rełiesra>d»  to  siog  by  night : 

Tbe  banąaet  ended,  and  th«  battle  done, 

TlieT  daiic*d  by  star-ligbt  and  tbe  friendly  Moon : 

And  vbeo  tbey  were  to  part,  tbe  laureat  quoen 

Sapply*d  with  steeds  the  lady  of  tfae  green, 

Her  and  ber  train  condncting  on  tbe  way , 

Tbe  Moon  to  fbllow,  and  avoid  the  day. 

Tbis  when  I  saw,  iuqnisitiYe  to  know 
Tbe  Kcret  morał  of  the  mystic  show, 
I  started  from  my  shade,  in  hopes  to  find 
Some  nympb  to  satiafy  my  longing  mind : 
Aod,  as  my  frir  adrenture  fell,  I  found 
A  bdy  all  in  white,  vitb  laurel  crown'd, 
Who  closM  tbe  rear,  and  softly  pac'd  along, 
Itepeating  to^beneił  tbe  formersonf?. 
With  dne  respectmy  body  I  radin'd, 
As  to  fome  betng  of  superior  kind, 
Aod  madę  my  coart  according  to  the  day, 
Wisbing  her  qaeen  and  ber  a  happy  May. 
**  Great  tbanks,  my  d«ttghter,*'irith  a  graciousbow, 
Sbe  said ;  and  I,  who  much  desir^d  to  know ' 
Of  wbeoee  she  was,  yet  fearfiil  how  to  break 
My  mind,  adTentar'd  bumbly  thns  to  speak : 
**  Madara,  might  1  presnme  and  not  offend, 
80  raay  tbe  atars  and  sbining  Moon  attend 
YcNir  uightiy  tpoits,  as  yoo  Youchsafe  to  tell 
Wbat  nymphs  tbey  were  wbo  mortal  forms  excel, 
Aad  wtat  the  knights  who  fought  in  listed  fields 

soweIl.» 
To  this  the  damę  reply^d :  **  Fair  daughter,  know, 
Thai  what  yon  saw  was  aU  a  fairy  show : 
And  all  thoao  airy  shapes  you  now  bebold, 
Were  human  boities  onoe,and  cldth'd  with  eartbly 

mold, 
Oor  soals,  not  yet  prepar^d  for  upper  light, 
I^U  dooihaday  wander  in  the  shades  of  night ; 
Tbis  only  holiday  of  all  tbe  year, 
We  priyiteg^  in  snnsbine  may  appear : 
With  sottgs  and  dance  we  oelebrate  the  day, 
Aod  with  dne  bonours  nsber  in  the  May. 
At  otber  times  we  reign  by  night  alone, 
Aod  postiosp  thrangfa  the  skietf  pnrsae  the  Moon : 
Bot  when  tbe  mora  aiises,  nonę  are  fbnnd ; 
For  cruel  Demogoigon  walks  the  roond, 
And  if  he  flods  a  fiiiry  lag  in  ligbt, 
He  drtTes  the  wretch  before,  and  lashes  into 
night. 

"  All  comteons  are  by  kind ;  and  erer  proud 
With  friendly  oflices  to  help  the  good« 
In  erery  hmd  we  ha^e  a  larger  space 
Tban  wfaat  Is  known  to  yoa  of  mortal  race : 
Where  we  with  green  adom  onr  &iry  bowers, 
And'ev*n  tbis  groye,  nnseen  before,  is  onrs. 
Know  fertber;  erery  lady  cloth'd  in  wbite, 
And,  crown*d  with  oak  and  lanrel  every  knight, 
Are  aerrants  to  the  Łeof,  by  liTeries  known  ' 
Ofinnoceoce;  and  1  myself  am  one. 
Saw  you  not  her  so  gracefiil  to  behold 
lo  white  attire,  and  crown*d  with  radiantgold  ł 
Tbe  ao^ereign  lady  of  our  land  is  she, 
Diana  cal  IM,  the  queen  of  chastity : 
And,  finr  the  spótless  namc  of  maid  she  bears, 
Tbat  agnos  castus  in  her  band  appears ; 
And  aU  ber  train,  with  leafjr  chapleU  crown*d, 
Wete  for  nnblam*d  Tirginity  renownM ; 
But  tbose  tbe  chief  and  highest  in  command 
Who  bear  tbose  holy  bianches  in  their  band : 

voŁ.  ir. 


Tbe  knights  adornM  with  laurel  crowns  are  tbey, 
Whom  death  nor  dangcr  never  could  dismay, 
Yłctorious  names,  who  madę  the  world  obey : 
Who,  whiletheyliv'd,  indeeds  of  anns  excell*d. 
And  after  death  for  deities  were  held. 
But  tbose,  wbo  wear  the  woodbine  on  their  brow, 
Were  knights  of  tove,wbo  never  broke  their  vow  j 
Firm  to  their  plighted  iaith,  aod  ever  free 
From  fears,  and  fickle  chance,  and  jealousy. 
The  lords  and  ladies,  who  the  woodbine  bear, 
As  tnie  as  Tristram  and  Isotta  were." 

"  But  what  are  tbose,**  said  I,  **  th*  unconquer'd 

nine, 
Wbo  crowu*d  with  laurel-wreatbs  in  golden  ar- 

mour  shine  ? 
And  who  the  knights  in  green,  and  what  the  train 
Of  ladies  dressM  with  daisies  on  the  plaiu  ? 
Why  both  the  bands  in  worship  disagree, 
And  some  adore  the  flower,  and  some  the  tree  ?** 
"  Just  is  ypur  suit,  fair  daughter,*'  said  the 

damę: 
"  Tbose  laurePd  chiefs  were  men  of  mighty  famę  j 
Nine  worthies  were  tbey  catl'd  of  different  rites, 
Tbree  Jews,  three  Pagans,  and  three  Christian 

knights. 
These,  as  you  see,  ńde  foremost  in  the  field, 
As  tbey  the  foremost  rank  of  honour  held. 
And  all  i  o  deeds  of  chivalry  exceird : 
Their  temples  wreathM  with   leaves,  that  sŁill 

renew; 
For  deatbless  laurel  is  the  Tictor^s  due : 
Who  bear  the  bows  were  knights  in  Arthur*8  reign, 
Tweke  tbey,  and  tweive  the  peers  of  Charletnain: 
For  bows  the  strength  of  brawoy  arms  imply, 
Emblems  of  valour  and  of  rictory. 
Behold  an  order  yet  of  newer  datę,' 
Doubling  their  number,  equal  in  their  state; 
Our  £ngiand*s  ornament,  the  crown*s  defenoe, 
1q  battle  brave,  protectors  of  their  prince : 
Unchang'd  by  fortunę,  to  their  soTereign  tnie. 
For  which  their  manly  legs  are  bound  with  hlue. 
These,  of  the  garter  calpd,  of  foith  unstain*d, 
In  fighting  fields  the  laurel  have  obtain*d. 
And  well  repaid  the  bonours  which  tbey  gain'd. 
The  laurel  wreaths  were  first  by  Ctesar  wom, 
And  still  tbey  Cesar's  successors  adom  : 
One  leaf  of  tbis  is  immortality. 
And  morę  of  worth  than  all  tbe  world  can  buy.'* 
**  One  doubt  remains,**  said  I,  "  tbe  dames  in 

green, 
What  were  their  qaalities,  and  who  their  queen  ?** 
**  Flora  commands,*'  said  she,  "  tbose  nymphs 

and  knights, 
Who  liv*d  in  slothful  ease  and  loose  delights; 
Who  never  acts  of  honour  durst  pursue, 
The  men  inglorious  kuights,the  ladies  sJl  untrue: 
Who,  nurs'd  in  idleness,  and  train'd  in  courts, 
FassM  all  tbeir precious  boursin  plays  and  sporta^ 
Till  Death  bebind  came  stalking  on,  unseen, 
And  witherM  (like  the  storm)  the  freshness  of 

their  green. 
These,  and  their  mates,  enjoy  their  present  hour, 
And  therefore  pay  their  bomage  to  the  Flower. 
But  knights  in  knightly  deeds  shoold  persevere, 
And  stiU  oontinue  wbat  at  first  they  were; 
Continue,and  proceed  in  ho/iour*6  foir  career. 
No  room  for  cowardioe,  or  duli  delay ; 
From  good  to  better  they  should  urge  their  wny. 
For  tbis  with  golden  spurs  the  chiefs  ate  tn^a.^M, 
With  pointed  rowels  arm'd  to  meud  their  ha«te; 

£ 


50 


DRYDEN'S  POEMS. 


For  this  with  laatir  g  \e%ves  their  brows  are  bouiid ; 

For  Uurel  is  the  sign  of  labour  crownM, 

Wfaich  bears  the  bitter  blast,  nor  shaken  fidls  to 

ground: 
From  Winter  winds  itmilers  no  decay, 
For  ever  fresh  and  fair,  and  every  monthis  May. 
£T'n  when  the  vital  sap  retreats  below, 
£v'n  when  the  hoary  head  is  hid  in  snów ; 
The  life  is  in  the  \eaf,  and  still  between 
The  fits  of  ftdling  snów  appears  the  streaky  green. 
Not  80  the  flower,which  lasts  for  little  space, 
A  8hort-liy'd  good,  and  an  uncertain  grace; 
This  way  and  that  the  feeble  stem  is  driven,      * 
Weakto  sustainthe  stonnsand  injuriesof  Heaven. 
Propp'd  by  the  spring,  it  lifts  aloft  the  head, 
But  of  a  siekły  beauty,  soon  to  shed  } 
In  summer  living,  and  in  winter  dead. 
For  things  of  tender  kind,  for  pleasure  madę, 
Shoot  up  with  swift  increase,  and  sudden  are 
decay»d." 

With  humble  words,  the  wisest  I  could  firame. 
And  proferr^d  seryice,  1  repaid  the  damę ; 
That,  of  her  grace,  she  gare  her  maid  to  know 
The  secretmeaning  of  this  morał  show. 
And  she,  to  prove  what  profit  I  had  madę 
Of  mystic  truth,  in  (ables  first  convey *d, 
Bemanded,  till  tiie  next  retuming  May, 
Whether  the  Leaf  or  Flower  I  would  ol>cy  ? 
I  chose  the  leaf;  she  smilM  with  sober  chear. 
And  wishM  me  fiiir  adventure  for  the  year. 
And  gave  me  charms  and  sigils,  for  dcfence 
Against  tli  tongues  that  scandal  innoceuc^- : 
*'  But  I,>*  sald  she,  "  my  fellows  must  pursue, 
Already  past  the  plain,  and  out  of  yiew.'* 

We  parted  thus ;  I  homeward  spęd  my  way, 
Bewilder'd  in  the  wood  till  dawn  of  day :     [May. 
And  met  the  merry  crew  who  danc'd  about  the 
Then,  late  refreshM  with  sleep,  1  tose  to  write 
The  Tisionary  vigils  of  the  night : 
Blush,  as  thou  may'8t,  my  Little  Book,  with  shame. 
Nor  hope  with  homely  verse  to  porchase  ferae ; 
For  snch  thy  Makcr  chose :  and  so  designM 
Thy  simple  style  to  suit  thy  lowly  kind. 


THE   W  I  FE  OF  BATff, 

HER  TALE. 

In  days  of  old,  whrn  Arthnr  filPd  the  throne, 
Whose  acts  tmA  famę  to  foreign  lands  were  blown ;  • 
The  king  of  elfs  and  little  fairy  queen 
GamboPd  on  heaths,  and  danc'd  on  eyer>'  green ; 
And  wbere  fbe  jolly  troop  bad  led  the  round, 
The  grass  unbidden  rosę,  and  markM  the  ground : 
Nor  dafkling  did  they  glance,  the  silver  light 
Of  Pboebe  ser%-'d  to  guide  their  steps  aright. 
And,  with  their  tripping  pleasM,  prolong   the 

night. 
Her  beams  they  folIowM,  where  at  fuli  she  playM, 
Nor  longer  than  she  shed  her  horns  they  ttay'd, 
Fram  t^eiice  with  airy  flight  to  foreign  lands 

convey*d. 
Above  the  rest  our  Britain  held  they  dear, 
Morę  solem nly  they  kept  their  sabbaths  here. 
And  madę  morę  spacious  rings,  and  reyePd  balf 

the  year. 
I  speak  of  ancient  times,  for  now  the  swain 
Batumi ng  late  may  pass  the  woods  in  yain. 
And  aerer  hope  to  m  •  the  nightly  tiain : 


In  vain  the  dairynow  with  mint  is  dress*^ 

The  dairy-maid  erpects  no  fiury  guest 

To  skim  the  bowls,  and  after  pay  the  fieast. 

She  sighs,  and  shakes  her  empty  sboes  in  vain. 

No  silver  penny  to  reward  her  pain : 

For  priests,  with  prayen  and  other  goodły  geer, 

Haye  madę  the  merry  goblins  disappear ; 

And  where  they  play'd  their  merry  pranks  before, 

Haye  sprinkled  holy  water  on  the  floor : 

And  friars  thatthrough  the  wealthy  regions  ma, 

Thick  as  the  motes  that  twinkle  in  the  smi. 

Resort  to  farmers  rich,  and  bless  their  halls. 

And  exorcise  the  beds,  and  cross  the  walls  : 

This  makes  the  fiiiry  quiTes  forsake  the  plaoe, 

Whcn  once  >tis  hallowM  with  therites  oł  grace: 

But  in  the  waiks  where  wicked  elyes  liave  been, 

The  leaming  of  the  parish  now  is  seen, 

The  midnight  parsou  posting  o^er  the  green, 

With   gown  tuck>d  up,   to  wakes,   ibr  Sondsy 

next; 
With  humming  ale  encouraging  his  test ; 
Nor  wants  the  holy  leer  to  country-girl  betwizt 
From  fiends  and  imps  he  sets  the  yillage  Iree, 
There  haunts  not  any  tncubus  bnt  be. 
The  maids  and  women  need  no  danger  fear 
To  walk  by  night,  and  sanctity  so  near : 
For  by  some  haycock,  or  some  shady  thom, 
He  bids  his  beads  both  eyen  song  and  mom. 

It  80  befel  in  this  king  Arthur's  reign, 
A  lusty  knight  was  pricking  o'er  the  plśin; 
A  bachelor  be  was,  and  of  the  courtly  train. 
It  happcn'd,  as  he  rode,  a  damseł  gay 
In  russet  robes  to  market  took  her  way : 
Soon  on  the  girl  he  cast  an  amorous  eye^ 
So  straight  she  walk*d,  and  un  her  pestenu  higb ; 
If  seeing  her  behind  he  lik'd  her  paoe, 
Now  tumtng  short,  he  better  likes  her  faee. 
He  lights  in  hastę,  and,  fuli  of  youthfal  fire. 
By  force  accomplish'd  his  obscene  desire : 
This  done,  away  herode,  not  unespy*d. 
For  swarming  at  his  back  the  country  cry*d: 
And  onoc  in  yiew  they  nerer  lost  the  stgfat. 
But  seiz'd,  and  pinion'd  brought  to  court  thi 
knight. 

Then  courts  of  kings  were  heM  in  high  renowa, 
Ere  madę  the  common  brothels  of  the  town : 
There,  ylrgins  honourable  yows  reoeiy*d. 
But  chaste  as  maids  in  raonasteries  liT*d  : 
The  king  himself,  to  nuptial  tiea  a  slare. 
No  bad  examp]e  to  bis  poets  gaye : 
And  they,  not  bad,  bnt  in  a  yicious  age, 
Had  not,  to  please  the  prince,  debauch*d  tfae  stafe 

Now  what  should  Arthur  do^     He  lor'd  thf 
knight. 
But  soyereign  monarchs  are  the  sonrce  of  rig^t : 
MoyM  by  the  damsePs  tears  and  common  ciy, 
He  doomM  the  brutal  rarisher  todie. 
But  fiiir  Geneura  rosę  in  his  defence, 
And  pniy'd  so  bard  for  mercy  from  the  prinoe, 
That  to  his  queen  the  king  th'  ofiender  fgK^e, 
And  Icfl  it  in  her  power  to  kill  or  saye : 
This  gracious  act  the  ladies  alł  approye, 
Who  thought  it  much  a  man  should  die  Ibr  love; 
And  with  their  mistress  joinM  inclose  debatę 
(Coyering  their  kindness  withdissembled  faate) 
If  not  to  free  him,  to  proiong  his  fiite. 
At  last  agrecd  they  całPd  bim  by  consent 
Before  the  qneen  and  female  parliament. 
And  the  fair  speaker  rising  from  the  chair, 
Did  thui  the  jndgment  of  the  bouse  dedarcw 
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"Srkiuglkt,  though  I  bate ask'd thy  life,  yet 

Thy  destiny  dependi  opon  my  will : 
lior  iMst  thouotber  sarety  tSian  the  grace 
Notdue  to  tbee  from  oar  offended  race* 
But  u  our  idiid  is  of  a  sofler  mold. 
And  cuDot  blood  witfaoat  a  s\gt%  behoid, 
Ipanttheelife;  resenring  still  the  power 
To  lakę  the  foifeit  when  1  see  my  hour : 
Uojen  thy  ansYer  to  my  next  demand 
Shall  Kt  thee  free  firom  our  aveiiging  hand. 
11eqimtioii,  who0e  flolution  I  require, 
]<»  Wfaat  the  sex  of  women  most  desire  } 
In  tbit  dispute  thy  judges  are  at  stńie ; 
Beware  ;  ibr  on  thy  wit  dependa  thy  life. 
Yet(Iett,  nniiris^d,  unknowingwhat  to  say, 
TImmi  daani  thyaelf )we  giye  thee  fiirther  day : 
A  ymt  is  tiitne  to  wander  at  thy  will ; 
Aad  leani  ftwn  othen,  if  thoa  wanfst  the  skill. 
Bat,  not  to  hoM  our  profier  tum'd  in  scom, 
^oai  wreCies  will  we  have  for  thy  return ; 
Hat  at  the  time  prefixM  thou  ahalt  obey, 
Aml  attiiy  iJ«dge>ft  peril  keep  thy  day.'> 

Woe  was  the  knight  at  thts  8evere  command ; 
Bat  wdl  he  knew  'twas  bootless  to  withstand : 
The  termt  aoeepted  as  the  fiiir  ordain, 
He  pnt  in  bail  far  his  return  again, 
Aad  proBia^d  answer  at  the  day  assignM, 
The  beat,  with  Heaven'8  asststanoe,  he  could  find. 

ffii  leave  thns  taken,  on  his  way  he  went 
With  heavy  heart,  and  fiiU  of  discontent, 
Młidoabting  mndi,  and  fearftil  of  th'  eTent. 
Taas  haid  tfae  tmth  of  tuch  a  point  to  find, 
Ai  wu  not  yet  agreed  among  the  ktnd. 
Thas  on  be  went ;  atill  anxious  morę  and  morę, 
AA*d  all  he  mety  and  knodi^d  at  every  door ; 
£aqiiirMoCnien;  but  madę  his  chief  reąuest 
Ta  kam  from  women  what  they  loT'd  tlie  best. 
Tbey  anawer^d  each  according  to  ber  mind 
To  pletae  benełf,  not  all  the  female  kind. 
^^■e  WM  lor  wealth,  another  wasfbr  place : 
^^oaes, oM  aod  ogly,  wish'da better  face. 
The  vidow*8  wish  was  oftentimes  to  wed ; 
The  wanton  maids  were  all  for  sport  a-bed. 
&>Be8ud  the  aeswere  pleas'd  with  handsome  Iies, 
Aad  aoase  grosa  ilattery  lov'd  without  disguise : 
*'  Tnitb  isy"  aaya  one,  "  he  seldom  iails  to  win 
Whoiatters  well;  for  that*s  oordariing  sin ; 
^at  loni^  attendnnce,  and  a  duteous  mind, 
Will  woit  eT>n  with  the  wisest  of  tbe  kind.'* 
te  thooi^t  the  sex's  prime  felicity 
Wasfrom  the  bonds  of  wedlock  to  be  free: 
iWir  plensnres,  hours,  and  actions,  all  their  own, 
Aad  TmfoutroPd  to  give  aoeount  to  nonę. 
SoBewishahnabnid-^bol;  but  such  are  curst, 
forfaobpeirctac  of  bnśbands  are  the  worst: 
AB  wanen  wonid  be  coonted  chaste  and  wise, 
Nor  AoaU  our  spouaes  see,  but  with  our  eyea ; 
fmkioU  will  prate ;  and  though  they  want  the.  wit 
Tb  fiad  dooe  ^ults,  yet  open  blots  will  hit : 
Thwgh  better  for  their  ease  to  bold  their  tongue, 
Tor  ««inBii4uiid  was  never  in  the  wrong. 
9o  Bsite  enanes,  and  quarreU  last  for  life ; 
fhe  fool,  the  fool  the  wife. 
ay  that  great  delight  ba^e  we, 
Ta  be  for  tmtfa  estoUM,  and  secrecy : 
Aad  eoaalBai.in  one  purpose  still  to  dwell ; 
hi  not  our  hnabands  couusels  to  reveal. 
littbat*aafobie:  for  oursesiafrail, 
lawenkiaf  ratber  tban  not  tell  a  tale. 


Łike  leaky  sieyes  no  sećrets  we  can  hołd : 
Witness  the  iamous  tatę  that  Ovid  told. 

"  Midas  the  king,  as  in  his  book  appears,    « 
By  Phoebus  was  endow'd  with  ass^s  ears, 
Wbich  under  his  long  locks  he  well  conoeaPd, 
As  monarchs  vices  must  not  be  reveal'd, 
Por  fear  the  people  hare  them  in  the  wind, 
Who  long  ago  were  neither  dumb  nor  blind : 
Nor  apt  to  think  from  Hearen  their  title  springs, 
Since  Jove  and  Mars  left  off  begetting  kings. 
This  Midas  knew :  and  durst  communicate 
To  nonę  but  to  his  wife  his  ears  of  state : 
One  must  be  trusted,  and  he  thought  ber  fit, 
As  passing  prudcnt,  and  a  parlous  wit. 
To  this  sagacious  confessor  he  went, 
And  told  ber  what  a  gift  the  gods  had  sent : 
But  told  it  under  matrimonial  seal, 
With  strict  ii^unction  never  to  reveal. 
The  secret  heard,  she  pligfated  him  her  troth, 
(And  sacred  surę  is  erery  woman's  oath) 
The  royal  malady  should  rest  unknown, 
Both  for  her  husband*s  honour  and  her  own; 
But  ne^ertheless  she  pin*d  with  discontent ; 
The  counsel  mmblcd  till  it  found  a  vent. 
Tbe  tbing  she  knew  she  was  oblig'd  to  hide; 
By  interest  and  by  oath  the  wife  was  ty^d ; 
But  if  she  told  it  not,  the  woman  dy^d. 
Loth  to  betray  a  husband  and  a  prince, 
Bnt  she  must  burst,  or  blab;  aiui  no  pretence 
Of  honour  ty'd  her  tongue  from  self-dcfence. 
A  marshy  ground  commodiously  was  near, 
Thither  she  ran,  and  held  her  breath  for  fear, 
I^st  if  a  word  she  spoke  of  any  thing, 
That  word  might  be  the  secret  of  the  king. 
Thus  filii  of  counsel  to  the  fen  she  went, 
Grip*d  all  the  way,  and  longing  for  a  vent ; 
Arriv.*d,  by  pure  necessity  compelPd, 
On  her  majestic  marrow>bones  she  kneerd : 
Thcn  to  the  water^s  brink  she  laid  her  head, 
And,  as  a  bittour  bumps  witbio  a  reed, 
*  To  thee  alone,  O  Lakę,'  she  said,  *  I  tell, 
(And,  as  thy  queen,    command   thee  to  conx- 

oeal): 
Beneath  his  locks  the  king  my  husband  weara 
A  goodly  royal  pair  of  ass'8  ears. 
Now  I  have  eas*d  my  bosom  of  the  pain, 
Tiil  the  next  ionging  fit  return  again.* 

"  Thus  througfa  a  woman  was  the  secret  known ; 
Tell  us,  and  in  effect  you  tell  the  town. 
But  to  my  tale :  The  knigfat  with  heavy  cheer, 
Wanderingin  vain,  had  now  consum'd  the  year : 
One  day  was  oniy  left  to  soItc  the  doubt, 
Yet  knew  no  morę  than  when  he  first  set  out. 
But  home  he  must,  and,  as  th'  award  had  been, 
Yield  up  his  body  captive  to  the  ąueen. 
In  this  despairing  state  he  haptto  ride, 
As  Fortune  led  him,  by  a  forest  side : 
Lonely  the  Tale,  and  fuli  of  horrour  stood, 
Brown  with  the  shade  of  a  religious  wood : 
When  fuU  before  him  at  the  noon  of  night, 
(The  Moon  was  up,  and  shot  a  gleamy  ligtat) 
He  saw  a  quire  of  ladies  in  a  ronnd, 
That  featly  footing  seem'd  to  skim  the  ground : 
Thus  dancing  band  in  hand,  so  light  they  were, 
He  knew  not  where  they  trod,  on  earth  or  air. 
At  speed  he  droTC,  and  came  a  sudden  guest, 
In  hope  where  many  women  were,  at  Teast, 
Some  one  by  chanoe  might  answer  his  request. 
Bnt  foster  than  his  horse  the  ladies  (lew. 
And  in  a  trice  were  Tanish^d  out  of  view. 
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**  One  oniy  hig  remain^d :  but  fouler&r 
Than  grandameapM  in  Indian  forests  are ; 
Against  a  witber'd  oak  she  lean*d  her  weight, 
Propp'd  on  her  trusty  staff,  not  half  upright. 
And  dropp*d  an  aukward  courfsy  to  the  knight. 
Then  said, '  What  makes  you,  sir,  so  lateabroad 
Without  a  guide,  and  this  no  beaten  road  ? 
Or  want  you  aught  that  here  you  hope  to  find, 
Or  trarel  for  some  trouble  in  your  mind  ? 
The  last  1  gness;  and  if  I  read  aright, 
Those  of  our  sex  are  bound  to  senre  a  knight; 
Perhaps  good  counsel  may  your  grief  assuage, 
Then  tell  your  pain;  for  wisdom  is  in  age.' 

'*  To  this  the  knight:  *  Good  mother,  would 
you  know 
The  secret  cause  and  spring  of  all  my  woe  ł 
My  life  must  with  to-morrow^s  light  expire, 
Unlcss  I  tell  what  womeii  most  desire. 
Now  couldyou  help  me  atthis  hardessay, 
Or  for  your  inbom  goodness,  or  for  pay ; 
Yours  is  my  life,  redeem'd  by  your  advioe, 
Ask  what  you  please,  and  1  will  pay  the  prioe: 
The  proudest  kerchief  of  the  court  shall  rest 
Weil  satisfyM  of  what  they  tove  the  best.' 
'  Plłght  me  tby  fiiith,'  quoth  she,  *  that  what  I  ask, 
Thy  danger  over,  and  perfbrm'd  thy  task, 
That  thou  shalt  give  for  hire  of  thy  demand ; 
Here  take  thy  oath,  and  seal  it  on  my  band ; 
I  wariant  thee,  on  peril  of  my  life,  [wife.' 

Thy  words  słudl  please  both  widów,  maid,  aud 
j     **  Morę  words  there  needed  not  to  mo^e  the 
/To  take  her  offer,  and  his  tnith  to  plight.  [knight, 
With  that  she  spread  a  mantle  on  the  ground. 
And,  first  inquirii^  whither  he  was  bound, 
Bade  him  not  fear,  though  long  and  rough  the  way, 
At  court  he  should  arrive  ere  break  of  day ; 
His  horse  should  find  the  way  without  a  guide, 
She  said  :  with  fury  they  began  to  ride, 
He  on  the  midst,  the  bełdam  at  his  side. 
The  horse,  what  devil  dr6ve  I  cftnnot  tell. 
But  onIy  this,  they  spęd  their  joumey  welt : 
And  all  the  way  the  cron^  informM  the  knight, 
How  he  should  answer  the  demand  aright. 

**  To  court  they  came ;  the  news  was  quickly 
Of  his  retuming  to  redeem  his  head.  [spread 

The  female  senate  was  assembled  soon, 
With  all  the  mob  of  women  of  the  town  : 
The  queen  sate  lord  chief  justice  of  the  hall. 
And  bade  thecrier  cite  the  crtminal. 
The  knight  appearM ;  and  silence  they  proclaim  : 
Then  first  the  culprit  answer'd  to  his  name : 
And,  after  forms  of  law,  was  last  rcquir'd 
To  name  the  thing  that  women  most  desir*d. 

"  Th'  ofiisnder,  taught  his  lesson  by  the  way, 
And  by  his  counsel  order'd  what  to  say, 
Thus  bold  htigan :  *  My  lady  liege,'  said  he, 
'  What  all  your  six  desire  is  soTereiimty. 
Tlie  wife  afiects  her  husband  to  command: 
All  must  be  bers,  both  money,  honse,  and  land. 
Tlie  maids  are  mistresses  ev'n  in  their  name; 
And  of  their  servants  fulldominion  claim. 
This,  at  the  peril  of  my  head,  I  say, 
A  bluot  plain  truth,  the  sex  aspires  to  sway, 
You  to  ruie  all,  while  we,  like  slaTes,  obey.' 
There  was  not  one,  or  widów,  maid,  or  wife. 
But  said  the  knight  had  well  descrv'd  his  life. 
Ev*n  fair  Geneura,  with  a  blush,  confessM 
The  man  had  found  what  women  love  the  best. 

'*  Up  starts  the  beldam,  who  was  there  unseen : 
And,  rerertece  madę,  accosted  thus  the  queen. 


<  My  liege,' said  she,  'belbre  tfaecotttarise, 
May  I,  poor  wretch,  find  &vour  in  your  eyea. 
To  grant  my  just  request:  'twaa  I  who  tai^t 
The  knight  this  answer,  and  inapir^d  his  tlioogiMt 
Nonę  but  a  woman  could  a  man  direct 
To  tell  us  wpmen,  what  we  most  afi^t. 
But  first  I  swore  him  on  his  knightly  troth, 
(And  here  demand  performance  of  his  omth} 
To  grant  the  boon  that  nezt  I  should  desłre; 
He  gave  his faith,  and  I  expect  my  hire; 
My  promise  is  fulfiU*d :  I  8av'd  his  life, 
And  claim  his  debt,  to  take  me  for  his  wife.' 
The  knight  wasask'd,  nor  could  his  oath  deny. 
But  hop*d  they  would  not  foroe  him  to  CMHnply. 
The  women,  who  would  rather  wrest  the  taws, 
Than  let  a  sister-plaintiff  lose  the  cause, 
( As  judges  on  the  bench  morę  gracious  are. 
And  morę  attent,  to  brothers  of  the  bar) 
Cry*d  one  and  all,  the  suppliant  should  haTeriglit, 
And  to  the  grandame  hag  adjndg'd  the  knight. 

*'  In  vain  he  sigh'd,  and  oft  with  teara  desir^d, 
Some  reasonable  suit  might  be  requir'd. 
But  still  the  crone  was  constant  to  her  notę : 
The  morę  he  spoke,  the  morę  she  8tretch'd  hn 
In  vain  he  profrer'd  all  his  goods,  to  save   [throat 
His  body  destin'd  to  that  living  grave. 
The  liquori8h  hag  rejects  the  pclf  with  acom; 
And  nothińg  but  the  man  would  serre  her  tnip. 

*  Not  all  the  wealth  of  eastem  kings,*  nid  she, 

*  Have  power  to  part  my  pligfated  love  and  me  i 
And,  old  and  ugly  as  I  am,  and  poor, 

Yet  never  will  I  break  the  fiiith  I  swore  ; 
For  minę  thou  art  by  promise,  during  life:. 
And  I  thy  loving  and  obedient  wife.' 

"  *  My  love !  nay  i^ather  my  damnation  thou,^ 
Said  he :  '  nor  am  I  bound  to  keep  my  yow  ; 
The  fiend  thy  sire  hath  sent  thee  fiom  below, 
Elsę  how  could'st  thou  my  secret  sorrows  know  ł 
Avant,  old  witch,  for  I  renounce  thy  bed  ; 
The  queen  may  take  theforfeit  of  my  head, 
Ere  any  of  my  race  so  foul  a  crone  shall  wed.' 
Both  heard,  the  judge  pronounc'd  against  tła 

knight ; 
So  was  he  many^d  in  his  own  despite: 
And  all  day  after  hid  him  as  an  owi. 
Not  able  to  sustain  a  stghtso  foul. 
Perhaps  the  reader  thinks  1  do  him  Irrong, 
To  pass  the  marriage  feast  and  nuptial  song : 
Mirth  there  was  non<>,  the  man  was  ń-Ja-^Karł, 
And  iittle  courage  had  to  make  his  ooort. 
To  bod  they  went,  the  bridegroom  and  the  bride: 
Was  nevcr  such  an  ilUpair'd  coupłe  tyM  : 
Restless  he  toss^d,  and  tumbled  to  and  fro, 
And  rolPd  and  wriff-gled  forther  off  for  woe. 
The  pood  old  wife  lay  smiłing'  by  his  aide. 
And  caught  him  in  her  qntvering  arms,  andctyM, 

*  When  you  my  ravish'd  predecessor  saw, 
You  were  not  then  become  this  man  of  straw; 
Had  you  been  such,  you  might  hare  '8cap*d  the 

law. 
Is  this  the  custom  of  king  Arthur'8  coort  > 
Are  all  round-table  knights  of  such  a  sort  ? 
Remember  I  am  she  who  say^d  your  life, 
Your  loTing,  lawfol,  and  complying  wife ; 
Not  thus  you  swore  in  your  uuhappy  hour. 
Nor  I  for  this  return  empIoyM  my  power. 
In  timc  of  need,  I  was  your  feithfol  friend  ; 
Nor  did  I  since,  nor  ever  wil),  ofiend. 
Believe  me,  my  lov'd  lord,  'tis  much  unkind; 
What  Fury  has  possessM  your  aHer^d  mind? 
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Ifais  on  my  wedding^-night  wHhout  pretenc^— 
iCome  tom  this  way,  or  tell  me  my  offence. 
Ifnot  your  wile,  lot  reason's  rale  persuade  ; 
jiame  but  my  lault,  amei¥d8  shall  soon  be  madę." 
'Ainends!  nay  thafs  impossible/ said  he; 
'  What  ehange  of  age  or  ugliness  can  be  ? 
Or,  could  Medea^s  magie  mend  thy  face, 
thoQ  art  descended  from  8o  mean  a  race, 
Jbat  nerer  knight  was  match'd  with  such  dis- 


Wfaatwonder,  madam,  if  I  moye  my  side, 
Wben,  if  I  tum,  1  turo  to  such  a  bride  V 

*  And  a  this  all  that  troubles  you  so  Bore  V 

*  Aad  vhat  tbe  óev\l  could'6t  thou  wish  me  morę  ?' 

*  Ah,  Benedicite,'  reply'd  the  crone  : 

*ll)en  cause  of  just  complaining  bave  you  nonę. 

The  remedy  to  thia  were  soon  apply'd, 

Woold  you  be  like  the  bridegroom  to  the  bride  : 

iit,  for  you  say  a  long  descended  race, 

And  vealtfa,  and  dignity,  and  power,  and  place, 

•faks  geotleBien,  and  that  your  high  degree 

b  much  disparag^d  to  be  match^d  with  me ; 

Know  Łhia,  my  lord,  nobility  of  blood 

M  hut  a  glittering  and  fiUlacious  good  : 

He  nobleman  is  he  wfaose  noble  mind 

b  fill'd  with  inboro  worth,  unborrow'd  from  his 

kind. 
Fhe  King  of  Hearen  was  in  a  manger  laid ; 
Ind  took  his  earth  but  from  an  humble  maid  ; 
Iben  what  can  birth,  or  mortal  men,  bestow  ? 
Kace  floods  no  higher  than  their  fbuntains  flow. 
Ife,  who  for  name  and  empty  bonour  striTC, 
par  trae  nobility  from  him  deriye. 
roor  aacestors,  who  puff  your  mind  with  pride, 
lad  Tastestates  to  mighty  titles  ty'd, 
pid  not  yonr  honour,  but  their  own,  advance  ; 
for  YiTtue  comes  not  by  inheritance. 
tyca  tmlineete  from  your  fiither^s  mind, 
iHiat  are  you  elae  but  of  a  bastard^kind  ? 
bo,  aa  your  great  progenitors  have  done, 
had  by  their  Tirtnes  pTove  yonrself  their  son. 
Ib&ther  can  infiise  or  wit  or  grace ; 
I  Biotber  oomea  across,  and  mars  the  race, 
kgiandsire  or  a  grandame  taints  the  blood; 
M  seldom  three  deacents  continne  good. 
^cve  virtne  by  deacent,  a  noble  name 
ftuoJd  nerer  irilianize  his  father's  iame : 
j,  as  the  fint,  the  lastof  all  the  linę 
'aułd  Uke  the  Sun  even  in  descending  shine ; 
;e  fire,  and  bear  it  to  the  darkest  house, 
.^..wizt  king  Arthnr>a  court  and  Caucasus  ; 
f  you  depart,  the  finaei  shall  still  remain, 
bd  the  brigfat  blaze  enlighten  all  the  plain : 
ior,  till  the  fuel  perish,  candecay, 
if  Natare  lbrm'd  on  things  oombostible  to  prey. 
befa  i»  not  man,  who,  minng  better  seod 
Frth  wone,  begcts  a  base  degenerate  breed :   • 
tbe  bad  oormpta  the  good,  and  leavcs  behind 
Ibtnoe  of  all  the  great  begcttcr»s  mind. 
fkt  fiitfaer  ainks  within  his  sou,  we  see, 
Ud  oaen  rtses  in  the  third  degree ; 
I  better  hick  a  better  motber  gi^c, 
Phance  gaye  us  being,  and  by  chance  we  live, 
ladi  as  oor  atoms  were,  eren  soch  are  we, 
Ircsll  it  chanoe,  or  strong' ncccssity : 
hios  loaded  with  dead  weight,  the  will  is  fr«e. 
Ind  thus  it  needa  must  be :  for  seed  conjoin'd 
m  into  natnre>s  work  th'  imperfect  kind  ; 
Pm  fiie,  th'  enUyener  of  the  generał  frame, 
b  one,  iu  opeiation  atiU  the  same. 


Us  principie  is  in  itself :  while  ours 

Works,  as  confederates  war,  with  mingled  powers; 

Or  man  or  woman,  whichsoever  fails : 

And,  oft,  the  vigour  of  the  worse  prevails. 

Ether  with  sulphur  blended  alters  hue. 

And  casta  a  dusky  gleam  of  Sodom  blue. 

Thus,  in  a  brute,  their  ancient  honour  ends. 

And  the  fair  mermaid  in  a  fish  descends  : 

The  linę  is  gone  ;  no  longer  duke  or  earl  ; 

But,  by  himself  degraded,  tums  a  churl. 

Nobility  of  blood  is  but  renown 

Of  thy  great  iathcrs  by  their  virtue  kno?rn. 

And  a  long  trail  of  light,  to  thee  descending 

down. 
If  in  thy  smoke  it  ends,, their  glories  shine ; 
But  infiimy  and  villanage  are  thine. 
Tben  what  I  said  before  is  plainly  show^d, 
The  tnie  nobility  proceeds  from  God : 
Nor  left  us  by  inheritance,  bnt  giyen 
By  bounty  of  our  stars,  and  grace  of  Heaven. 
Thus  from  a  captive  Servius  Tullius  rosę, 
AVhom  for  his  yirtues  the  first  Romans  chose : 
Fabricius  from  their  walls  repelPd  the,fbe, 
Whose  noble  hands  had  exerci8'd  the  plough. 
From  hence,  my  lord  and  Ioyc,  I  thus  conclude, 
That  though  my  homely  ancestors  were  rude, 
Mean  as  I  am,  yet  I  may  have  the  grace 
To  make  you  &ther  of  a  generous  race : 
And  noble  tben  am  1,  when  1  b^n, 
In  Yirtue  cloath*d,  to  cast  the  raga  of  Sin. 
If  porerty  be  my  upbraided  crime. 
And  you  believe  in  Heaven,  there  was  a  time 
When  He,  the  great  controUer  of  our  iate, 
Deigii'd  to  be  man,  and  liy'd  in  Iow  eatate  : 
Wbich  he,  who  had  the  world  at  his  dispose, 
If  poverty  were  vice,  would  never  choose. 
Philosophers  hare  said,  and  poeta  sing, 
That  a  glad  poverty'8  an  honest  thing. 
Content  is  wealth,  the  richea  of  the  mind ; 
And  happy  he  who  can  that  treasure  find. 
But  the  base  miser  stanres  amidst  his  storę, 
Broods  on  his  gold,  and,  griping  still  at  morę, 
Sits  sadly  pining,  and  believes  he^s  poor. 
The  ragged  beggar,  though  he  want  relief, 
Has  not  to  lose,  and  sings  before  the  thief. 
Want  is  a  bittcr  and  a  hateful  good, 
Beconse  its  virt\iesare  notunderstood : 
Yet  many  things,  impossible  to  tbought, 
Have  been  by  need  to  fuli  perfection  brought : 
The  daring  of  the  soul  proceeds  from  thence, 
Sharpneas  of  wit,  and  active  diligence; 
Prudence  at  once,  and  fortitude,  it  give8. 
And,  if  in  patience  taken,  menda  our  Iives ; 
For  ev*n  that  indigencC,  that  brings  me  Iow, 
Makes  me  myself,  and  Him  abore,  to  know. 
A  good  which  nonę  would  challenge,  few  would 

choose, 
A  fair  possession,  whlch  mankind  refuae. 
If  we  from  wealth  to  poverty  descend. 
Want  gives  to  know  the  flatterer  from  the  friend. 
If  I  am  old  and  ugly,  well  for  you, 
No  lewd  adulterer  will  my  love  pursue ; 
Nor  jealousy,  the  bane  of  marryM  life, 
Shall  haunt  you  for  a  wither'd  Homely  wife ; 
For  age  and  ugliness,  as  all  agrfe, 
Are  tbe  best  guards  of  female  chastity. 

"  *  Yet  sińce  1  see  your  mind  is  wordly  bent. 
Pil  do  my  best  to  further  your  content. 
And  tberefore  of  two  gifts  in  my  dispose, 
Think  ere  you  speak,  I  grant  you  leave  ta  choose  ^ 
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Would  yoa  I  should  be  still  deform^d  and  old, 
Kauseous  to  touch,  and  loathsometo  behoid  ; 
On  this  condłtion  to  remain  for  iifo 
A  careful,  tender,  and  obedient  wife, 
In  all  I  can,  contribute  to  your  ease. 
And  not  in  deed,  or  word,  or  thought,  displease  ? 
Or  would  you  rather  bare  me  young  and  fair, 
And  take  the  chance  that  happens  to  your  share  ? 
Temptations  are  in  beauty,  and  in  youth. 
And  how  can  you  depend  upou  my  truth  ? 
Now  weigh  the  danger  with  the  doubtful  bliss, 
And  thank  yourself  if  aught  shoald  feU  amiss.* 

*'  Sore  8igh*d  the  knight,  wbo  this  long  sermon 
heard ;  ' 

At  length,  considering  all,  his  heart  he  chear*d  ; 
And  thus  reply'd  :  *  My  lady  and  my  wife. 
To  your  wise  conduct  I  resign  my  life : 
Choose  you  for  me,  for  well  you  uiiderstand 
The  futurę  good  and  ill,  on  eithcr  Hand  : 
But  if  an  humble  husiiand  may  reąuest, 
ProYJde,  and  order  all  things  for  the  best ; 
Your's  be  the  carc  to  profit,  and  to  please  : 
And  let  your  subject  serrant  take  his  ease.* 

"  *  Then  thus  in  peace,*  quoth  she, « concludes 
the  strife, 
Since  I  am  turn'd  the  husband,  you  the  wife  : 
The  matrimonial  victory  is  minę, 
Which,  haying  fairly  gainM,  I  will  resign  ;  • 
Fonriyć  if  I  haye  sald  or  done  amiss. 
And  seal  the  bargain  with  a  iriendly  kiss  : 
I  promisM  you  but  one  content  to  share, 
But  now  I  wili  beoome  both  good  and  fair, 
No  nuptial  ąuarrel  sball  disturb  your  ease ; 
The  business  of  my  life  shall  be  to  please  : 
And  for  my  beauty,  that,  as  time  shalL  try; 
But  draw  the  curtain  first,  and  cast  your  eye.* 
He  lookM,  and  saw  a  creature  heav€nly  fair, 
In  bloom  of  youth,  and  of  a  charming  air. 
With  joy  he  tumM,  and  seizM  her  ivory  arm ; 
Acd  like  Pygmalion  found  the  statuę  warm. 
Smali  arguments  there  needed  to  prerail, 
A  storm  of  kisses  pour^d  as  thick  as  faail. 
Thus  long  in  mutual  bliss  they  lay  embraCd, 
And  thcir  first  lOTe  continued  to  the  last : 
One  shunshinc  was  their  life,  no  cloud  between  ; 
Nor  evcr  was  a  kinder  couple  secn. 

**  And  so  may  all  our  lives  like  theirs  be  led  ; 
Heaven  send  the  maids  young  husbands  fresh  in 

bed; 
May  widows  wed  as  often  as  they  can. 
And  ever  for  the  better  change  their  man  ; 
And  some  devouring  plague  pursue  their  lires, 
Who  will  not  well  be  goTem'd  by  their  wiyes." 


THE 

CHARACTER  OF  A  GOOD  PARSON. 

A  Parish  priest  was  of  the  pilgrim-train  ; 
An  awfiil,  reverend,  and  religi ous  man. 
His  eyes  difPus'd  a  venerable  grace. 
And  charity  itself  was  in  his  face. 
Rich  was  his  soul,  though  his  attire  was  poor, 
As  God  bad  cloth'd  his  own  ambassador. 
For  such,  on  Earth,  his  bless^d  Redeemer  borę. 
Of  sixty  years  he  seem'd ;  and  well  might  last  • 
To  8ixty  morę,  but  that  be  liyM  Łoo  fiut  j 


RcfinM  himself  to  soul,  to  coib  the  seitae ; 
And  madę  almost  a  sin  of  abstinence. 
Yet,  had  his  aspect  nothing  of  seyere. 
But  such  a  foce  as  promis>d  him  sinoere. 
Nothing  reserv'd  or  sullen  was  to  see : 
But  sweet  regaids,  and  pleasing  sanctity : 
Miłd  was  his  aocent,  and  his  action  free. 
A^ith  oloquenoe  innate  his  tongue  was  arm'd ; 
Though  barsh  the  precept,  yet  the  people  cbarmM 
For,  letting  down  the  golden  cbaio  from  &igh, 
He  drew  his  audience  Upward  to  the  sky : 
And  oft  with  holy  hymns  he  chann*d  tbeir  eut, 
(A  musie  morę  melodious  than  the  spberet) 
For  Dayid  left  him,  when  he  went  to  rest. 
His  iyre ;  and  after  him  he  sung  thebesL 
He  borę  his  great  commission  in  liis  look  : 
But  sweetly  tenoper^d  awe ;  and  solieii'd  ail  b 

spoke. 
He  preach'd  the  joys  of  Heayen,  and  pahii  c 

Heli, 
And  wam'd  the  sinner  with  becomtngzealj 
But  on  etemal  mercy  loy'd  to  dwell. 
He  taught  the  gospel  rather  than  the  law ; 
And  forcM  himself  to  driye;  but  Ioy'd  to  diaw. 
For  Fear  but  freezes  minds  :  but  Loye,  like  heal 
Exha]es  the  soul  sublime,  to  seek  ber  naUve  saa 
To  threats  the  stubbom  sinner  oft  is  bard, 
WrappM  in  łiis  crimes,  against  the  stonn  pn 

par'd; 
But,  when  the  milder  bcams  of  Mercy  play, 
He  melts,  and  throws  his  cumbrous  cloak  amj. 
Lightning  and  thunder  (Heayen's  arfillery) 
As  harbingers  beforeth'  Ałmighty  fly: 
Those  but  proclaim  his  style,  and  disappear  ; 
The  Stiller  sound  sncceeds,  and  God  is  there. 
The  tithes,  his  parish  fheely  paid,  be  took ; 
But  ne\-er  sued,  or  curs^d  with  beli  and  book. 
With  patience  beanng  wrong;  but  ofifering  noM 
Since  every  man  is  free  to  lose  his  own. 
The  country  churls,  aocording  to  their  kind, 
(Whogradge  their  dues,  and  loye  to  be  behiod) 
The  less  he  sought  his  offerings,    pinchM  ti 

morę. 
And  prais*d  a  priest  contented  to  be  poor. 

Yet  of  his  little  he  had  some  to  spare. 
To  feed  the  fiunish*d,  and  to  clothe  the  bare : 
For  mortify^d  he  was  to  that  d^ree, 
A  poorer  than  himself  he  would  not  see. 
True  priests,  he  said,  and  preachers  of  tbewa 
Werę  oniy  stewards  of  their  soyereign  loid ; 
Nothing  was  theirs ;  but  all  the  puUic  ftore: 
Intrusted  riches,  to  relieye  the  poor. 
Who,  ahould  they  steal,  for  want  of  his  relief, 
He  judg*d  himself  aocomplioe  with  the  thiet 

Wide  was  his  parish  ;  not  contracted  dose 
In    sti^eets,    but   here    and  theie   a  atiaggii 

house ; 
Yet  still  he  was  at  hand,  without  Teqiiest, 
To  serve  the  sick  ;  to  sucćour  the  distress*d: 
Tf^mpting,  on  foo^  alone,  without  affrigfat, 
The  dangers  of  a  dark  tempestuous  night. 

All  this,  the  good  old  man  peiform'd  akNie, 
Nor  spar^d  his  pains ;  for  curate  he  had  nonę. 
Nor  durst  he  trust  anotber  with  his  care ; 
Nor  rode  himself  to  PauPs,  the  pubiic  foir,    . 
To  chaifer  for  prefermentwith  his  gold, 
Where  bishoprics  and  sinecures  are  soW, 
But  duły  watch'd  his  flock,  by  night  and  day; 
And  from  the  prowiing  wolf  redeem^d  tbeprey: 
And  hungry  sent  the  wiły  fox  away. 
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The  pffood  he  tam*d,  the  penitent  he  chear^d : 
Nor  to  rebiike  the  rich  offender  fear'd. 
Hłf  pieaching    much,   bat   morę  his   practiee 

WTOlUfbt, 

(A  Ifring  sermon  of  the  tniths  he  taaght) 
For  thts  by  rules  serere  his  life  he  8quar*d : 
That  all  might  see  the  doctrine  which  they  heard. 
For  priesta,  be  said,  are  pattems  for  the  rest 
(Tbe  gold  of  Ueaven,  who  bear  the  Gad  im- 

pren'd):  * 

Bat  vheD  the  preciouB  coin  is  kept  undean, 
Tbe  sovereign's  image  is  no  longer  seen. 
if  tbey  be  fiwd  on  whom  the  people  trust, 
Weil  may  the  baser  brass  contract  a  rast. 

Tbe  prelate,  for  his  holy  life  he  priz'd ; 
Tbe  wordly  pomp  of  prelacy  despisM.  * 
Ub  Saviour  came  not  with  a  gaudy  show  ; 
Nor  was  his  kilkom  of  the  vorld  below. 
Patience  in  want,  and  poyerty  of  mind, 
These  marks  of  church  and  churchmen  he  de- 

signM, 
Aod  liring  taught,  and  dying  left  behind. 
The  crown  he  wore  was  oi  the  pointed  thom  : 
in  porple  he  was  crucified,  not  bom. 
They  who  contend  for  place  and  high  degree, 
Are  Bot  his  sons,  bot  those  of  Zebedee. 

Kot  but  be  knew  tbe  signs  of  earthly  power 
Might  well  become  Saint  Peter*s  successor ; 
The  boly  fiither  holds  a  double  reign,        [plain. 
Tbe  prince  may  keep  his  pomp,  the  fisher  must  be 

Sudi  was  the  saint;  who  shone  with  every 


Reiiecting,  Moses  Uke,  his  Maker's  facf, 
God  saw  his  image  lively  was  expre88'd  ; 
And  his  own  work,  as  in  creatlon,  bless'd. 

The  tempter  saw  him  too  with  enviou&  eye  ^ 
Ąjjó,  as  on  Job,  demaoded  lea?e  to  try. 


He  took  the  time  when  Richard  was  depos^d. 
And  high  and  Iow  with  happy  Harry  clo8'd. 

This  prince,  though  great  in  arms,  the  priest 
withstood :  ■ 
Near  though  he  was,  yet  not  the  next  of  blood. 
Had  Richard,  nnconstrainM,  resign^d  the  throne, 
A  king  can  give  no  morę  than  is  his  own : 
The  title  stood  entaiPd,  had  Richard  had  a  son. 

Conąuest,  an  odious  name,  was  laid  aside,    ' 
Where  al)  submitted,  nonę  the  battle  try'd. 
The  senseless  plea  of  right  by  Providence 
Was,  by  a  flattering  priest,  invented  sińce  ; 
And  lasts  no  longer  than  the  present  sway ; 
But  justifies  the  next  who  comes  in  play.      [dara 

The   people's  right  remains ;  let  those  who 
Dispute  their  power,  when  they  the  jadges  are. 

He  joinM  not  in  their  choice,  because  he  knew 
Worse  might,  and  often  did,  from.  change  ensue. 
Much  to  himself  he  thought;  but  little  spoke ; 
And,  undeprivM,  his  benefice  forsook. 

Now,  through  the  land,  his  cure  of  souls  ha 
stretch*d : 
And  like  a  primitive  apostle  preach^d. 
Still  cbearful ;  eyer  constant  to  his  cali ; 
By  many  fbllow'd ;  lov*d  by  most,  admir'd  by  all* 
With  what  he  begg'd,  his  brethren  he  reUev'd  ; 
And  gave  the  charities  himself  receiv'd. 
Gave,  ^hile  be  taught ;  and  edify'd  the  morę, 
Because  he  show'd,  by  proof,  'twas  easy  to  ba 
poor. 

He  went  not  with  the  crowd  to  see  a  sbrine  ^ 
But  fed  us,  by  the  way,  with  food  diyine. 

In  deference  to  his  virtues,  I  forbear 
To  show  you  what  the  rest  in  orders  were : 
This  brilliant  is  so  spotless,  and  so  bright, 
He  needs  no  foil,  but  shincs  by  his  ywn  proper 
light. 
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BILE  Norman  Tancred  in  Salemo  reignM, 
The  title  of  a  gracious  prince  he  gain'd  ; 
Tin,  tum'd  a  tyrant  in  bis  latter  days, 
He  iost  the  lustre  of  his  former  praise  ; 
And  firom  the  bright  meridian  where  he  stood, 
Bescendii^,  dipp'd  his  hands  in  lorers*  blood. 
This  prince,  of  Fortane's  6Bivour  long  possess'd, 
Yet  was  with  one  fiur  daugbter  only  bless^d. 


And  blessM  he  might  haye  been  with  ber  alone : 
But  oh  1  how  much  morę  happy  had  he  nonę  ! 
She  was  his  care,  his  hope,  and  his  delight. 
Most  io  bis  thought,  and  evei'  in  his  sight : 
Next,  nay  beyond  his  life,  he  held  ber  dear  ; 
She  liv'd  by  him,  and  now  he  liy^d  in  ber. 
For  this,  when  ripe  for  marriage,  he  delay*d 
Her  nuptial  baods,  and  kept  her  long  a  maid, 
As  envying  any  else  should  share  a  part 
Of  what  was  his,  and  claiming  all  ber  heait. 
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At  length,  as  public  decedcy  reąuir^d. 
And  all  his  rassals  eagerly  de8ir'd, 
With  mind  averse,  be  rather  uDderwent 
His  people'8  will,  than  gave  bis  own  consent. 
Su  was  she  tom,  as  from  a  lover's  side. 
And  madę  almost  in  his  despite  a  bride. 

Short  were  ber  roarriage  joys ;  for  in  the  prime 
Of  youth,  ber  lord  eKpii^d  before  bis  time ) 
And  to  ber  father's  court  in  little  space        , 
RestorM  anew,  she  held  a  higber  place ; 
Morę  lov'd,  and  morc  exa]ted  into  grace. 
This  princess,  fresb  and  young,  and  fair  and  wise, 
The  worship'd  idol  of  ber  ibther's  eyes, 
Did  all  ber  sex  in  every  grace  exceed, 
And  had  Bore wit beside  than  womenneed.  [mind, 

Youth,  healtb,  and  ease,  and  most  an  amorous 
To  second  nuptials  had  ber  thoughts  incIinM  : 
And  former  joys  had  lefl  a  secret  sting  behind. 
But,  prodigal  in  erery  otber  grant, 
Her  sire  Idl  unsupplyM  ber  onły  want ; 
And  she,  betwixt  ber  modesty  and  pride, 
Her  wishes,  which  she  could  not  help,  would  hide. 

ResoWd  at  last  to  lose  no  longer  time, 
And  yet  to  please  berself  without  a  crime, 
She  cast  ber  eyes  aroundthe  court,  to  find 
A  worthy  subjectsuiting  to  ber  mind. 
To  him  in  boiy  nuptials  to  be  ty*d, 
A  seeming  widów,  and  a  secret  bride. 
Among  the  train  of  courtiers,  one  she  fbund 
With  all  the  gifts  of  bounteous  Naturę  crown^d, 
Of  gentle  blood  ;  but  one  whose  niggard  Fate 
Had  set  him  lar  below  ber  high  estate ; 
Guiscard  his  naine  was  calPd,  of  blooming  age, 
Now  squire  to  Tancred,  and  before  bis  page  : 
To  him,  the  choice  of  all  the  shiniug  crowd, 
Her  beart  the  noble  Sigismonda  vow'd. 

Yet  hitherto  she  kept  ber  love  conceaPd, 
And  with  those  graces  every  day  beheld 
The  graceful  youth ;  and  every  day  inćreasM 
The  raging  fires  that  bumM  within  her  breast ; 
Some  secret  charm  did  all  her  acts  attcnd, 
A  nd  what  his  fortunę  wanted,  bers  could  mend  ; 
Till,  as  the  fire  will  fbrce  its  outward  way, 
Or,  in  the  prison  pent.  consume  the  prey  ; 
So  long  her  eamcst  eyes  on  his  were  set, 
At  length  their  t^isted  rays  together  met ; 
And  be,  surprisM  with  humble  joy,  8urvey'd 
One  sweet  regard,  shot  by  the  royal  maid  : 
Not  well  assur'd,  wbile  doubtiul  hopes  be  nurs'd, 
A  second  glance  came  gliding  like  the  first; 
And  hc,  wfao  saw  ihć  sharpness  of  the  dart, 
Without  defence  receiv»d  it  in  his  beart. 
In  public,  though  their  passion  wanted  speech, 
Yet  mutual  looks  interpreted  for  eacb ; 
Time,  ways,  and  means  of  meeting  were  deny'd ; 
Bat  all  those  wants  ingenious  Love  supply^d, 
Th*  invrntive  god,  who  never  fiiils  his  part, 
Inspires  the  wit,  when  once  he  warms  the  beart. 

When  Guiscard  next  was  in  the  circle  seen, 
Wbere  Sigismonda  held  the  place  of  queen, 
A  hollow  cane  within  ber  band  she  brougb^ 
Bu    n  the  concave  had  enclosM  a  notę ; 
With  this  she^seem'd  to  play,  and,  as  in  sport, 
To88'd  to  her  Jove,  in  presence  of  the  court ; 
"  Takcit,''8hesaid;  "  and  when  yourneedsreąoire, 
This  little  brand  will  serve  to  light  your  fire.** 
He  took  it  with  a  bow,  and  soon  divin*d 
The  seemiug  toy  was  not  for  nought  design^d : 
But  when  retir*d,  so  long  with  curious  eyes 
He  view*d  his  present,  that  he  found  the  prize. 


Much  was  in  little  writ;  and  all  coiivey*d 
With  cautious  care,  for  fear  to  be  betray'd 
By  some  false  confideut,  or  favottrite  nuaid. 
The  time,  the  place,  the  manner  bow  to 
Were  all  in  punctual  order  plainly  writ: 
But,  sińce  a  trust  must  be,  she  thonght  it  best 
To  put  it  out  of  laymen'8  power  at  least  ; 
And  for  thdr  solemn  vows  prepar^d  a  piiest. 

Guiscard  (ber  secret  purpose  tindeniood) 
With  joy  prepar*d  to  meet  the  coming  good  ; 
Nor  pains  nor  danger  was  re8olv'd  to  spare. 
But  use  the  means  appointed  by  the  &ir. 

Next  the  proud  palące  of  Salemo  ttood 
A  mount  of  rough  ascent,  and  thick  with  wood. 
Througb  this  a  cave  was  dug  with  vBSt  ezpense: 
The  work  it  8eem*d  of  some  suspicioos  prince, 
Who,  when  abusing  power  with  lawless  migbt, 
From  public  justice  would  secore  his  fligfat. 
The  passage  madę  by  many  a  winding  way, 
Reacb*d  ev*n  the  room  in  which  tbe  tyrant  Uy. 
Fit  for  his  purpose,  on  a  lower  floor, 
He  iodg'd,  whose  issue  was  an  iron  door; 
From  whence,  by  stairs  descending  to  the  groimd, 
In  the  blind  grot  a  safe  retreat  he  found. 
Its  outlet  ended  in  a  hrake  o*ergrown        [known, 
With  brambles,  choak'd  by  time,  and  now  on-- 
A  rift  there  was,  which  Arom  tbe  mouDtain*B  height 
Convey*4  a  glimmering  and  malignant  light, 
A  breathing-place  to  draw  the  damps  away, 
A  twilig^t  of  an  interoepted  day. 
The  tyrant'8  den,  whose  use,  though  losŁ  to  famę. 
Was  now  th*  apartment  of  tbe  royal  damę  ; 
The  cavem  oniy  to  ber  father  known. 
By  him  was  to  his  darling  daughter  shown. 

Negleoted  long  she  let  the  secret  rest, 
Till  ŁorerecalPd  it  to  ber  labouring  breast. 
And  hinted  as  the  way  by  Heaven  deaigo^d 
Tbe  teacher,  by  the  means  he  taugfat,  to  bliwL 
What  will  not  women  do,  when  need  inspires 
l'beir  wit,  or  love  their  inclination  fires! 
Though  jealousy  of  state  tb*  invention  found, 
Yet  love  refin'd  upon  the  former  ground. 
That  way,  the  tyrant  had  reserv*d,  to  fly     [nigk. 
Pursuing  beat,  now  serv^d  to  bring  two  Ioyob 
The  damę,  who  longin  vain  bad  kept  the  key, 
Bold  by  desire,  explor*d  tbe  secret  way; 
Now  try'd  the  stairs,  and,  wading  thróiigfa  tJi« 

night, 
Search*d  all  the  deep  recess,  and  issued  into  ligfat 
Ali  this  her  letter  had  so  well  e3tplain*d, 
Th*  instructed  youth  might  compast  what  n~ 

main*d; 
The  cavem*8  raouth  alone  was  bard  to  find^ 
Because  the  path,  disus^d,  was  out  of  mind : 
But  in  what  quarter  of  tbe  oopse  it  lay. 
His  e5^e  by  certain  level  could  surrey : 
Yet  (Cor  the  wood  perplex*d  with  thoms  he  knew) 
A  firock  of  leather  o*er  his  limbs  be  drew  ; 
And,  thus  proWded,  search*d  the  brake  aroond, 
Till  the  choak'd  entry  of  the  oave  he  fbund. 

Tbus,  all  prepar*d,  the  promisM  hour  arrivM 
So  long  eacpected,  and  so  well  contriv'd :  * 
With  Love  to  friend,  th'  impatient  lovcr  went, 
Fenc*d  from  the  thoms,  and  trod  the  deep  desceot 
The  conscious  priest,  who  was  suboni*d  before, 
Stood  ready  posted  at  the  postem  door; 
The  maids  in  distant  rooms  were  sent  to  rest. 
And  npthing  wanted  but  th'  invited  guesŁ 
He  came,  and  knockiug  thrice  without  delay, 
Tbe  longing  lady  heard,  and  tornad  the  key; 
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At  onoe  iDTaded  him  with  all  ber  channs, 
And  Łhe  first  step  he  madę  was  in  her  anns : 
Tbe  leatbeni  outside,  boisteroos  as  it  was, 
GaTe  waj,  and  bent  beneath  her  strict  embraoe  : 
Od  eitfa«r  side  the  kisses  fiew  so  thick, 
That  neitbfer  he  nor  she  had  breath  to  speak. 
The  holy  mao,  amazM  at  what  he  saw. 
Madę  batte  to  sanctify  the  bliss  by  law; 
And  nitttter*d  fest  the  matrimony  o'er, 
For  fear  committed  sin  sbould  get  before. 
His  work  perfonmM,  heleft  the  pair  aione, 
Because  he  knew  he  conld  not  go  too  soon ; 
His  pieseiice  odions,  whea  his  task  was  done. 
What  tfaoii^ts  he  had  beseems  me  not  to  say ; 
ThfMigfa  aome  sarmise  he  went  to  fast  and  pray, 
And  aeeded  both  to  diire  Łhe  tempting  thoughts 
away. 
The  fbe   once  gone,  they  took  their  fuli  de- 
Hght: 
Twas  restless  lage,  and  tempest  all  the  night ; 
For  greedy  Love  each  moment  would  employ, 
And  grudg*d  the  shortest  panses  of  their  joy. 

Thos  were  their  lores  anspiciousły  begun, 
And  thus  with  secret  care  were  carried  on. 
The  sitealth  itsełf  did  appetite  restore, 
And  look'd  so  like  a  sin,  it  pleasM  the  more. 
Tberare  was  now  become  a  common  way, 
The  wicket,  often  openM,  knew  the  key : 
Łore  rioted  secore,  and,  tong  enjoy'dy 
Was  ever  eager,  and  was  never  cloy'd. 

Bot  as  extreme8  are  short,  of  ill  and  good, 
And  tides  at  higfaest  mark  regorge  their  flood ; 
So  Fate,  that  could  no  more  improve  tbeir  ji>y, 
Took  a  maliciotts  pleasure  to  destroy. 

Taocred,  wfao  ibiMiły  lov*d,  and  whose  delight 
Was  plac'd  in  his  fair  daughter's  daily  sight, 
Of  costois,  when  his  state  affłirs  wcne  done, 
Woold  pass  his  pleasing  hours  with  her  alone ; 
And,  as  a  Cstthei^s  privilege  allow'd, 
Witfaout  aŁtendance  of  th'  officious  crowd. 

It  happenM  once,  that  when  in  heat  of  day 
He  try*d  to  sleep,  as  was  his  usua]  way, 
The  balzny  slumber  fled  bis  wakefdl  eyes, 
And  fbrc^d  him,  in  his  own  despite,  to  rise : 
Of  aleep  Ibrsaken,  to  relieve  his  care, 
He  aoaght  the  conirersation  of  the  lair ; 
But  with  her  train  of  damsels  she  was^ne, 
Ib  sbady  waiks  the  scorching  heat  to  ^un : 
He  would  not  viołate  that  sweet  recess. 
And  foond  besides  a  welcome  heaviness, 
That  seiz'd  his  eyes^  and  slumber,  which  forgot 
When  calPd  before  to  come,  now  came  unsought 
From  lig^t  retir'd,  behind  his  daughter'8  bed, 
fle  for  approaching  sleep  compos'd  his  head  j 
A  <diair  was  ready,  for  that  use  design'd, 
So  qaiłted,  that  he  lay  at  ease  reclin'd ; 
The  eortaiiis  closely  drawn,  the  light  to  skreen, 
As  if  he  had  contriT'd  to  lie  unseen : 
Thas  coTer^d  with  an  artificial  night, 
Sleep  dfd  his  office  soon,  and  seał'd  his  sight. 

With  HeaTen  avene,  in  this  ill-omen'd  hour 
'Was  Guiscard  summon^d  to  the  secret  bower, 
And  the  iair  nympb,  with  expectation  fir^d, 
From  her  attending  damsels  was  rctir'd : 
For,  tme  to  lo^e,  she  mcasur'd  time  so  right, 
As  not  to  miss  one  moment  of  delight. 
The  garden,  seated  on  the  level  floor, 
She  left  behind,  and,  locking  every  door, 
Tbonght  all  secore ;  but  little  did  she  know, 
Blind  to  her  &te,  she  had^^endosM  her  fb«. 


Attending  Ouiscard,  in  bis  leathemfrock, 
Stood  ready,  with  his  thrice-repeated  knock : 
Thrice  with  a  doleful  sound  thcjarringgi^ate 
Rung  deaf  and  hoHow,  and  presag'd  their  fate. 
The  door  unlockM,  to  known  delight  they  hastę. 
And,  panting  in  each  other's  arms  embrac'd, 
Rush  to  the  conscious  bed,  a  mutual  freigfat, 
And  heedless  press  it  with  their  wonted  weight. 

The  sudden  bound  awak'd  the  sleeping  sire. 
And  show*d  a  sight  no  pareni  can  desirc ; 
His  openiflg  eyes  at  once  with  odious  view 
The  love  discover*d,  and  the  lover  knew : 
He  would  haye  cry'd ;  but  hoping  that  he  dreanit, 
Amazement  ty^d   his   tongue,  and   stopp'd  th' 

attempt. 
Th*  ensuing  moment  all  the  truth  declar'd. 
But  now  he  stood  collected,  and  prepar'd, 
For  malice  and  revenge  had  put  him  on  his 

guard. 
So  like  a  lion,  that  unheeded  lay, 
Dissembling  sleep,  and  watchful  to  betray, 
With  inward  ragę  he  medttates  his  prey. 
The  thoughtless  pair,  indulging  their  desires ; 
Altemate,  kindled,  and  then  quench'd  their  fires  ; 
Nor  thinking  in  the  shades  of  denth  they  play^d, 
Fuli  of  themselres,  themseWes  alone  survey'd. 
And,  too  secure,  were  by  themsdyes  betiay*d. 
Long  time  dissoWd  in  pleasure  thus  they  lay, 
TiU  naturę  could  no  more  suffice  their  play; 
Then  rosę  the  youth',  and  througfa  the  caye  again 
Retnm'd;  the  princess  mingled  with  her  train. 

ResolyM  his  unripe  yengeance  to  defer, 
The  royal  spy,  when  now  the  coastwas  elear, 
Sought  not  the  garden,  but  retir*d  unseen. 
To  brood  in  secret  on  his  gather^d  spleen, 
And  methodize  reyenge :  to  death  he  griey^d ; 
And,  but  he  sawthe  crime,  had  scarce  beliey*d. 
Th'  appointment  for  th'  ensuing  night  he  beard; 
And  therefore  in  the  cayem  had  preparM 
Two  brawny  yeomen  of  his  trusty  guard. 

Scarce  had  unwary  Ouiscard  set  his  foot 
Within  the  foremost  entrance  of  the  grot, 
When  these  in  secret  ambush  ready  lay ; 
And  rushing  on  the  sudden  seizM  the  prey : 
Bncumber^d  with  his  irock,  without  ddfence, 
An  easy  prize,  they  led  the  prisoner  thence, 
And,  as  commandecl,brought  before  the  prince. 
The  gloomy  sire,  too  sensible  of  wrong. 
To  yent  his  ragę  in  words,  restrain*d  his  tongue. 
And  only  said,  "  Thus  seryants  are  preferr*d, 
And,  trusted,  thus  their  soyereigns  they  reward. 
Had  I  not  seen,  had  not  these  cycs  receiv'd 
Too  elear  a  proof,  I  could  not  have  believ*d." 

He  pausM,  and  choak'd  the  rest.    The  youth. 
His  forfelt  life  abandon'd  to  the  law,        [who  saw 
The  jodge  the  accuser,  and  th'  offence  to  him 
Who  had  both  power  and  will  t'  ayenge  the  crime. 
No  yain  defence  prepaWd;  but  thus  reply*d; 
"  The  iaults  of  love  by  Love  are  justify'd : 
With  unresistcd  might  the  monarch  reigns, 
He  leyels  mountains,  and  he  raises  plains  ; 
And,  not  regarding  diffcrence  of  degree, 
Abas'd  your  daughtcr,  and  exalted  mc." 

This  bold  return  with  sceming  patience  heard, 
The  prisoner  was  remittod  to  the  guard. 
The  suUen  tyrant  slept  not  all  the  night, 
But,  loneły  walking  by  a  winking  light, 
Sobb'd,  wept,  and  groaii'd,  and  beat  his  wither'd 

breast, 
But  would  not  Yiolate  his  daughter^s  rest ; 
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Who  long  expecting  lay,  for  bliss  prepar'dy 
Ltstening  for  noise,  and  griev*d  that  nonę  sbe 

heard; 
Oft  rosę,  and  oft  in  vain  employ*d  the  key, 
And  oft  a<2cus'd  her  lover  of  delay ; 
And  pass'd  the  tedious  hoiirs  in  anxiou8  thoughts 
avay. 

The  morrow  came ;  and  at  his  osual  hoar 
Old  Tancrcd  vi8ited  his  danghter'8  bower  ; 
Her  cheek  (for  such  his  custom  was)  he  kiss^d, 
Then  biess  d  her  kneeling,  and  her  maids  dis- 
'The  royai  dignity  tbus  fer  maintain*d,      [miss^d. 
Now  Idl  in  private,  he  no  longer  fSeign*d ; 
But  ali  at  once  his  grief  and  ragę  appear'd, 
And  floods  of  tears  ran  trickling  down  his  beard. 

"  O  Sigismonda,''  he  began  to  say : 
Thrice  be  began,  and  thrice  was  forc'd  to  stay, 
Till  words  with  often  trying  found  their  way : 
*'  I  thought,  O  Sigismonda,  (but  how  blind 
Are  parents'  eyes,  their  children's  faults  tofind!) 
Thy  virtue,  birth,  and  breeding  wcre  above 
A  mean  desire,  and  vuigar  sense  of  love : 
Nor  less  than  sight  and  hearing  couid  convince 
So  fottd  a  father,  and  so  just  a  prince, 
Of  soch  an  anforeseen  and  unbelievM  offenoe. 
Then  what  indignant  sorrow  must  I  have 
To  see  thee  lie  subjected  to  my  8lave  1 
A  man  so  smeliing  of  the  people^s  iee, 
The  court  receiv'd  him  fint  for  charity ; 
And  sińce  with  no  deg^ee  of  honour  grac'd. 
But  only  suffer^d,  where  he  first  was  plac'd. 
A  groveiling  insect  stiii  $  and  so  design^d 
By  Nature's  band,  nor  bom  of  noble  kind : 
A  thing,  by  neither  man  nor  woman  priz^d, 
Andsicarcely  known  enough  to  bedespis'd. 
To  «hat  bas  Heaven  reserv'd  my  age }  Ah!  why 
Should  man,  wben  Naturę  ealls,  not  choose  to  die, 
Kather  than  stretch  the  span  of  life,  to  find 
Such  iiis  as  Fate  has  wiseiy  cast  behind. 
For  those  to  fcel,  whom  foud  desire  to  iive 
Makes  covetou6  of  morę  than  life  can  give ! 
Bach  has  his  share  of  good ;  and  when  'tis  gone, 
The  guest,  though  hungry,  cannot  rise  too  soon. 
But  I,  expecting  morę,  in  my  own  wrong 
Protracting  iifej^  have  liv'd  a  day  too  long. 
If  yesterday  could  be  recalPd  again, 
£v'n  now  would  I  concłude  my  happy  reign ; 
But  'tis  too  late,  my  glorious  race  is  run, 
And  a  dark  cioud  o^ertakes  my  setting  sun. 
Had*Bt  thou  not  lov'd,  or  loving  6av'd  the  shame, 
If  not  the  sin,  by  some  iliustrious  name, 
This  little  comfort  had  reliev'd  my  mind, 
'Twas  fiailty,  not  unusual  to  thy  kind : 
But  thy  Iow  ĆłU  beneath  thy  royal  blood 
Shows  downwaitl  appetile  to  mix  with  mud: 
Thus  not  the  least  excuse  is  lelt  for  the^ , 
Nor  the  least  refuge  fur  unhappy  me. 

'*  For  him  I  have  resoiv'd:  whom  by  surprise 
I  took,  and  scarce  can  cali  it,  in  disguise; 
Fo/  such  was  his  attire,  as,  with  intent 
Of  Naturę,  suited  to  his  mean  descent : 
The  harder  question  yet  remains  behind, 
What  pains  a  parent  and  a  prince  can  find 
To  punish  an  ofience  of  this  degenerate  kind. 

"  As  I  have  lov*d,  and  yet  1  love  thee  morę 
Ulan  eyer  £^her  lov'd  a  child  before ; 
So  that  indulgence  draws  me  to  forgirej 
Naturo,  that  gave  thee  life,  would  have  thee  live; 
But,  as  a  public  parent  of  the  state, 
My  justice,  and  thy  crime,  reąuiies  thy  fiite. 


Fain  would  I  choose  a  middle  coorae  to  slieer; 
Nature'8  too  kind,  and  Justice  too  seterej 
Speak  f3r  us  both,  and  to  the  balancebring 
On  either  side  the  &ther  and  the  king. 
Hearen  knows,  my  heart  is  bent  to  &¥oor  thee; 
Make  itbut  scanty  weight,  and  łeave  the  restto  om." 

Herę  stopping  with 'a  sigh,  he  pour*d  a  fiood 
Of  tears, 'to  make  his  last  espressiou  good. 
She,  who  had  beard  him  speak,  nor  saw  alone 
The  secret  condiict  of  ber  love  was  known. 
But  he  was  taken  who  her  soul  po88ess'd, 
Felt  all  the  pangs  of  sorrow  in  her  breast. 
And  little  wanted,  but  a  woman's  heart, 
With  cries  and  tears  had  testifyd  her  smart  j 
But  inbom  Worth,  that  Fortune  can  oontrol, 
New  stniug  and  stificr  bent  her  softer  soul ; 
The  heroinę  assum'd  the  woman'8  place, 
ConfirmM  her  mind,  and  fortify^d  her  fiuse : 
Why  should  she  beg,  or  what  could  she  pretend, 
Wben  her  stem  iather  had  condcmn*d  her  friend? 
Her  life  she  might  have  had;  but  her  despair 
Of  8aving  his,  had  put  it  past  her  care  i 
Resoiv>d  on  &te,  she  would  not  lose  ber  breath. 
But,  rather  than  not  die,  solicit  death. 
Fix'd  on  this  thought,  she,  not  as  women  use, 
Her  &ult  by  common  frailty  would  ezcuse; 
But  boldly  justify'd  her  Innocence, 
And  while  the  fact  was  ownM,  deny^d  th'  offenoe: 
Then  with  dry  eyes,  and  with  an  open  look, 
She  met  his  glance  nud-way,  and  thus  undannie4 
"  Tancred,  1  neither  am  dispos'd  to  make  ^spoke; 
Reque8t  for  life,  nor  oiTer'd  life  to  take; 
Much  less  deny  the  deed;  but  least  of  all 
Beneath  pretended  justioe  weakly  finU. 
My  words  to  sacrod  truth  shall  be  confin^d. 
My  deeds  shall  show  the  greatness  of  my  mi:il» 
Tłutt  1  ha\'e  lov'd,  1  own ;  that  still  I  Iove, 
I  cali  to  witness  all  the  powers  above : 
Yet  morę  1  own :  to  Ouiscard's  love  I  give 
The  smali  remaining  time  1  have  to  IWe^ 
And  if  beyond  this  life  desire  can  be. 
Not  Fate  itself  shall  set  my  passion  firee. 
This  first  avow'd;  nor  folly  warpM  my  mind. 
Nor  the  frail  texture  of  the  female  kind 
BetrąyM  my  virtue :  for,  too  well  I  knew 
What  honour  was,  and  Honour  had  his  due: 
Before  the  holy  priest  my  vows  were  ty'd, 
So  came  1  not  a  strumpet,  but  a  bride. 
This  for  my  famę,  and  for  the  public  voice: 
Yet  morę,  his  merits  justify'd  my  choice : 
Which  had  they  not,  the  first  electioa  tbine» 
That  bond  dissolv*d,  the  next  is  freely  minę; 
Or  grant  I  err^d,  (which  yet  I  must  deny) 
Had  parents  pow'r  ev'n  second  yows  to  tie, 
Thy  little  care  to  mend  my  widow'd  ni^hts, 
Has  forc*d  me  to  recourse  of  marriage  rites. 
To  fiu  an  empty  side,  and  follow  known  deligbts. 
What  have  I  done  in  tliis,  desenring  blame  ? 
State-laws  may  alter:  Nature'8  are  the  same; 
Those  are  usurp'd  on  helpless  woman-kind. 
Madę  without  our  consent,  and  wanting  power 
to  bind. 

'*  Thou,  Tancred,  better  should  haye  understood, 
That  as  thy  iather  gave  thee  flesh  and  blood, 
So  gav'st  thou  me :  not  firom  the  quarry  hew^d. 
But  of  a  softer  mould,  with  sense  endu^d  ; 
£v'n  softer  than  thy  own,  of  suppler  kind. 
Morę  exquisite  of  taste,  and  morę  than  man  refinU 
Nor  need'st  thou  by  thy  daughter  to  be  told, 
Though  now  thy  spritely  blood  with  age  be  cdd, 
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lVm  hastbeen  yornig:  aad  canst  remember  tttU, 
Ttet  wfaen  tliou  hadft  the  power,  thou  hadst  the 

wUl; 
And  Iroin  tbe  past  experieiioe  of  thy  fires, 
Caittt  tell  wHh  what  a  ttde  oar  strong  desirea 
Come  rushing  on  ia  yooth,  and  what  their  ragę 
requirea. 

"  And  grant  thy  yonth  was  esercis^d  in  arms, 
Wben  L6ve  no  leisare  ibund  for  softer  charms, 
My  tender  age  in  lnxury  was  train'd, 
With  idle  ease  and  pageants  entertain^d ; 
My  houra  my  own,  my  pleasures  unrestrain^d. 
So  bred,  no  wonder  if  I  took  the  bent 
That  seemM  erhi  warianted  by  thy  consent; 
For,  wben  the  iathcr  is  too  fondły  kind. 
Soch  seed  he  sows,  such  harvest  shall  he  find. 
Blame  then  thyself,  as  reason's  law  reąuires, 
(Since   Naturę   gave,  and  thou  Ibment^st  my 

fires) 
If  still  tbose  appetłtes  continue  strong, 
Thon  may'st  consider  I  am  yet  but  young : 
CóDsider  too,  that,  haying  been  a  wife, 
1  mast  have  tasted  of  a  better  life ; 
And  am  not  to  be  blam'd,  if  I  renew 
By  lawfal  means  the  joys  which  tben  I  knew. 
Wheie  %vas  tbe  crime,  ii  pleasnre  1  procur^d, 
Yonng,  and  a  woman,  and  to  bliss  inur^d! 
Il^at  was  my  ease,  and  this  is  my  defenoe: 
I  pleas'd  myseif,  1  shunn'd  incontinence, 
And,  ni^d  by  strong  dcaires,  indulg^d  my  sense. 

"  Leit  to  mysdf,  I  must  avow,  I  strove 
From  public  sham^  to  screen  my  secret  łore. 
And,  wel)  acąuainted  with  thy  natiye  pride, 
EndeaYour^d  what  I  could  not  help,  to  hide ; 
For  which  a  woman's  wit  an  easy  way  suppiy^d. 
How  this,  so  well  contri^d,  so  dosely  laid. 
Was  known  to  thee,  or  by  what  chance  betray'd, 
Is  not  my  care;  to  please  thy  pride  alone, 
I  conld  ba^e  wish'd  it  kad  been  still  unknown. 

"  Nor  took  1  Ouiscard  by  blind  foncy  led, 
Or  hasty  choice,  as  n»ny  women  wed ; 
But  with  delibeiate  care,  and  ripen'd  thought, 
At  tcisare  first  designM,  before  I  wrought: 
On  him  I  rerted,  after  loug  debatę. 
And,  not  without  considering,  flx'd  my  fate: 
His  ftame  was  eqnal,  thougb  by  minę  inspir'd; 
(For  so  tbe  difRerence  of  onr  birth  requir'd) 
fiad  he  been  bom  like  me,  like  me  his  love 
Had  fintbegon,  what  mioe  was  forc^d  to  move: 
But  thna  bc^nning,  thus  we  perseyere; 
Onr  passions  yet  continue  what  they  were, 
Nor  lengib  of  Łrial  makes  onr  joys  the  less  sincere. 
At  this  my  dioice,  thougb  not  by  thine  allow>d 
(Thy  jud^ent  herding  with  the  common  crowd) 
Thon  tak'st  onjust  oflfence;  and,  led  by  thcm, 
Dost  less  the  merit,  than  the  man  esteeuL 
Too  sbarply,  Tancred,  by 'thy  pride  bctray'd. 
Hast  thon  against  tbe  laws  of  kind  inveigh'd: 
For  all  th'  offence  is  in  opinion  plac*d, 
Which  deems  higb  birth  by  lowly  choice  debas*d. 
This  thought  alone  with  iiiry  fires  thy  breast 
(For  boly  marriage  justifies  the  rest) 
That  I  bare  sunk  the  glories  of  the  state. 
And  mix'd  my  blood  with  a  plebeian  matę; 
In  wbich  I  wonder  thon  ahould'st  oversee 
Superior  causes,  or  impute  to  me 
The  fiuilt  of  Fortune,  or  the  Fates'  decree. 
Or  cali  it  HeaTen'8  imperial  power  alone, 
Wbich  moves  on  springs  of  justice^  thougb  un- 
known. 


Yet  this  we  see,  thougfa  order'd  for  the  bett, 
The  bad  eialted,  and  the  good  oppress'd ; 
Pennitted  laurels  grace  the  lawless  brow, 
Th'  unworthy  rais*d,  the  worthy  cast  below. 

"  But  leaying  that:  search  we  the  secret  springs, 
And  backward  tracę  the  principles  of  things; 
There  shall  we  find,  that  when  the  world  began. 
One  conunon  mass  compo8'd  the  mould  of  man; 
One  pastę  of  flesh  on  all  degrees  bestowM, 
And  kneaded  up  alike  with  moistening  blood. 
The  same  Almighty  Power  inspir*d  the*  frame 
With  kindled  life,  and  formM  the  souls  the  same : 
The  faculties  of  intellect  and  will  [skill, 

DispensM  with  equal  band,  dispos'd  with  equai 
Like  liberty  indulg'd  with  choioe  of  good  or  ill : 
Thus  bom  alike,  from  Tirtue  first  began 
The  difference  that  distinguish'd  man  from  man : 
He  claim'd  no  title  from  descent  of  blood, 
But  that  which  madę  him  noble  madę  him  good : 
Warm'd  with  morę  particles  of  hearenly  flame, 
He  wing^d  his  uprigfat  flight,  and  soar^d  to  £eime; 
The  restremain^d  below,  a  tribe  without  a  name. 

"  This  law,  though  custom  now  direrts  the 
As  Natnre*s  institute,  is  yet  in  foroe ;       [oourse, 
UncancellM,  though  disus'd  ;  and  he,  whose  mind 
Is  rirtuous,  is  alone  of  noble  kind ; 
Though  poor  in  fortunę,  of  celestial  race  ; 
And  he  commits  the  crime  wbo  calls  him  base. 

*'  Now  lay  the  linę ;  and  measure  all  thy  court, 
^By  inward  virtue,  not  extemal  port; 
And  find  whom  justly  to  prefer  above 
The  man  on  wbom  my  judgment  plac^d  my  lorę: 
So  shalt  thou  see  his  parts  and  person  shine ; 
And,  thus  compared,  the  rest  a  base  degenerata 

linę. 
Nor  took  I,  when  I  first  sur^eyM  thy  coort. 
His  Talour,  or  his  yirtues,  on  report; 
Bot  trasted  what  I  ougfat  to  trast  alone, 
Relying  on  thy  eyes,  and  not  my  own ; 
Thy  praise  (and  thine  was  then  the  public  voice) 
First  recommended  Guiscard  to  my  choice: 
Directed  thus  by  thee,  I  lookM,  and  found 
A  man  1  thou^t  deserving  to  be  crown'd ; 
First  by  my^fiither  pointed  to  my  sight. 
Nor  less  conspicuous  by  his  native  light; 
His  mind,  his  mień,  the  ieatures  of  his  foce, 
Excelling  all  the  rest  of  human  race ; 
Tbese  were  thy  thoughts,  and  thou  ćbuld*st  jndge 

arigfat, 
Till  interest  madę  a  janndice  in  thy  sight ; 
Or  should  1  grant  thou  didst  not  rightly  see ; 
Tben  thou  wert  first  deceiT^d;  and  I  deceiv*d  by 

thee. 
But  jf  thou  shalt  alledge  through  pride  of  mind, 
Thy  blood  with  one  of  base  condition  join*d, 
Tis  iaise ;  for  tis  not  baseness  to  be  poor; 
His  poverty  autnnents  thy  crime  tbo  morę ; 
Upbfaids  thy  justioe  with  the  scant  regard 
Of  worth ;  whom  princes  praise,  they  should  re- 

ward. 
Are  these  the  kings  intrusted  by  the  crowd 
With  wealth,  to  be  dispensM  for  common  good? 
The  people  sweat  not  for  their  kJng's  delight, 
T*  enrich  a  pimp,  or  raise  a  parasite  ; 
Theirs  is  the  toil ;  and  he,  who  well  bas  serv*d 
His  country,  has  his  conntry'8  wealth  de8erv*d. 
£y*n  mighty  monarchs  oft  are  meanly  bom, 
And  kings  by  birth  to  lowest.  rank  return ; 
All  subject  to  the  power  of  giddy  Chanoe, 
For  Fortune  cau  depress,  or  can  adyanoe: 
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But  true  nobility  is  ofthe  mind. 

Kot  ^iven  by  chance,  and  not  to  chanoe  des)gn'd. 

For  tbe  remaining  doubt  of  thy  decree, 

Wbat  to  resolve,  and  \xovr  dispose  of  me. 

Be  warnM  to  cast  tbat  uaeless  care  aside, 

Myself  aione  will  for  myself  provide, 

If,  in  thy  doting  and  decrepit  age, 

Thy  soui,  a  stranger  in  thy  youth  to  ragę, 

Begins  in  cruel  deeds  to  take  delight, 

Gqr^e  with  my  blood  thy  barbarous  appetite  ; 

For  I  so  little  am  dispos^d  to  pray 

For  life,  I  would  not  cast  a  wł«h  away. 

Such  as  it  is,  th'  offence  is  all  my  own  ; 

And.  wbat  to  Guiscard  is  alreody  done, 

Or  to  be  done,  is  doom*d  by  thy  decree, 

That,  if  uot  executed  first  by  thee» 

Shali  on  my  person  be  performM  by  me. 

'*  Away,  with  women  weep,  and  leave  me  here, 
Fix'd  like  a  man,  to  die  without  a  tear; 
Or  save,  or  slay  us  both  this  present  hour, 
'TJs  all  tbat  Fata  has  left  within  thy  power." 

Sbe  said ;  nor  did  ber  father  iail  to  find, 
In  all  sbe  spoke,  the  greatness  of  her  mind; 
Yet  thought  she  was  not  obstinate  to  die. 
Nor  deem*d  the  death  she  prómis^d  was  so  ntgh : 
Secure  in  this  beiief,  be  left  the  damę, 
Re8olv'd  to  spare  her  life,  and  sare  her  shame ; 
Bot  tbat  detested  object  to  remore, 
To  wrcak  his  Tengeance,  aod  to  cure  her  lorę. 

Iiitent  on  this,  a  secret  order  8ignVi, 
The  death  of  Guiscard  to  his  guards  enjoin'd; 
Strangling  was  cbosen,  and  the  night  the  time, 
A  mute  revenge,  and  blind  as  was  the  crime : 
His  faithful  heart,  a  bloody  sacrifice, 
Tom  firom  hisbreast,  to  glut  the  tyranfs  eyes, 
Clos'd  the  severe  command  (for  slares  to  pay) : 
What  kings  decree,  the  soldier  must  obey, 
Wag*d  against  fbes;  and  when  the  wars  are  o*«r, 
Fit  only  to  maintaiu  despotic  power ; 
Pangerous  to  frecdom,  and  desir*d  alone 
By  kingSy  who  seek  an  arbitrary  throne: 
Such  were  these  guards;  as  ready  to  have  slain 
The  prince  himself,  alluT'd  with  greater  gain; 
So  was  tbe  charge  performM  with  better  will, 
By  men  inur'd  to  blood,  and  eicercis^d  in  iii, 

Now,  though  the suilen sire badeasM hismind, 
The  pomp  uf  his  reyenge  was  yet  behind, 
A  pomp  prppar'd  to  grace  tbe  present  he  design^d. 
A  goblet  rich  with  gems,  and  rough  with  gold, 
Of  depth,andbreadth,  the  preciouspledge  to  hołd, 
With  ciiiel  care  he  diose :  the  hoUow  part 
EnclosM,  the  lid  concealM  the  loTcr^s  heart: 
Then  of  his  trusted  mischiefs  one  he  sent. 
And  bade  him  with  these  words  the  gift  present: 
"  Thy  iather  sends  thee  this  to  cheer  thy  breast. 
And  glad  thy  sight  with  what  thou  lov*8t  the  best; 
As  thou  hast  pleas'd  his  eyes,  and  joy'd  his  mind, 
With  what  he  lov'd  the  most  of  human-kind/* 

Ere  this  the  royal  damę,  who  well  had  weigh*d 
The  consequence  of  what  ber  sire  had  said, 
Fix'd  on  her  fetę,  against  tb'  expected  honr 
Procur^d  the  means  to  have  it  in  her  power  ^ 
For  this,  sbe  had  distillM  with  early  care 
The  juice  of  simples  friendly  to  despair, 
A  magazine  of  death;  and  thus  prepar^d, 
Secure  to  die,  the  &tal  message  heard : 
Then  smiPd  severe;  nor  with  atroubled  look, 
Or  trembling  band,  the  ftmeral  present  took : 
£T*n  kept  her  countenance,  when  the  lid  TemoTM 
Di8clos*dthe  heart,  unfoftuiiately.lov'd; 


She  needed  not  be  told,  within  whose  brcMt 
It  lodg*d ;  the  messiage  had  explain*d  the  rest 
Or  not  amaz'd,  or  hiding  her  surprise, 
She  stemly  on  the  bearer  fiz'd  her  eyes : 
Then  thus;  **  Tell  Tancred,  on  his  daugfatei^i  part, 
The  gold,  though  precious,  equals  not  the  hart; 
But  he  did  well  to  give  his  best;  and  I, 
Who  wish'd  a  worthier  urn,  fbigive  his  poverty." 

At  this  she  curbM  a  groan,  that  else  faadcome^ 
And,  pausing,  yiewM  tbe  present  in  the  tomb; 
Then,  to  the  heart  ador^d  devouUy  glew*d' 
Her  lips,  and,  raising  it,  her  speech  renew'd : 
**  £v*n  from  my  day  of  birth,  to  this,  the  bound 
Of  my  unhappy  being,  I  havefound 
My  father^s  care  and  tendemess  eicpreas^i ; 
But  this  last  act  of  love  excels  the  rest :  * 
For  this  so  dear  a  present,  bear  him  back 
The  best  return  that  I  can  live  to  make." 

The  messenger  dispatch'd,  again  she  view'd 
The  lov'd  remains,  and  sighing  thus  pursu^d: 
"  Source  of  my  life,  and  lord  of  my  desiies, 
In  whom  1  liy*d,  with  whom  my  soul  espires, 
Poor  Heart,  no  morę  the  spring  of  Tital  heat, 
Curs'd  be  the  haiids  that  tore  thee  from  thy  seat ! 
The  oourse  is  finish'd  which  thy  Fatea  decieed, 
And  thon  from  thy  corporeal  prison  fieed: 
Soón  hast  thou  reach^d  tbe  goal  with  aiended  paoe, 
A  worłd  of  woes  dispatch'd  in  little  spaoe; 
Forc*d  by  thy  worth,  thy  foe,  in  death  beoome 
Thy  friend,  has  lodg^d  thee  in  a  oostly  tomb. 
There  yet  remain^d  thy  funeral  exequies, 
The  weeping  tribute  of  thy  widow's  eyes. 
And  those,  indulgent  HeaTeo  has  foiind  the  way 
That  1,  before  my  death,  haye  leave  to  pay. 
My  father  ey^n  in  cruelty  is  kind, 
Or  Heaven  has  tum'd  the  malice  of  bis  ound 
To  better  uses  than  his  hate  design'd  ; 
And  madę  th'  iusult,  which  in  bis  gift  appears, 
The  means  to  moum  thee  with  my  pious  tears; 
Which  I  will  pay  thee  down,  befere  1  go. 
And  saye  myself  tbe  pains  to  weep  below, 
If  souls  can  weep;  though  onoe  I  meant  to nmt 
My  fetę  with  fece  unmov'd,  and  eyes  unwet, 
Yet  since  I  have  thee  here  in  narrow  room. 
My  tears  shall  set  thee  first  afloat  within  thy 
Then  (as  I  know  thy  spirit  hover8  nigh)    [tomb  i 
Under  thy  friendly  conduct  will  1  Ay 
To  regrions  uuexplorM,  secure  to  share 
Thy  State;  nor  HeU  riiall  punishment  appesr; 
And  Heaven  is  double  Heaven,  if  thou  art  there." 

She  said :   her  brimful  eyes,  that  ready  stood, 
And  only  wanted  will  to  keep  a  flood, 
Relcas*d  tbeir  watery  storę,  and  poni^d  amain, 
Like  clouds,  Iow  hnng,  a  sober  shower  of  rain : 
Mute  solemn  sorrow,  free  from  female  noise, 
Such  as  the  majesty  of  grłef  destroys ; 
For,  bending  o'er  the  cup,  the  tears  she  shed 
SeemM  by  the  posturę  to  discbarge  her  head, 
0'erfiird  before,  (and  oft  her  mouth  applyM 
To  the  eold  heart)  she  kiss*d  at  once,  and  cryVl. 
Her  maids,  who  stood  amaz*d,  nor  knew  the  cause 
Of  her  complaining,  nor  whose  heart  it  was, 
Yet  all  due  measures  of  her  monming  kept, 
Did  office  at  the  diige,  and  by  infection  wept ; 
And  oft  inquir*d  th'  occasion  of  her  grief 
(Unanswer'd  but  by  sighs)  and  offer*d  yain  relieC 
At  length,  her  stock  of  tears  already  shed, 
She  wip^d  her  eyes,  she  rais*d  her  drooping  bead, 
And  thus  pursu*d :  '*  O  eyer  feithful  Heart, 
1  have  perform'd  the  ceremonia!  part^ 
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nedeecBciesof  giief|  it  nńa  behindy 

Hat,  u  oar  bodies  were,  our  souls  be  joiii*d  j 

To  thy  whate^er  abode,  my  shade  conrey. 

Ład,  u  an  elder  gbost,  direct  th«  way." 

Am  aud;  and  bade  the  Tial  to  be  brougbty 

Wheie  sbe  bdbre  bad  brew*d  the  deadly  dnught : 

Fint  pamng  oot  tbe  med^cinable  bane,       ^ 

Ihb  beart,  ber  tean  had  rinaM,  she  batiiM  agaio ; 

Theadowb  ber  throat  tbe  deatb  aecarely  throirs, 

Aad  qttafi  a  loog  oblivioo  of  ber  woes. 

Thisdooe,  sbe  mooDta  the  genial  bed,  and  there 
(Her  body  fint  cQinpo8*d  with  honest  c&rp) 
ittends  the  wdcome  reat;  ber  banda  yet  bold 
Cloae  to  ber  beart  the  monumental  gold ; 
N<ir&ither  vonl  ahe  spoke,  bat  clo8'd  ber  sigbt, 
Aad  quiet  loogbftbe  coTert  of  tbe  nigbt 
Ute  damsds,  wlio  tbe  wbile  in  sileDce  nioum*d. 
Not  koowing,  nor  auspecting  deatb  auborn^d, 
Yet,  ai  their  daty  waa,  to  Tancred  sent; 
Wbo^  eonacioiia  of  th'  occasion,  fear^d  th'  erent. 
Aiam'd,  aad  with  preaaging  beart,  be  came, 
Aad  drew  the  cnrtaina,  and  ezp08'd  the  damę 
Toloathaome  ligbt:  then  with  a  late  relief 
Hade  rain  elibfta,  to  mitigate  ber  grief. 
&e,  vbat  sbe  could,  ezclnding  day,  ber  eyea 
KciAfiimly  seaPd,  and  stemly  tbua  replies: 
*^  Tancred,  reatiain  thy  tears,  anaought  by  me, 
Aad  sorroir  nnaTailing  now  to  thee : 
IHdcferiDan  before  afflict  his  mind. 
To  see  th*  effect  of  what  hiroself  design*d  ? 
Yet,ifthoQ  hast  remaining  in  thy  heart 
Soae  senae  of  lorę,  some  uneitinguishM  part 
Of  fenner  kindneas,  largdy  once  profeasM, 
Łetme  by  thatadjure  thy  barden^d  breast, 
N«t  to  deny  thy  dadghter^s  last  reauest  r 
Tke  leent  ]ove  which  1  ao  long  enjoy*d« 
AadstiBcoiioeafd  to  gratify  thy  pride, 
Tboa  baat  disjoin*d  ;  bat,  with  my  dying  breath, 
Sedt  Bot,  1  b^  tliee,  to  diąjoin  our  deatb ; 
^'beR^  bis  oorpse  by  thy  command  is  laid, 
TUtber  let  minę  in  pnblic  be  conyey'd : 
£qn^  in  <^»en  Tiew,  and  aide  by  aide, 
A^Bo«ledg*d  as  a  brMegroom  and  a  bride.** 

Theprinoe^  aogoisb  hiader'd  hia  rep1y< 
^  ibe,  who  felt  ber  fate  approaching  nigh, 
SóMtbe  cold  beart,  and,  hearing  to  ber  breast, 
**  Heitypreciooa  pled^^^abeaaid,  **  securdyrest!" 
Tbeae  aeeeata  were  ber  last ;  the  creeplng  death 
KaMaBb'd  ber  aenses  first,  tben  stopp^d  ber  breath. 

Tbasthefordiaobediencejastly  dy*d : 
TW  ńe  vaa  jastly  punishM  for  his  pride : 
^  yoatb,  kast  gailty,  aufierM  for  th>  offence, 
OT  daty  Tiolated  to  his  prince  ; 
^*ba,  hle  rcpeotiog  of  hia  cniel  deed, 
^  cooinon  aepolcbre  for  boch  dcoreed ; 
lotBobHi  the  wretched  ]iair  in  royal  state, 
Aad  OB  their  mooument  inacrib^d  their  fate. 


THEODORB  AND  HOSOJUA. 

O'  in  tbe  citiet  in  Roroanian  landa, 
^  chief,  and  moat  reaown'd,  Rarenna  stands, 
Ate'd  io  aocient  timea  with  arma  and  arts, 
^  rieh  iababitants,  with  geoeroua  bearta. 
^Tbeodore  tiie  brare,  above.tbe  rest, 
\  ^4 1^  of  Fortnne  and  of  Naturę  blesaM, 
^fcrcBost  place  fbr  weaHh  and  hooour  hddy 
Aad  afi  io  leaU  «f  cfciralrr  azecUM 


Tbis  noble  youth  to  madness  IoT'd  a  damę 
Of  high  degree,  Honoria  was  ber  naine; 
Fair  as  the  fairest,  but  of  baurhty  mind, 
And  fiercer  tban  became  ao  soft  a  kind. 
Proud  of  her  birth  (for  equal  ahe  had  nonę)  ; 
The  rest  ahe  scom^d,  but  hated  bim  alone ; 
Hia  gifts,  his  constant  courtsbip,  nothing  gain'd; 
For  sbe,  tbe  morę  be  lov'd,  tbe  morę  di9dain'd. 
He  liv'd  with  all  the  pomp  he  could  devi£>e, 
At  tilta  and  toumaments  obtainM  the  prize ; 
But  found  no  favour  in  iiis  Iady*8  eyes : 
Relentless  as  a  rock,  tbe  lofty  maid, 
Turn*d  all  to  poison,  that  he  did  or  sald :    [move; 
Nor  prayers,  nor  tears,  nor  ofFer*d  vows,  could 
The  work  went  backward;  and  the  morę  be  8trove 
T'  advance  his  suit,  the  farther  from  her  loTe. 

Weary'd  at  ieugth,  and  wanting  remedy, 
He  doubted  oft,  and  oft  resoWd  to  die. 
But  Pride  stood  ready  to  prevent  tbe  blow, 
•'or  who  would  die  to  gratify  a  foe  ? 
His  generous  mind  disdain*d  so  mean  a  fate ; 
Tbat|j>a8S*d,  his  next  endearour  was  to  hate. 
But  f  ainer  that  relief  tban  all  the  rest, 
The  Idss  he  hop*d,  with  morę  desire  poaaeasM ; 
Love  stood  tbe  slegę,  and  would  not  yield  hia 
breaat.  [cai-e  j 

Cbapge  was  the  next,  but  change  deceiv'd  bia 
He  aought  a  fairer,  but  fouod  nonę  so  fair. 
He  would  have  woro  her  out  by  slow  degreea, 
As  men  by  fiasting  stanre  th*  untam'd  disease : 
fiut  present  love  reąuir^d  a  preaent  ease. 
Looking  he  feeds  alone  his  famish'd  eyes, 
Feeds  liogering  Death,  but  looking  not  be  diea. 
Yet  still  he  cbose  the  longest  way  to  Fate, 
Wasting  at  once  bis  life  and  his  estate. 

His  friends  bebeld,  and  pityM  him  in  yain. 
For  what  ad  vice  can  ease  a  lover'8  pain  ! 
Absence,  the  best  expedient  they  could  find, 
Might.  save  tbe  fortunę,  if  not  cure  the  mind : 
This  mean  a  they  long  proposM,  but  little  gain*d, 
Yet,  afler  much  pursuit,  at  length  obtain'd. 

Hard  you  may  think  it  was  to  gi^e  consent» 
But  stiuggling  with  his  own  desires  he  went, 
With  lai^e  expense,  and  with  a  pompous  train, 
Prorided  as  to  vislt  France  and  Spain, 
Or  fur  some  distant  royage  o'er  the  main. 
But  LoTe  bad  clipp'd  his  wings,  and  cut  him  abort^ 
Confiu*d  within  tbe  purlieus  of  the  court. 
Three  miles  he  went,  nor  farther  oould  retreat; 
Hia  traTels  ended  at  bis  country-aeat : 
To  Chaaais'  pleasing  plains  he  took  his  way, 
There  pitch*d  bis  tents,  and  there  reaoIr'd  to  stay. 

The  spring  was  in  theprime;  the  neigbbourinj 
Supply^d  with  birds,  thechoiristera  of  Lorę :  [grovc 
Musie  unbought,  that  minister'd  deligbt 
To  moming  walks,  and  luird  his  cares  by  nigfat : 
There  he  discharg*d  his  friends:  but  not  th*  ezpense 
Of  freqaeat  treats,  and  proud  magnificence. 
He  Uv*d  as  kings  rctire,  thongh  morę  at  large 
From  poblic  business,  yet  with  «qual  charge; 
With  house  and  beart  still  open  to  reoeire  ; 
As  well  contcnt  as  Łore  would  gi^^e  him  leate: 
He  wunkl  have  Iiv'd  morę  free;  but  many  a  guest, 
Who  could  forsake  the  friend,  pursued  tbe  feast. 

It  hapt  one  moming,  as  bis  faocy  led, 
Before  bia  usnal  hour  hę  left  his  bed  ; 
To  walk  withiu  a  lonely  lawn,  that  stood 
On  every  side  Jturrounded  by  a  wood : 
Alone  he  walk*d,  to  please  his  pensive  mindj 
And  aought  the  deepest  aolitndt  to  iindt 
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'Twas  in.a  grove  of  spreading  pines  be  strayM ; 
The  winds  \%ńthin  the  ąuiyering  branches  play*d, 
Aod  dancing  trees  a  mournful  musie  madę. 
The  place  itself  was  suiting  to  his  care, 
Uncouth  and  sa^age,  as  the  chiel  fair. 
He  wander^d  on,  nnknowing  where  he  went 
Lost  in  the  wood,  and  all  on  iove  intent : 
The  Day  already  half  his  race  had  nip. 
And  8ummon'd  him  to  due  repast  at  noon. 
But  LoTc  could  teel  uo  hunger  but  his  own. 

Whitst  listening  to  the  murmuring  leaves  he 
stood, 
Morę  than  a  mile  immers'd  within  the  wood; 
At  once  the  wind  was  laid ;  the  whispering  sound 
Was  dumb;  a  rising'earthqiiake  rock'd  the  ground; 
With  decper  brown  the  grove  was  OTerspread  ^ 
A  sudden  horrour  seized  his  giddy  head. 
And  his  ears  tinkled,  and  his  colour  fled. 
Kature  was  in  alarm ;  some  danger  nigh 
Seem  threaten^d,  though  unseen  to  mortal  eye. 
Unus^d  to  fear,  he  summonM  all  his  soul, 
And  stood  collected  in  himself,  and  whole ; 
Not  long :  for  soon  a  whirlwind  rosę  around« 
And  from  afar  he  heard  a  screaming  sound, 
As  of  a  damę  distressM,  who  cry*d  for  aid, 
And  filPd  with  loud  laments  the  secret  shade. 

A  thtcket  close  beside  the  groye  tbere  stood, 
With  briers  and  brambles  choak^d,  and  dwarfish 
wood ;  [near, 

From  thence  the  noise,  whlch  now,  approaching 
With  morę  distinguishM  notes  invades  his  ear ; 
He  rais'd  his  head,  and  saw  a  beauteous  maid, 
With  hair  dishevell'd,  issuing  through  the  shade ; 
Stripp'd  of  her  cloaths,  andev'n  those  parts  rerealM, 
Which  modest  Naturc  keeps  from  sight  concealM. 
Her  face,  her  hands,  her  naked  limbs  were  tom, 
With  passing  through  the  b  rakes,  and  prickly  thorn  ; 
Two  mastif]^  gaunt  and  grim  ber  flight  pur8u'd. 
And  oft  their  fastenM  fangs  in  blood  embra'd : 
Oft  they  came  up,  and  pinch*d  her  tender  side, 
**  Mercy,  O  mcrcy,  Heaven !"  she  ran,  and  ory'd. 
When  Hearen  was  nam*d,  they  loos*d  their  hołd 

again, 
Then  sprang  she  forth,  they  follow'd  her  amain. 

Not  far  behind,  a  knight  of  ^warthy  face, 
High  on  a  coal-black  steed  pursu^d  the  chase ; 
With  flashing  flames  his  ardeut  eyes  were  filPd, 
And  in  his  hand  a  naked  sword  he  held : 
He  cheerM  the  dogs  to  follow  her  who  fied, 
And  vo^*d  revenge  on  her  dcToted  head. 

As  Theodorc  was  bom  of  noble  kind, 
The  bratał  action  rous'd  his  manly  mind; 
Mov'd  with  unworthy  usage  of  the  maid, 
Hę,  though  unarmM,  resoWd  to  giye  her  aid. 
A  sapłin  pine  he  wrench*d  fh)m  out  the  ground, 
The  readiest  weapon  that  his  fury  fbund. 
Thus  furnish'd  for  offence,  he  crossM  the  way 
Betwizt  the  graceless  villain  and  his  prey. 

The  knight  came  thuudcring  on,  but,  from  afar, 
Tbujt  in  imperious  tonę  forbadc  the  war : 
•'  Cease,  Theodore,  to  proffsr  vain  relief, 
^or  stop  the  Tengeance  of  so  just  a  grief ; 
But  give  me  leave  to  seize  my  destin*d  prey. 
And  let  Etemal  Justice  take  the  way : 
1  but  revenge  my  fate,  disdainM,  betray'd| 
And  suffering  death  for  this  ungrateful  maid." 

He  said,  nt  once  dismounting  from  the  .steed; 
For  now  the  hełl-hounds  with  superior  speed 
Had  reach*d  the  damę,  and,  fastening  on  her  side, 
The  ground  with  issuing  streams  of  purple  dy'd. 


• 


Stood  Theodore  surprls'd  in  deadly  fright, 
With  chattering  teeth,  and  bristiing  hair  upright; 
Yet  arm^d  with  inbom  worth, "  WhatL»'er,»'  saki  he, 
"  Thou  art,  who  know'st  me  better  than  1  thee; 
Or  prove  thy  rightful  canse,  or  be  defyM ;" 
The  spectre,  fiercely  staring,  thus  replyM  : 

"  Know,  Theodore,  thy  aneestry  I  claim. 
And  Guido  Caralcanti  was  my  name. 
One  conunon  sire  onr  fathers  did  beget. 
My  name  and  story  some  remember  yet : 
Thee,  then  a  boy,  within  my  arms  1  laid, 
When  for  my  sins  1  lov'd  this  haugbty  maid ; 
Not  less  ador^d  in  lifie,  nor  serred  by  me, 
Than  proud  Honoria  now  is  lov*d  by  thee. 
What  did  1  not  her  stubbom  heart  to  gain  ? 
But  all  my  vow8  were  answer^d  with  disdain : 
She  scornM  my  sorrows,  and  despisM  my  pain. 
Long  time  I  dragg*d  my  days  in  fhiitless  care; 
Then,  loathing  life,  and  plung*d  in  deep  despair, 
To  finish  my  unhappy  life,  I  fell 
On  this  sharp  swoi^,  and  now  am  damn*d  in  HHl' 

"  Short  was  her  joy ;  -for  soon  th*  insulting  maid 
By  Heayen's  decree  in  this  cold  grave  was  laid. 
And  as  in  unrepented  sin  she  dy'd, 
Doom'd  to  the  same  bad  place  is  punishM  fot  ber 

prid<$ : 
Becauae  she  deemed  I  well  deserr'd  to  die. 
And  madę  a  merit  of  her  cmelty.  [raitt^ 

There,  then,  we  met ;  both  try'd,  and  both  wcsr 
And  this  irreyocable  sentence  pass'd ; 
That  she,  whom  I  so  long  pursu'd  in  vain, 
Shonld  sufler  finom  my  hands  a  lingertng  pain : 
ReueWd  to  life  that  she  might  daily  die, 
I  daily  doom'd  to  foUow,  she  to  fly  ; 
No  morę  a  loyer,  but  a  mortal  fbe, 
1  seek  her  life  (for  love  is  nonę  below): 
As  ofken  as  my  dogs  with  better  speed 
Arrest  her  flight,  is  she  to  death  decrced  : 
Theawrth  this  fetal  sword,  on  which  1  dyM, 
I  i-ierce  her  open  back,  or  tender  side. 
And  tear  that  hardenM  heart  from  out  her  breasŁ, 
Which,   with   her  entrails,  makes   my  liungry' 

hounds  a  feast. 
Nor  lies  she  long,  but,  as  her  Fates  ordain, 
Springs  up  to  life,  and  fresh  to  second  pain, 
Is  8av»d  to-day,  to-morrow  to  be  slain." 

This,  yersM  in  death,  th*  inferaal  knight  rHates' 
And  then  fbr  proof  fulfilPd  the  common  fistes; 
Her  heart  and  bowels  through  her  back  be  drew,  ' 
And  fed  the  hounds  that  helpM  him  to  imrsue, 
Stern  look*d  the  fiend,  as  fhistrate  of  his  will. 
Not  half  suffic^d,  and  greedy  yet  to  kill. 
And  now  the  soul,  expiring  through  the  woaod, 
Had  left  the  body  breathless  on  the  ground, 
When  thus  the  grisly  spectre  spoke  again: 
"  Behold  the  fruit  of  ill^rewarded  pain : 
As  many  months  as  I  sustainM  her  hate, 
So  many  years  is  she  condemn*d  by  Fatc 
To  daily  death  ;  and  every  sevenil  place, 
Conscious  of  her  disdain  and  my  disgrace, 
Must  witness  her  just  punishment ;  and  be 
A  scenę  of  triumph  and  revenge  to  me  ! 
As  in  this  grove  I  took  my  last  £airewel, 
As  on  this  yery  spot  of  earth  I  fell, 
As  Fhday  saw  me  die,  so  she  my  prey 
Becomes  ev'n  here,  on  this  reyolying  day.** 

Thus  while  he  spoke  the  yirgin  from  the  grtniii^ 
Upstarted  fresh,  already  closM  the  woand,  ' 

And,  unconcem*d  for  all  she  felt  before, 
Precipitates  her  flight  along  the  skore : 
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|te  heK*boandSy  as  tmgorg^d  with  flesh  and  biood, 

ime  tbeir  prcyi  and  seek  their  wonted  food : 
|Tbe  fieod  remounts  his  couraer,  mends  his  pace ; 
|M  sU  tbe  Timon  iraiiish'd  from  the  place. 
;    Loog  stood  the  noble  yoath  oppress'd  with  awe 
lAnd  stiq>id  at  the  wonc&ous  things  he  saw,    [law. 
Ifupaasittg  ctMnmon  faith,  transgressing^  Nature'8 
|]k  wocdd  have  been  asieep,  and  wisbM  to  wake, 
IBnt  dreamsy  he  knew,  no  long  impression  make, 
tlioogb  stitmg  at  first;  if  rision,  to  what  end, 
Bot  soch  as  must  his  futurę  state  portend  ? 
Bis  k>Te  the  damsel,  and  himself  tlie  6end. 
But  yet,  rcilecting  tbat  it  could  not  be 
From  HeaTen,  which  oannot  impious  acts  decree, 
SemiTM  vłthin  himself  to  shun  the  snare, 
Which  Heli  for  his  destruction  did  prepare  ; 
ind,  as  his  better  genius  sbould  direct, 
From  an  iU  canse  to  dra  w  a  good  effecL 

Intpir^d  from  IIeaven  he  homeward  took  his 
Kor  p(sll*d  his  new  design  with  long  delay :  [way, 
Ast  of  his  train  a  trusty  servant  sent, 
To  cal]  his  friends  together  at  his  tent. 
Tliey  came,  and,  nsual  salatations  paid, 
With  woids  premeditated  thus  hc  said : 
*  What  you  haye  often  counst^iPd,  to  remore 
My  Tain  pursuit  of  unregarded  łore ; 
By  thrift  my  sinking  fortunę  to  repair, 
^loogh  late  yet  is  at  last  become  my  care : 
3ly  beart  shall  be  my  own;  my  Tast  expense 
kcdoc^  to  boonds,  by  timdy  providcnce  : 
This  oniy  I  reąuire;  invite  for  me 
Honoria,  with  her  father^s  family, 
Her  friends,  and  minę ;  the  cause  I  shall  display, 
|0d  Friday  next ;  for  that*8  th'  appointed  day." 
I  Weil  pleas'd  were  all  his  friends,  the  task  was  light, 
tlie  fiither,  mother,  daughter,  they  inrite ; 
Bardly  the  daroc  was  drawn  to  this  repast ; 
łBot  yet  resoWd,  hecause  it  was  the  last. 
Tbe  day  was  com^  the  guests  invited  came, 
Atd,  with  the  rest*  th*  inexorable  damę : 
Ą  feast  prepai^d  with  riotous  expense^ 
jinch  cost,  morę  care,  and  most  magnificence. 
The  płaoe  ordain'd  was  in  that  hauoted  groye, 
^here  the  rerenging  ghost  pursuM  his  love : 
The  tables  in  a  prood  pa^ilion  spread, 
^itb  flowers  below,  and  tissue  overhead  : 
^The  rest  in  rank,  Honoria,  chief  in  płace. 
Was  artfnlly  contriv'd  to  set  her  foce 
To  front  the.thicket,  and  behold  the  chase. 
The  feast  was  8erv'd,  the  tiroe  so  well  forecast, 
Tbat  just  when  the  desert  and  fruits  were  ptac'd, 
The  fiends  alaim  began  ;  the  hollow  sound 
Bug  in  the  leares,  tbe  forest  shook  around. 
Jir  blackctt*d,   roh'd   the  thunder,  groan'd   the 

groond. 
Nor  long  before  the  lond  laments  arise, 
Of  one  distressM,  and  mastilTs  mingled  cries ; 
Jkad  first  the  damc  came  rushing  through  tbe 

wood,  [food, 

And  next  the  famish'd  hounds  that  sought  their 
Aad  gripM  her  flanks,  and  oft  essayM  their  jaws 

in  blood. 
last  came  ttw;  felon,  on  his  sabfe  steed, 
Ann*d  with  his  naked  sword,  and  urg*d  hii  dogs 

tospeed. 
■e  ran,  and  cry*d,  her  flight  directly  bent 
lA  gucst  unbidden)  t*>  the  fatal  tent,  [menŁ 

The  Kene  of  death,  and  place  «irdain'd  for  punish- 
l^ad  was  the  noise,  aghast  was  every  guest, 
Tbe  women  shriek*d,  the  men  forsook  the  feast ; 


The  hounds  at  nearer  distance  hownely  bayM  ; 
The  hunter  close  pursu^d  the  risionary  maid, 
She  rent  theHeaven  with  loud  laments,  iraploriiig 

The  gallants,  to  protect  the  lady*s  right,     [aid. 
Their  faulchious  brandish^d  at  the  grisly  sprite  ; 
High  on  his  stirrups  he  proTok'd  the  fight 
Then  on  the  crowd  he  cast  a  furious  look. 
And  wither*d  all  their  strength  before  he  spoke  : 
"  Back  on  your  lives ;  Ict  be,"  said  he,  "  my  prey. 
And  iet  my  vengeance  take  the  destin'd  way : 
Vain  are  your  arms,  and  vainer  your  defence, 
Against  th'  eteroal  doom  of  Providence : 
Minę  is  th'  ungratefid  maid  by  Heaven  de8ign'd  : 
Mercy  she  would  not  give,  nor  mercy  shall  she 
At  this  the  ibrmer  tale  again  he  told  [find." 

With  tłiundering  tonę,  and  dreadful  to  behold : 
Sunk  were  their  hearts  with  horrcrur  of  the  crime. 
Nor  needed  to  be  wam^d  a  second  time, 
But  borę  each  other  back:  some  knew  the  face. 
And  all  had  heard  the  much-lamented  case 
Of  him  who  fell  for  ]ove,  and  this  the  fataf  place. 

And  now  th*  infemal  minister  adTanc'd, 
SeizM  the  due  rictim,  and  with  fury  launchM 
Her  back,  and,  piereing  through  her  inmost  heart, 
Drew  backwacd  as  before  th'  oflending  part. 
The  reeking  entrails  next  he  tore  away. 
And  to  his  meagre  mastiffs  madę  a  prey. 
The  pale  assistants  on  each  other  stafd, 
With  gaping  mouths  for  issuing  words  prepar^d ; 
The  still-bom  sounds  upon  the  palate  hung, 
And  dy*d  imperfect  onr  the  faulteriug  tongue. 
The  fright  was  generał ;  but  the  female  band 
(A  helptess  train)  in  roore  confiision  stand: 
With  hornnir  shuddering>  on  a  heap  they  run, 
Sick  at  the  sight  of  hatefbl  justioe  done ; 
For  Conscience  rung  th'  alarm,  and  madę  tha 
case  their  own. 

So,.  spread  upon  a  lakę  with  upward  eye, 
A  plump  of  fowl  behold  their  foe  on  high ; 
They  close  their  trembling  troop ;  and  all  attend 
On  whom  the  sowsini;  eagle  will  desoeod. 

But  most  the  prood  Honoria  fear^d  th'  event. 
And  thought  to  ber  alone  the  vi8ion  sent. 
Her  guilt  presents  to  her  distracted  mind 
Heaven'8  justice,  Theodore*s  revengeful  kind^ 
And  the  same  fate  to  the  same  sin  assign^d. 
Already  sees  herself  the  monster'8  prey. 
And  feels  her  beart  and  entrails  tom  away. 
*Twas  a  mute  scenę  of  sorrow,  mixM  with  fear  ; 
Still  on  the  table  lay  th'  unfinish*d  cheer : 
The  knight  and  hungrj'  mastiffs  stood  aroutid, 
The  mangied  damę  lay  breathless  on  the  ground; 
When  on  a  sudden,  re-inspir^d  with  breath, 
Again  she  rosę,  again  to  sufler  death ; 
Nor  staid  the  hell-hounds,  nor  the  hunter  staid, 
But  foHow^d,  as  before,  the  flying  maid : 
Th*  arenger  took  from  earth  th*  avenging  sword. 
And  mounting  light  as  air  his  sable  steed  he 

spurr^d : 
The  clouds  disp^Ifd,  the  sky  resumM  her  light. 
And  Naturę  stood  recoyer^d  of  her  fright. 
But  fear,  the  la»t  of  lUs,  remain*d  behind. 
And  horrour  heavy  sat  on  every  mind. 
Nor  Theodore  encourag'd  mora  the  feast. 
But  stemly  1ook'd,  as  hatching  in  his  breast 
Some  deep  designs ;  which  when  Honoria  vieW'd, 
The  fresh  impulse  her  former  fright  renew'd ; 
She  thought  hcrsclf  the  trembling  damę  who  fled. 
And  him  the  grisly  ghost  that  spurr'd  th'  infemal 
steed: 
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The  morę  dismayM,  for  when  the  guests  withdrew, 
Thcir  coiirteona  hostj  saluting  all  the  crew, 
Begardless  pass^d  ber  o'er ;  nor  gracM  with  kind 

adieu; 
That  Sting  iiifix'd  wiŁhin  her  haughty  miód 
Hie  dowi&l  of  her  empire  ehe  divin'd ; 
And  her  proud  heart  with  secret  sorrow  pin'd. 
Home  as  they  went,  the  sad  discourse  renew'd 
Of  the  rclentless  damę  to  death  pur8u*d, 
And  of  the  sigbt  obscene  so  lateły  view'd.        ^ 
Kone  durst  arraigh  the  righteous  doom  she  borę, 
Ev'n  they  who  pityM  most,  yet  blam'd  ber  morę: 
The  parallel  they  needed  not  to  name, 
But  in  the  dead  they  damn^d  the  living  damę. 
'   At  every  little  noise  she  look'd  behind, 
For  still  the  knight  was  present  to  ber  mind : 
And  anxious  oft  she  started  on  the  way. 
And  tbought  the  horseman-ghost  came  tbondering 

for  his  prey. 
Retnrn>d,  she  took  her  bed  with  little  rest. 
But  in  short  slumbers  dreamt  the  funeral  fcast: 
Awak'd,  she  tum'd  her  side,  and  slept  again  -, 
The  same  black  vapoars  mounted  in  her  brain, 
And  the  same  dreams  retum*d  with  double  pain. 

Now  fore*d  to  wake,  because  afraid  to  sleep, 
Her  blood  all  feyer^d,  with  a  furious  leap 
She  sprang  from  bed,  distracted  in  ber  mind. 
And  fear^d,  at  every  step,  a  twitchiug  spńte  behind. 
I)arkling  and  desperate,  with  a  staggering  pace, 
Of  death  afraid,  and  conscious  of  disgrace; 
Fear,  Pride,  Remorse,  at  oace  her  heart  assail*d, 
Pride  put  Remorse  to  flight,  but  Fear  preyaiPd. 
Friday,  the  fatal  day,  when  next  it  came, 
Her  soul  forethought  the  fiend  would  change  his 
And  her  pursue,  or  Theodore  be  slain,         [gamę, 
And  two  ghosts  join  their  packs  to  hunt  ber  o'er 

the  plain. 
This  dneadful  image  90'p08sess'd  her  mind. 
That,  desperate  any  succour  else  io  find, 
She  ceas'd  all  farther  hope ;  and  now  began 
To  make  reflection  on  th'  u;ihappy  man. 
Rtch,  brave,  and  young,  who  past  expression  lovM, 
Proof  to  disdain,  and  not  to  be  remov'd : 
Of  all  the  men  respected  and  admir*d, 
Of  all  the  dames,  except  herself,  desir*d : 
Why  not  of  her  ?  preferr*d  above  the  rest 
By  him  with  knightly  deeds,  and  open  love  pro- 

fe8s'd? 
So  had  anotber  been,  where  be  his  vow8  address'd. 
This  queU'd  her  pride,  yet  other  doubts  remain^d, 
That,  once  disdain ing,  she  might  be  disdain'd. 
The  fear  was  just,  but  greater  fear  prevaird> 
Fear  of  her  life  by  hellish  hounds  assailM : 
He  took  a  lowering  leaye ;  but  who  can  tell, 
Wbat  outward  hate  might  inward  loye  conceal  ? 
Her  8ex*s  arts  she  knew ;  and  why  not,  tben, 
Might  deep  dissembling  ha^e  a  place  in  men } 
Herę  hope  began  to  dawn ;  resolv'd  to  try, 
Sbe  fixM  on  this  her  utmost  remedy : 
l>eath  was  behind,  but  bard  it  was  to  die. 
Twas  time  enoiigh  at  last  on  Death  to  cali, 
The  precipice  in  sigbt:  a  shrub  was  all, 
That  kindly  stood  betwixt  to  break  the  fatal  fali. 

One  maid  she  bad,  be1ov'd  abore  the  rest ; 
Secure  of  ber,  the  secret  she  confess'd ; 
And  now  the  chearful  light  her  fears  dispeird, 
She  with  no  winding  tumfi  the  truth  concealM, 
But  put  tbe  woman  off,  and  stood  reveal*d : 
With  fauks  confess^d  commisstooM  her  to  go, 
If  pity  yet  bad  place,  and  reconcile.her  fo« ; 


The  welcome  message  madę,  was  soon  reoeiVd; 
'Twas  to  be  wishM,  and  hopM,  but  scarce  be 

liev»d ; 
Fate  seem^d  a  fair  occasion  to  present; 
He  knew  tbe  8ex,  and  fear^d  she  might  repent, 
Should  be  delay  the  moment  of  consent. 
There  yet  remain*d  to  gain  ber  friends  (a  care 
The  modesty  of  maidens  well  might  spare); 
But  she  with  such  a  zeal  the  cause  embrac^d, 
(As  women,  where  they  wiU,  are  all  in  baste) 
The  father,  motber,  and  the  kin  beside, 
Were  oyerbom  by  fury  of  the  tide; 
With  fuli  consent  of  all  sbe  cbang^d  her  state; 
Resistless  in  her  tove,  as  in  her  hate. 
By  her  example  warn'd,  the  rest  beware ; 
More  easy,  less  imperious,  were  the  fair ; 
And  that  one  hunting,  which  the  De^il  desigQ'd 
For  one  fair  female,  lost  him  half  tfae  kind. 


CYMON  AND  IPHIGENIA. 

POETA  ŁOaUITUR. 

Old  as  I  am,  for  ladies  love  unfit, 
The  power  of  beauty  I  remember  yet 
Which  once  inflam*d  my  soul,  and  still  inspin 
If  love  be  folly,  the  8evere  divine  [my  «i| 

Has  felt  that  folly,  though  he  ceosures  minę; 
Pollutes  the  pleasures  of  a  chaste  embrace, 
Acts  what  I  write,  and  propagates  in  grace, 
With  riotous  exces8,  a  priestly  race. 
Suppose  him  free,  and  that  1  forge  th'  offeoce, 
He  show^d  the  way,  penrerting  first  my  seose: 
In  malice  witty,  and  with  venom  fraught, 
He  makes  me  speak  the  things  I  nerer  tbought 
Compute  the  gains  of  his  ungovem'd  zeal ; 
111  suita  his  cloth  the  praise  of  railing  weil. 
The  world  will  think,  that  what  we  looseiy  wńte 
Though  now  arraignM,  he  read  with.  some  debghl 
Because  he  secms  to  chew  the  cud  again, 
When  his  broad  comment  makes  tbe  tezttoo  plai^ 
A  ud  teaches  more  in  one  ezplaining  page, 
Than  all  the  double -meanings  of  the  stage. 

What  needs  he  paraphrase  on  what  we  mess! 
We  were  at  worst  but  wanton ;  he^a  obtceoe. 
I  not  my  fellows  nor  myself  ezcuse ; 
But  love'8  tbe  subjeci  of  the  comic  Muae ;        | 
Nor  can  we  write  wtthout  it,  nor  would  yoa 
A  tale  of  only  dry  instniction  view ; 
Nor  love  is  always  of  a  yIcIous  kind. 
But  oft  u>  Yirtuous  acts  inflames  tbe  mind, 
Awakes  the  sleepy  yigour  of  tbe  soul. 
And,  brushing  o'er,  adds  motion  to  the  pooL 
Love,  studious  how  to  please,  improTes  our  poEl 
With  polishM  manners,  and  adoms  with  aiti. 
Love  first  łnvented  Terse,  and  ibrm*d  the  rhynMj 
Tbe  motion  measur*d,  harmonizM  tbe  chime ; 
To  liberał  acts  enlarg*d  tbe  narrow-soulM, 
Soften'd  the  fieree,  and  madę  the  coward  bold: , 
The  world,  when  waste,  he  pedpled  with  increal 
And  M'aiTing  nationa  reconcilM  in  peace. 
Ormond,  the  first,  and  all  the  fair  may  M, 
In  this  one  legend,  to  their  f-Mne  design'd, 
When  Beauty  firea  the  blood,  bow  Love  eialtstl 
mind> 

In  that  sweet  isle  where  Yenus  keeps  her  eooi^ 
And  every  Grace,  aad  all  the  Lorefy  resort ; 
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Wbeie  eitber  8ex  is  fi>rm'd  of  softer  earth, 
Aod  takes  the  bent  of  pleasure  from  tbeir  birth ; 
Tbere  liv*d  ii  Cyprian  lord  above  the  rest 
HIk,  wealtby,  with  a  numerous  tssue  bless^d. 
Bot  as  no  gift  of  Fortune  is  sincere, 
[  Wu  only  wanting  in  a  worthy  heir ; 
BU  eldest  boro,  a  goodly  youth  to  view, 
£xcelPd  tbe  rest  in  sbape,  and  outward  sbew. 
Fair,  tali,  his  limbs  with  due  proportion  jqlu'd. 
Bot  of  a  beavy,  duU,  degenerate  mind. 
Ba  soul  bely'd  the  features  of  his  face ; 
Beauty  iras  there,  but  beauty  in  disgruce. 
A  clownish  mień,  a  rolce  with  rustic  sound, 
Aod  stupid  eyes  that  e^er  lov*d  the  ground. 
He  look*d  like  Nature'8  errour,  as  the  mind 
Aod  body  were  not  of  a  piece  designM,     [join'd. 
Bat  madę  for  two,  and  by  mistake  in  one  were 

The  mling  rod,  the  father's  forming;  care, 
Were  exercis'd  in  vain  on  WiŁ's  despair; 
Hie  morę  inform*d,  the  less  he  understood, 
Anddeeper  sunk  by  floundering  in  the  mud. 
Kow  sconi'd  of  all,  and  grown  the  public  shame, 
The  peoplc  firom  Oalesus  chang^d  his  name. 
And  C]rmou  calPd,  which  signifies  a  brute; 
$0  weil  his  name  did  with  his  naturę  suit. 

His  iather,  when  he  found  his  labour  lost, 
Apd  care  employ'd  that  auswer^d  not  the  cost, 
bose  an  angratefii]  object  to  remove, 
Ind  k>ath*d  to  sec  what  Naturę  madę  him  love ; 
|o  to  his  country  farm  the  fool  con6n'd ; 

Kwork  well  suitedwith  a  rustic  mind. 
to  the  Włlds  the  sturdy  Cymon  went, 
I  ttiaire  among  the  swains,  and  pleas^d  with  ba- 

oishment. 
lis  com  and  cattle  were  his  only  care. 
Ud  his  supremę  ddight,  a  country  fair. 
,  It  happen'd  on  a  summer's  holiday, 
httt  to  the  green-wood  shade  he  took  his  way ; 
ht  Cymon  shunn^d  the  church,  and  us*d  not 

much  to  pray. 
&  quarter-6taff,  which  he  could  ne^ier  forsa ke, 
■Bg  half  before,  and  half  liehind  his  back. 
te  tnidg'd  along,  unknowing  what  he  sought^ 
Ibd  whistled  as  he  went  for  want  of  thought. 
iBy  Chance  conducted,  orby  thirst  constrain'd, 
Ik  deep  recesses  of  the  grove  hc  gainM  ; 
rhere,  in  a  plain  defended  by  the  wood, 
tcpt  through  the  matted  grass  a  crystal  Aood, 
f  which  an  alabairt^r  fountain  stood  : 
pid  on  the  mai^gin  of  the  fount  was  laid 
^tteoded  by  ber  8laves)  a  sleeping  maid. 
iir  Dian  and  ber  nymphs,  when,  tir^d  with  sport, 
I  rest  by  cool  Eurotas  they  resort : 
hedame  herself  the  goddess  well  express*d, 
kmore  distinguish*d  by  her  purpte  vest, 
tan  by  the  charming  features  of  her  face, 
id  er^n  in  slumber  a  superior  grace : 
Ir  comely  limbs  composM  with  dcccnt  care, 
er  body  shaded  with  a  stight  cymarr  j 
tr  boBooa  to  tbe  riew  was  only  bare : 
^ete  two  beginning  paps  were  scarcely  spy*dy 
kr  yet  their  placea  were  but  signifyM : 
le  fiwning  wind  upon  ber  bosom  blows, 
» meet  tbe  lanning  wind  the  bosom  rosę ; 
płukoln^  wind^  and  purling  streams^  continue 

her  repose. 
The  fool  of  Naturo  stood  with  stupid  eyes, 
id  gaping  moutfa  tbat  testify^d  surprise, 
iM  on  her  face,  nor  could  rcmore  his  sight, 
V  as  he  was  to  loYe,  and  novicc  to  delight : 
roŁ.  IZ. 


Long  mute  he  stood,  and  leaning  on  his  staff, 
His  wonder  witness'd  with  ao  idiot  laugh ; 
Then  would  have  spoke,  but  by  his  glimmering 

sense 
First  found  his  want  of  words,  and  fear'd  offenco; 
Doubted  for  what  he  was  he  should  be  kuown^ 
By  his  clown  accent,  and  his  country  tonę. 
Through  the  rude  chaos  thus  the  running  light 
Shot  the  first  ray  that  pierc'd  the  native  night : 
Then  day  and  darkness  in  the  mass  were  mix'd, 
Till  gather^d  in  a  globe  the  beams  were  fix'd  : 
Last  shone  the  Sun,  who,  radiant  in  his  sphere, 
Il]umin*d  Heaven  and  Earth,  and  roUM  around 
So  reason  in  this  brutal  soul  began,        [the  year. 
Łove  madę  him  first  suspect  he  was  a  man ; 
Łove  madę  him  doubt  his  broad  barbarian  sound: 
By  love  his  łvant  of  words  and  wit  he  found  j 
That  sense  of  want  prepar'd  the  futurę  way 
To  knowledge,  and  disclosM  the  promise  of  a  day. 

What  not  his  fatłier^s  care,  nor  tutor^s  art, 
Coufd  plant  with  pains  in  his  unpolish'd  heart, 
The  best  instructor,  Łove,  at  once  inspir^d, 
As  ban'en  grounds  to  fruitfulness  are  fir*d  : 
Love  taught  him  shame;  and  Shame;  with  Łove  at 
Soon  taught  the  sweet  ciyilities  of  life ;       [strife. 
His  gross  materiał  soul  at  once  could  fiud 
Somewhat  in  her  exceUing  all  her  kind : 
Kxcitiog  a  desire  till  then  uuknown, 
Somewhat  unfound,  or  found  in  her  alone* 
This  madę  the  first  impresslon  on  his  mind^ 
Above,  but  just  above,  the  brutal  kind. 
For  beasts  can  like,  but  not  distinguish  too. 
Nor  thcir  own  liklng  by  reflection  koow  j 
Nor  why  they  like  or  this  or  t'  othcr  face, 
Or  judge  of  this  or  tbat  pecullar  grace ; 
But  love  in  gross,  and  stupidly  admire : 
As  flies,  allur*d  by  light,  approach  the  fire^ 
Thus  our  man-beast,  advanciug  by  degrees, 
First  likcs  the  whole,  then  separates  what  he  sees; 
On  several  parts  a  se^eral  praise  bestows, 
The  ruby  lips,  the  well-proportion'd  nose, 
The  snowy  skin,  and  raven-glo8sy  hair, 
The  dimpled  cheek,  and  forehead  rising  fair. 
And,  ev'n  in  sleep  itself,  a  smiling  aih 
From  thence  his  eyes  descending  view*d  the  ro»t, 
Her  plump  round  arms,  wbite  hands,  ahd  heaying 

bieast. 
Long  on  the?  last  he  dwelt,  though  every  part 
A  pointed  arrow  spęd  to  pieroe  his  heart. 

Thus  in  a  trice  &  judge  of  beauty  grown, 
(A  judgo  erected  from  a  country  clown) 
He  long^d  to  see  her  eyes,  in  slumber  hid. 
And  wishM  his  own  cuuld  pierce  withiu  the  lid  : 
He  would  have   wak'd  her,    but  restra/uM   iils 
tlMught,  [taiiĘtit. 

And    X^ve,    new-bom,   the   first  good-maui.tis 
And  awful  Fear  his  ardentwish  witlistood, 
Nor  durst  disturb  the  goddess  of  the  wood. 
Por  such  she  seemM  by  her  celestial  tace, 
ExCeUing  all  the  rest  of  human  race. 
Aiłd  things  divine,  by  commun  sense  he  knew, 
Must  be  devoutly  seen,  at  disŁant  view : 
So  checkiag  his  desire,  with  trembling  heart 
Gazing  he  stood,  nor  would  nor  couUl  dcpait; 
Fix'd  as  a  pilgrim  wilderM  in  his  way,, 
Who  dares  not  stir  by  night,  for  fear  to  stray, 
But  stamls  with  awful  eyes  to  watch  the  dawu  of 
day. 
At  length  awaking,  Iphigene  the  fair 
j(So  was  the  beauty  caird  M'ho  cau^M  his  care) 
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Unclo8'd  her  eyes,  and  double  day  reveard, 
While  those  of  all  ber  slave8  in  sleep  were  sealM. 

The  8lavering  cudden,  propp^d  upon  his  staff, 
Stood  ready  gaping  wtth  a  grinoing  laugh. 
To  welcome  ber  awake ;  nor  dursŁ  begin 
To  spcak,  but  wisely  kepi  tbe  foo]  withtn. 
Tben  she;    "  W  bat  makes  you,  Cynion,  berę 

alone?" 
(For  Cymon'8  name  was  round  tlie oountry  knowo 
Because  descended  of  a  noble  race, 
And  for  a  soul  Ul  sorted  with  bis  face). 

But  stitl  the  sot  stood  silent  with  surprise, 
With  fix*d  regard  on  ber  new-open*d  eyes, 
A  nd  in  his  breast  receiv'd  th'  envcnoin'd  dart, 
A  tickling  pain  that  pleasM  amid  the  smart. 
But,  conscious  of  ber  form,  with  quick  distrust 
She  saw  his  sparkling  eyes,  and  fear'd  bis  brutal 
This  to  prerent,  she  wak*d  ber  sleepy  crew,   [lust: 
And,  rising  hasty,  took  a  short  adieu. 

Tben  Cymon  first  his  rustic  voice  essay*d, 
With  profier'd  ser\'ice  to  the  parting  maid 
To  sce  ber  safe ;  his  band  she  long  deuy*d. 
But  took  at  length,  asham*d  of  such  a  guide. 
So  Cymon  led  ber  borne,  and  leaving  there, 
No  morę  would  to  his  country  clowns  repair, 
But  sought  his  father^s  bouse,  with  better  min4» 
Hefusing  in  the  farm  to  be  confin'd. 

The  father  wonder'd  at  the  son^s  return. 
Ant]  knew  not  whether  to  rejoice  or  moum ; 
But  doubtfully  recciv'd,  expecting  still 
To  leam  the  secret  causes  of  his  alterM  will. 
Nor  was  he  long  delayM :  the  first  reguest 
He  madę,  was  like  his  brothers  to  be  dress'd, 
And,  as  his  birtb  requir'd,  above  tbe  rest 

With  ease  his  suit  was  granted  by  his  sire, 
Distinguisning  his  heir  by  rich  attire : 
His  body  thus  adorn*d«  he  next  design^d 
With  liberał  arts  to  cuitivale  bis  mind : 
He  sought  a  tutor  of  his  own  accord, 
And  study*d  lessons  he  before  abhorr'd. 

Thus  the  man-child  advanc'd,  and  1eam*d  so  fast, 
That  in  short  time  his  equa1s  he  surpass^d : 
His  brutal  manners  from  his  breast  exiIM, 
His  mień  be  fashion'd,  and  his  tongue  he  fil'd ; 
In  every  exercise  of  aU  admir^d, 
He  seemMy  nor  oniy  seemM,  but  was  inspir^d : 
Jnspir^d  by  Łove,  whose  business  is  to  please ; 
He  rodcy  he  fenc'd,  he  mov'd  witb  graceful  case. 
Morę  &m'd  for  sense,  for  courtly  carriage  morc, 
Than  for  his  brutal  foUy  known  before. 

What  tben  of  alter'd  Cymon  shall  we  say. 
But  that  the  fire  which  choak'd  in  ashes  lay, 
A  load  too  heavy  for  bis  soul  to  move,        [Łove. 
Was  upward  blown  below,  and  brush'd  away  by 
Lorę  madę  an  active  progress  through  his  mind, 
The  dusky  parts  he  clear^d,  the  gross  refin'd, 
The  drowsy  wak'd ;  and  as  be  went  impress^d 
The  Maker's  imag^  on  the  buman  breast 
Thus  was  tlie  man  amended  by  desire. 
And  though  he  lov>d  perhaps  witb  too  much  fire. 
His  father  all  his  fiiults  with  reason  scannM, 
And  lik'd  an  efrour  of  tbe  better  band ; 
£xcu»M  th*  exce88  of  passion  in  bis  mind, 
By  flames^too  fierce,  perhaps  too  much  refin*d : 
So  Cymon,  sińce  his  sire  indulg'd  his  will, 
Impetuous  Iov'd,  and  would  be  Cymon  still ; 
Oalesus  he  disown'd,  and  chose  to  bear  [fair. 

The  name  of  fool  confirm'd  and  bisbopM  by  tbe 

To  Cipseus  by  his  fViends  his  suit  he  lnoT'd> 
Cipseui  the  fiithec  of  tbe  hiv  be  l0T'd ; 


But  he  was  pre-engag^d  by  former  tiesy 
While  Cymon  was  endeavouring  to  be  wise : 
And  Iphigene,  oblig*d  by  former  tows, 
Had  given  ber  faith  to  wed  a  foreign  spouse  ; 
Her  sire  and  she  to  Rhodian  Pasimond, 
Though  botb  repenting,  were  by  promtse  bound. 
Nor  could  retract ;  aod  thus,  as  Fate  decreed, 
Though  better  loy'd,  be  spoke  too  late  to  speed. 

Tbe  doom  was  past,  the  ship,  already  sent, 
Did  all  bis  tardy  diligence  prerent : 
$igh'd  to  berself  the  fair  uahappy  maid. 
Wbite  stormy  Cymon  thus  ia  secret  said : 
"  The  time  is  come  for  Iphigene  to  flnd 
Tbe  miracle  she  wrought  upon  my  mind : 
Her  charms  have  madę  me  man,  ber  ravish'd  lore 
In  rank  shall  place  me  with  the  bless'd  aboTC. 
For  minę  by  love,  by  lorce  she  shall  be  minę, 
Or  death,  if  fbroe  shcmld  fail,  shall  finish  my  design.** 
Resolv*d  be  said;  and  rigg*d  with  speedy  care 
A  vessel  strong,  and  well  equipp*d  for  war. 
Tbe  secret  ship  witb  chosen  friends  he  8tor'd ; 
And,  bent  to  die  or  conąuer,  went  aboard. 
AmbusbM  he  lay  behiud  the  Cyprian  shore, 
Waiting  tbe  sail  that  all  his  wishes  borę ; 
Nor  long  ezpected,  for  the  following  tide 
Sent  out  the  hosiile  ship  and  beauteous  bride. 

To  Rbodes  tbe  rival  bark  directly  8teer'd, 
When  Cymon  sudden  at  ber  back  appear*dy 
And  stopp*d  ber  flight:   tben,  standing   on  his 
In  baoghty  terms  be  thus  defy*d  the  foe:     [prow, 
''  Or  stnke  your  sails  at  summons,  or  piepare 
To  prov«  the  last  extremities  of  war." 
Thus  ipiam*d,  the  Rhodians  for  the  fight  providc; 
Already  were  the  ressels  side  by  side,         [bride. 
These  obsttnate  to  save,  and  those  to  seize  the 
But  Cymon  soon  bis  crooked  grapples  cast, 
Which  witb  tenacious  hołd  bis  foes  ełnbrac>d. 
And,  arm'd  witb  sword  and  shidd,  amid  the  preai 

he  pa8s'd. 
Fierce  was  the  fight,  but,  baiftening  to  his  prey. 
By  force  tbe  (unous  lover  fraed  łus  way  ; 
Himself  alone  dispors*d  tbe  Rhodian  crew^, 
The  weak  disdain*d,  the  Taliant  orerthrew  ; 
Cheap  conąuest  for  his  following  friends  reinain*^ 
He  reap^d  the  field,  and  they  but  only  glemnM. 

His  victory  confess'd,  the  foes  retreat. 
And  cast  tbe  weapons  at  tbe  rictoi^s  leeL 
Wbomthos  be  chea^d:   «0  Rhodian  jrouth,  1 
For  Iove  alone,  nor  otber  booty  sought :     [fbugbl 
Your  lives  are  safe ;  yonr  yessel  1  restgn  ; 
Yours  be  your  own,  rettoring  what  is  minę  : 
In  Iphigene  I  claim  my  rigfatfid  due, 
Robb'd  by  my  riTal,  and  detain'd  by  you  : 
Your  Pasimond  a  lawless  bargaln  drore, 
The  parent  could  not  sell  the  daughtei^s  lorę  ; 
Or,  if  he  could,  my  Lorę  disdains  the  lawa. 
And  like  a  king  by  conąuest  gains.  his  cause: 
Where  arms  take  place,  all  otber  pleas  are  Tain, 
Lorę  taught  me  force,  and  Force  shall  loTe  main 

tain, 
You,  what  by  strengtb  you  could  not  keep,  i^easi 
And  at  an  easy  ransom  bny  your  p^ce.**    [eon 

Fear  on  the  conquer*d  side  aoon  sign'd  th*  a< 
And  Iphigene  to  Cymon  was  restor*d : 
While  to  his  arms  the  blusbing  bride  he  took» 
To  seeoiing  sadness  she  compo8'd  ^r  l<Kkk  ; 
As  if  by  force  subjected  to  his  will, 
Though  pleasM,  dissemblintr,  and  a  woman  stilU 
And,  for  she  wept,  he  wip*d  ber  falling  tears. 
And  pray'd  ber  to  dismiss  ber  cDpty  fears  i 
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*  For  yoan  I  ud/*  he  said,  "  and  have  deseir^d 
Yoor  loTe  mocfa  better  wbom  so  loDg  I  serr*ó, 
Tltan  he  to  whom  your  Ibnnal  fiuther  ty*d 
Ymit  tows,  and  sold  a  s\a.ve,  not  sent  a  bride." 
Tbof  wbile  he  spoke,  he  seiz*d  the  willi  og  prey, 
As  Puis  borę  the  Spartan  spouse  away. 
ftinUy  the  screamM,  and  ey'n  her  eyes  confiessM 
Sbt  rather  would  be  thooght,  than  was  distress^d. 
WIm  DOW  esnilts  bnc  Cymon  in  his  mind  ? 
Vain  bopes  and  empty  joys  of  huinan  kind, 
Vnnd  ot  tbe  present,  to  the  fiiture  blind  ! 
Secare  of  Fate,  vhile  Cymon  plows  tbe  sea, 
And  steers  to  Candy  with  bis  conqucr'd  prey, 
•  Scaice  the  third  glass  of  measur*d  houn  was  ran, 
When*  like  a  fiery  meteor,  sunk  the  Sun ; 
The  promise  of  a  stonn ;  the  shifting  gales 
Fonake  by  fits»  and  fili  the  flagging  sails ; 
Hoane  mnnnan  of  the  main  ftom  far  were  heaid, 
AmA  night  came  on,  not  by  degrees  prepar^d. 
Bot  all  at  once ;  at  once  the  winds  arise, 
lVe  tfaunders  roli,  the  forky  lightning  flies. 
is  Taifl  the  msMter  issoes  ont  commands, 
h  Ttin  tbe  trembling  sailors  ply  their  bands : 
Tbt  tcmpest  nnforeaeen  prerents  their  care, 
Aad  finm  the  first  they  laboar  in  despair. 
Tbe  giddy  sfaip  betwixt  the  winds  and  tides, 
focM  back,  and  ibrwards,  in  a  circle  rides, 
itamM  with  tbe  difibrentblows;  thensbootsamain, 
m,  counteibnfPd,  she  stops,  and  sleeps  again. 
^  Bore  aghast  tbe  proud  archangel  fell, 

finom  the  beigfat  of  Uearen  to  deepest 
HdU 
^ —  Mood  tbe  loTcr  of  his  k>Te  possens^d, 
hw  car9*d  tbe  morę,  the  morę  be  had  been  bles8'd  ^ 
Poie  anzioas  for  her  daager  than  his  own, 
peiih  be  defies ;  bat  woold  be  lost  alone. 
[^  Sid  Iphigeae  to  womanish  complaints 

pMNis  prayert,  and  wearies  all  the  saints  ; 
'a  tfshe  coold,  ber  lorę  she  woald  repent* 
sińce  abe  cannot,  dreads  the  punishment : 
htkit  fiuth,  and  Pftsimond  betiuy^d, 
eter  pteaent,  and  her  crime  upbraid. 
biamea  herself,  nor  blames  her  loTer  less, 
ber  anger,  as  her  fears  increase : 
her  own  back  the  bnrthen  wonld  remore, 
lays  tbe  load  on  his  ungoTem^d  love, 
InCerposing,  durst,  in  HeaTen's  despite, 
and  Tiolate  anotber^  right: 

ineenaVl  a  while  defen^d  his  pain, 
Bttde  him  master  of  his  vow8  in  vain : 
Boa  they  panish'd  his  presamptoous  pride ; 
fcr  his  ciaiing  enterprize  she  dy*d; 
fatber  not  misted,  than  comply*d. 
ben,  fanpatent  of  mind,  with  alter*d  sense, 
hagi^  th*  oflSnider,  and  forgare  th*  offence, 
to  the  laat :  mean  time  with  sails  declin'd 
Bandgriny  Tcatei  drore  before  the  Mńnd : 

and  ictossPd,  aloft,  and  tl^n  t»elow, 
poft  they  seek,  norcertain  conrse  they  know, 
etery  moment  wait  the  coming  blow. 
Iliady  driTen,  by  brealdng  day  they  Tiew^d 
iMd  b^Dre  them,  and  their  fears  renew'd ; 
Ittd  was  weloome,  but  the  tempest  borę 
thRaten*d  ship  against  a  rocky  sbore. 
wiading  hsiy  was  near ;  to  this  they  bent, 
iaat  cscap^d^  their  foroe  already  spent : 

fltonns,  and  panting  firooi  the  sea, 
Ind  naknown  at  leisnre  tbev  survey ; 
mw  (but  soon  their  ńckiy^ight  withdrew) 
ffiHBg  iowen  of  Rhodey  at  dUta&tTiew; 


And  curs*d  the  hostile  sbore  of  Pasimond, 
Sav'd  from  tbe  seas,  and  ship\vreck'd  ou  the  ground. 
Tbe  frighted  sailors  try'd  their  strength  in  Tain 
To  tum  the  stem,  and  tempt  the  stormy  main ; 
But  the  stiff  wind  withstood  the  labouriifg  oar. 
And  forc*d  them  fbrward  on  the  fatal  shore ! 
The  crooked  keet  now  bites  the  Rhodian  strand. 
And  the  ship  moor^d  constrains  the  crew  to  land: 
Yet  still  they  might  be  safe,  because  unknown, 
But,  as  ill  fortunę  seldom  comes  alone, 
The  ves8el  they  dismissM  was  driven  before, 
Already  shelter*d  on  their  natire  shore ; 
Knoim  eacb,  they  know ;  but  each  with  change 

ofchear; 

The  Tanqni8h*d  side  exults ;  the  yictors  fear; 
Not  them  buftheirs,  madę  prisoners  ere  they fight, 
Despairing  conquest,  and  depriT'd  of  ilight. 
.    The  country  rings  around  with  lood  alarms* 
And  raw  in  fields  the  mde  militia  swarms ; 
Moaths  witbout  bauds;  maintain^d  at  vast  ex* 

pense, 
In  peace  a  chaige,  in  war  a  weak  defence : 
Stout  once  a  month  they  march,  a  blustering  bandp 
And  erer,  but  in  times  of  need,  at  band ; 
This  was  the  mom  when,  issuing  on  the  guard, 
Drawn  up  in  rank  and  file  they  stood  prepar^d 
Of  seemiug  arms  to  make  a  short  essay, 
Then  hasten  to  be  dnink»  the  business  of  tbe  day. 
The  cowards  would  hare  fled,  but  that  they  knew 
Themselres  so  many,  and  their  foes  00  few : 
But,  crowding  on,  the  last  the  first  impel : 
Till  oTerbom  with  weight  the  Cyprians  felL 
Cymon  enslav'd,  who  first  the  war  begun. 
And  Iphigene  once  morę  is  lost  and  won. 

Deep  in  a  dungeon  was  the  captiye  cast, 
DepriF'd  of  day,  and  held  in  fetters  iast : 
His  life  was  only  spai^d  at  their  reąuest, 
Whom  taken  he  so  nobly  had  releas^d : 
But  Iphigenia  was  tbe  ladies  care, 
£ach  in  their  tum  address*d  to  treat  the  fiur ; 
While  Pasimond  and  his  the  nuptial  feast  pre^ 
parę. 
Her  secret  soul  to  Cymon  was  indin*d. 
But  she  must  sufiier  what  her  Fates  assign'd ; 
So  passire  is  the  church  of  woman-kind. 
What  worse  to  Cymon  could  his  fortunę  deal, 
RollM  to  the  lowest  spoke  of  all  her  wheel  ? 
It  rested  to  dismiss  the  downward  weight, 
Or  raise  him  upward  to  his  former  height ; 
The  latter  pleasM ;  and  Lotc  (concemM  the  most) 
Prepar'd  th'  amends,  for  what  by  loTe  he  lost, 

The  sire  of  Pasimond  had  left  a  son, 
Though  younger,  yet  for  oourage  early  known, 
Ormisda  call'd,  to  whom,  by  promise  ty'd, 
A  Rhodian  besuty  was  the  destin^d  bride ; 
Cassandra  was  her  uaroe,  abore  the  rest 
Renown'd  for  birth,  with  fortunę  amply  bleas*<^ 
Lysimacbus,  who  niPd  the  Rhodian  state, 
Was  then  by  choice  their  annual  magistrate : 
He  IoT'd  Cassandra  too  with  equal  fire, 
But  Fortune  had  not  fayour'd  his  desire  i 
Cross*iM^  her  friends,  by  her  not  disappror'd. 
Nor  yet  preferrM,  or  like  Ormisda  lov*d : 
80  stood  th>  affiiir :  some  lifckU:  hope  rcmain'd, 
That,  steuld  his  nral  chanCe  to  lose,  he  gain'd. 

Mean  time  young  Pasimond  hismarriage  pressM, 
Oidain^d  the  nuptial  day,  prepar^d  the  feast  ^ 
And  frugally  resoW^d  (the  charge  to  shun, 
Which  would  be  double  should  he  wed  alone) 
To  join  his  bcother^s  bridal  with  his  owo* 
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Lysimachus,  oppress^d  with  mortal  grief, 
Recei^M  the  news,  and  study^d  quick  relief: 
The  fyitai  day  approach'd ;  if  force  were  U8'd, 
Tbe  magistratc  his  publtc  trust  abus*d  ; 
To  justice  liable,  as  law  reqiiłr'd ; 
For,  when  his  office  ceasM,  his  power  expir*d: 
While  power  Temain'd  the  meaiis  wsre  in  his  hand 
By  fOTce  to  seize,  and  then  for8a1ie,tt^laud: 
Betwixt  extreme8  he  knew  not  how  to  Qiove, 
A  8lave  to  famę,  but,  morę  a  8lave  to  love : 
Restrainiiig  others,  yet  himself  not  free, 
Hilade  impotent  by  power,  debas'd  by  dignity. 
Both  sides  he  weigh'd :  but,  after  much  debatę, 
The  man  prerailM  aboTe  the  magistrate. 

Łove  nerer  fails  to  master  what  he  finds, 
But  works  a  different  way  tn  different  minds, 
The  fool  enlightens,  and  the  wise  he  bltnds. 
This  youth,  proposing  to  possess  and  'scape, 
Began  in  murder,  to  conclude  in  rape : 
UnpraisM  by  me,  thoagh  Heaven  sometimes  may 
An  impious  act  with  undeserv'd  success:       [bless 
Ute  great  it.Memaa»^piiidIeg'd  alone 
To  punish  all  iąjustice  tmt  tfeieir  own. 
But  here  I  stop,  notdaring  to.poocced, 
Yet  blush  to  flatter  an  unrighteous  deed : 
For  crimes  are  but  permitted,  not  decreed. 

Re8olv'd  on  force,  his  wit  tbe  pcetor  bent. 
To  find  the  means  that  mi|;bt  Sfecure  th'  event ; 
Not  long  he  labour^d,  for  ida.  Inckf  thought 
In  captire  Cymon  fbnnd  the  CHpend  he  sought ; 
Th'  example pleas^d :  the  cansaa^d crime  the  same ; 
An  injur^d  1over,  and  a  rairish^  damę. 
How  much  he  durst  he  knew  by  what  he  dar^d, 
The  less  he  had  to  lose,  the  leis  he  carM       [  ward. 
To  manage  loathsome  life,  whca  lorę  was  the  re- 

This  ponder*d  well,  and  fix'd.Qii  his  intent, 
In  depth  ot  night  he  for  the  psiaoner  sent ; 
In  sccret  sent,  the  public  v\ew  to  shun, 
Then  with  a  sober  smile  he  tluis  bsignn. 
"  The  powers  abo^e,  wbo  boonteonaJy  bestow 
flierr  gifts andgracea  on  mankkuibdbiw, 
Yet  prove  out  merit  first,  nor  blindJy  give 
To  such  as  are  not  worthy  to  reeeive. 
For  ralour  and  fcr  virtue  they  pro^ide 
Their  due  reward,  hut  first  they  muifebe  try'd : 
These  fruitful  seeds  within  your  mmithey  80w'd; 
'Twas  yours  t*  improve  the  talent  they  bestow'd : 
They  gave  you  to  be  bom  of  noble  kind, 
They  gave  you  lovc  to  lighten  up  yont  mind, 
And  puTge  the  grosser  parts ;  they  gante  you  care 
To  please,  and  courape  to  deset-ye  tbe  (mir. 

"  Thus  far  they  try*d  you,,  and  by  proof  they 
The  grain  intrustol  in  a  grateful  ground:  [fouud 
But  still  the  great  experiment  reinain'd» 
They  suffcr^J  you  to  lose  the  prize  you  gain^d, 
That  you  might  leam  the  giil  was  thein  alooia, 
And  when  restor^d,  to  thcm  the  blessing  own. 
R<»8torM  it  soon  will  be  ;  the  means  prepar^d, 
The  diflflculty  smooth'd,  the  dangcr  shar'd: 
Be  but  yoursęlf,  the  care  to  me  resign, 
Titen  Iphigene  is  yours,  Cassandra  minę. 
Your  rivąl  Pasiniond  porsut  s  your  life, 
Ini|)atient  to  reyenge  his  ravi8h'd  wif5e, 
But  yet  not  his;  to-morrow  is  bebind, 
And  Love  ourfortunes  in  oue  band  has  join*d  : 
Two  brotbers  are  our  foes,  Ormisda  roine, 
As  much  declai''d  as  Pasiniond  is  thine : 
To-morrow  must  their  common  vows  be  ty'd  : 
With  IiOve  to  fiiend,  and  Fortune  for  our  gnida, 
Łct  both  i^pWę to  die,  or  each  ndeem  a  biitie. 


"  Right  I  haYe  nonę,  nor  hast  thou  much  u 
plead;  ę 

Tis  force,  when  done,  must  justify  the  deed : 
Our  task  perform*d,  we  next  prepare  for  fiight: 
And  let  the  losers  talk  in  vain  of  right: 
We  with  the  fair  will  sail  befbre  the  wind, 
If  they  are  griev'd,  I  leave  the  laws  behind. 
Speak  thy  resolvcs :  if  now  thy  oourage  droop, 
Despair  in  prison,  and  abandon  hope : 
But  if  tbou  dar'8t  in  arms  thy  IpTe  r^rain, 
(For  liberty  without  thy  loYCiwere  Taiu) 
Then  second  my  design  to  seize  the  prey,    [way; 
Or  lead  to  second  rape,  for  well  thou  know'st  th 

Said  Cymon  oveijoy'd,  "  Do  thou  propose 
The  means  to  fight,  and  oniy  show  tlie  fues : 
For  irom  the  first,  when  love  had  fir'd  my  mind, 
ResoWd  I  left  the  care  of  life  behind." 

To  this  the  bold  Lysimachus  replyM, 
*'  Let  Heaven  be  neuter,  and  the  sword  decide ; 
The  spousals  are  prepar^d,  already  play 
The  minstrels,  and  proToke  the  tardy  day : 
By  this  the  brides  are  wak'd,  their  groomi  av 

dress*d ; 
All  Rhodes  is  summon'd  to  the  nuptial  feast, 
All  but  myself,  the  sole  unbidden  guest. 
Unbi<^den  though  I  am,  I  will  be  there 
And,  join^d  by  thee,  intend  to  joy  the  fiadr. 

**  Now  hear  the  rest;  when  Day  resigna  the  ligU 
And  chearful  torches  gild  the  joUy  Night, 
Be  ready  at  my  cali ;  my  chosen  few 
With  arms  adminl6ter'd  sball  aid  thy  crew. 
Then,  cntering  unexpected,  will  we  seize 
Our  dcstinM  prey,  from  men  dissoWd  in  ease. 
By  winę  disaUod,  unprepar*d  for  fight. 
And  hastening  to  the  seas,  subom  our  flight : 
The  seas  are  ours,  for  I  command  the  fort, 
A  ship  well-mann*d  expects  us  in  the  port : 
If  they,  or  if  their  fricnds,  the  prize  contcst, 
Death  shall  attend  the  man  who  dares  resist.^ 

It  pleasM !  the  prisoner  to  his  hołd  letir^d. 
His  troop  with  equal  emulation  fir'd, 
Ali  fibc'd  to  fight,  and  all  their  wonted  work  n 

quir'd. 
The  Sun  aroae ;  the  streets  were  throns^M  aroud 
The  palące  openM,  and  the  posts  were  crowu^d. 
The  double  bridegroom  at  the  docnr  atteuds 
Th'  expected  spouse,  and  entertains  tbe  friends: 
Thty  meet,  they  lead  to  church,  the  priests  inrol 
The  powers,  and  feed  the  flames  with  firs^ni 

smoke. 
This  done,  they  feast,  and  at  the  close  of  nigłtt 
By  kindled  torches  vary  their  delight, 
These  lead  the  lLvely  dance,  and  those  tbe  boa 
ming  bowls  invite. 

Now,  at  th'  appointed  place  and  hoar  assUn^d 
With  souls  resołv'd  the  ravisher8  were  jołnM  : 
'llirce  bands  are  form'd  ;  tłie  first  is  sent  befoie 
To  favour  the  retreat,  and-guard  tbe  shore^ 
The  second  at  the  palace-gate  is  plac'd. 
And  up  the  lofty  stairs  ascend  the  last : 
A  peaceful  troop  they  seem  with  shinin^  Tests^ 
But  coats  of  mail  beneath  secure  their  brcasts. 

Dauntless  they  enter,  Cymon  at  their  head. 
And  find  the  feast  ranewM,  the  table  spread : 
Sweet  Yoices,  roix'd  with  instrumeutal  soands, 
Ascend  tbe  vaulted  roof,  thevaulted  roof  r^Mnnd 
When  like  the  harpies  rushing  tłirougb  the  haU 
The  sudden  troop  api>ears,  the  tables  fell, 
Their  smoking  4oad  is  on  the  pavemcut  throwo. 
Each  rayisher  prepares  to  seize  his  om  n  ^ 
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ne  brides,  iiiTaded  with  a  rade  cmbrace, 
I  Sbriek  oat  for  aid,  conftision  fills  the  place, 
tnick  to  redeem  the  prey  their  plighted  lords 
Adnxxe,  tbe  palące  głeams  with  ^hining  swords. 

Bot  1^  is  all  defence,  and  succour  Yain  ; 
Tbe  npe  U  madę,  the  ravishers  remain : 
Tvo  sbłidy  sla^es  were  only  sent  before 
To  bear  the  parchasM  prize  in  safety  to  the  shore. 
Tbe  troop  rętires,  the  lovers  close  the  rear, 
With  forward  faces  not  confesslng  fear : 
Backwaid  they  xnove,  but  scom  thdr  pace  to  mend, 
Tlieo  9tek  tbe  btairs,  and  with  aiow  hastę  descend. 

Fierce  Pasimoud,  their  passacce  to  prwcnt, 
Thnist  filii  on  Cynłon'6  back  in  his  dcscent ; 
Tbe  blade  retum^d  unbathM,  and  to  the  handle 

bent. 
Stoat  Cymon  soon  remounts,  and  cleft  in  two 
His  riraPs  head  with  one  descending  blow : 
And  as  the  neiEt  in  rank  Ormisda  stood. 
Be  tornad  the  point;  the  sword,  inur*d  to  blood, 
^or^d  his  ungnanled  breast,  which  pour'd  a  purple 

flood. 
With  row'd  rerenge  the  gathenng  crowd  pursues, 
Tbe  rarishers  tum  head,  the  fight  rehe\\'s ; 
The  hall  is  beap*d  with  corps ;  the  sprinkled  gore 
Beanean  the  walls,  and  floats  the  marble  floor. 
]Kspen*d  at  length  tbe  dranken  squadron  flies, 
tbe  rictors  to  their  Tessel  bear  the  prize ; 
^adbearbehind  loud  groansj  and  lamentable  cries. 


The  crew  with  merry  shouts  their  anchors  weigh, 
Then  ply  their  oars,  and  brush  the  buxom  sea, 
While  troops  of  gather^d  Rhodians  crowd  the  kcy. 
What  should  the  people  do  when  ieft  alone  ? 
The  govemor  and  goyemment  are  gone. 
The  public  wcalth  to  foreign  parts  convoyM ; 
Some  troops  disbanded,  and  the  rest  unpaid. 
Rhodes  is  the  sovercign  of  the  sea  no  morę ; 
Their  ships  unrigg^d,  and  spent  their  naval  storę, 
They  neither  coiila  defend,  nor  can  pursuc, 
But  grinnM  their  teeth,  and  cast  a  helpless  view  ; 
In  vain  with  darta  a  distant  war  they  try, 
Short,  and  morę  short,  tbe  missive  weapons  fly. 
Mean  while  the  ravishers  their  crirnes  enjoy, 
And  flying  sails  and  sweeping  oars  cmpłoy: 
The  cliffs  of  Rhodes  in  little  space  arc  \osi, 
Jove'8  isle  they  seek ;  nor  Jove  denies  his  coast. 

In  safety  landod  on  the  Candiaa  shoi-e, 
With  f;enerous  wines  their  spirits  they  restore: 
There  Cymon  with  his  Rhodian  friend  resides, 
Both  court,  and  wed  at  once  the  willing  brides. 
A  war  ensues,  the  Cretans  own  their  cause, 
Stiff  to  defend  their  hospitable  laws  : 
Both  partieslose  by  turns ;  and  neither  wins, 
Ti  U  peace  propoumled  by  a  truce  begins. 
The  kindred  of  the  slain  fbrgiye  the  deed. 
But  a  short  exile  must  for  show  precede : 
The  teon  cicpir^d,  from  Candia  they  remore ; 
And  happy  each,  at  home,  enjoy s  his  love. 
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OVID'S    METAMORPHOSES. 


TO  THE  RIGHT  HON". 

LORD   RADCLIFFE. 


MY  LORD, 

1  HESE  Miscellany  Poems*  are  by  many  titles  yours.  The  first  they  claim 
from  your  acceptance  of  my  promise  to  present  them  to  you,  bcfore  some  of 
them  were  yet  in  being.  The  rest  are  derived  from  your  own  merit,  thc 
exactne8S  of  your  judgment  in  poetry,  and  the  candour  of  your  naturę ;  easy 
to  forgiye  some  trivial  faults  when  they  come  accompanied  with  countenrail- 
ing  beauties.  But,  after  all,  though  these  are  your  eąuitable  claims  to  a  de- 
dication  from  other  poets,  yet  I  must  acknowledge  a  bribe  in  the  case,  which 
18  your  particular  liking  to  my  verses.  It  is  a  yanity  common  to  all  writers^ 
to  over-yalue  their  owu  productions ;  and  it  is  better  for  me  to  own  this 
failing  in  myself,  than  the  world  to  do  it  for  me.  For  what  other  reason  have  I 
spent  my  life  in  so  unproiitable  a  study  ?  ivhy  am  I  grown  old,  in  seeking  so 
barren  a  reward  as  famę?  The  same  parts  and  application,  which  have 
madę  me  a  poet,  might  baye  raised  me  to  any  honours  of  the  gown,  which 
are  often  giyen  to  men  of  as  little  leaming  and  less  honesty  than  myself. 
No  goyernment  has  eycr  been,  or  eyer  can  be^  wherein  time-seryers  and 
blockheads  will  not  be  uppermost.  The  persons  are  oniy  changed,  but  the 
same  jugglings  in  state,  the  same  hypocrisy  in  religion,  the  same  self-in- 
terest  and  mismanagement,  will  remain  for 'eyer.    Blood  and  money  will  be 

•  Brefiied  to  tbe  Thiid  Yolume  of  Dryden^s  Miscellany  Poems,  printed  in  1693. 
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hTished  in  all  ages,  only  for  the  preferment  of  new  łaccs,  with  old  con- 
sciences.  There  is  too  often  a  jaundice  in  the  eyes  of  great  men  ;  they  see 
not  those  whom  they  raise  in  the  same  colours  with  other  men.  AU  wbom 
tfaey  affect,  look  golden  to  them  ;  when  the  gilding  is  only  in  their  own 
distempered  sight.  These  considerations  have  given  me  a  kind  of  eon  tern  pt 
for  those  who  have  risen  by  unworthy  ways.  I  am  not  ashamcd  to  be  Httlc, 
when  I  see  them  so  infamously  great ;  neither  do  I  know  why  the  name  of 
poet  should  be  dishonourable  to  me,  if  I  am  truły  one,  as  I  hope  I  am  ;  for  I 
wiJl  never  do  any  thing  that  shall  dishonour  it.  The  notions  of  moraUty  are 
known  to  all  men :  nonę  can  pretend  ignorance  of  those  ideas  which  are  in-born 
in  mankind :  and  if  I  see  one  thing,  and  practise  the  contrary,  I  must  be  dis- 
ingenuous,  not  to  acknowledge  a  elear  truth,  and  base,  to  act  against  the 
light  of  my  own  conscience.  For  the  reputation  of  my  honesty,  no  man  can 
question  it,  who  has  any  of  his  own  :  for  that  of  my  poetry,  it  shall  either 
stand  by  its  own  merit,  or  fali  for  want  of  it.  111  writers  are  usually  the 
sharpest  censors :  for  they,  (as  the  best  poet  and  the  best  patron  said)  when 
in  the  fuli  perfection  of  decay,  turn  yinegar,  and  come  again  in  play.  Thus 
the  comiption  of  a  poet  is  the  generation  of  a  critic  :  I  mean  of  a  critic  in 
the  generał  acceptation  of  this  age :  for  formerly  they  were  quite  another 
species  of  men.  They  were  defenders  of  poets,  and  commentators  on  their 
works ;  to  illustrate  obscure  beauties ;  to  place  some  passages  in  a  better 
light ;  to  redeem  others  from  malicious  interprctations ;  to  help  out  an 
author's  modesty,  who  is  not  ostentatious  of  his  wit ;  and,  in  short,  to  shield 
him  from  the  ill-nature  of  those  fellows.  who  were  then  called  Zoili  and 
Mcmi,  and  now  take  upon  themsclves  the  yenerable  name  of  censors.  But 
neither  Zoilus,  nor  he  who  endeavo«red  to  defame  Virgil,  were  ever  adopted 
into  the  name  of  critics  by  the  ancients':  what  their  reputation  was  then, 
we  know  ;  and  their  successors  in  this  age  deserye  no  better.  Are  our 
annliary  forces  turned  our  encmies  ?  are  they,  who  at  best  are  but  wits  of 
the  second  order,  and  whose  only  credit  amongst  readers  is  what  they  ob- 
tained  by  being  cubservient  to  the  famę  of  writers,  are  these  become  rebels 
of  slares,  and  usurpers  of  subjects;  or,  to  speak  in  the  most  honourable 
tenns  of  them,  are  they  from  our  seconds  become  principals  against  us? 
does  the  iyy  undermine  the  oak,  which  supports  its  weakness  ?  what  labour 
.woald  it  cost  them  to  put  in  a  better  linę,  than  the  worst  of  those  which 
they  expunge  in  a  true  poet  ?  Petronius,  the  greatest  wit  perhaps  of  all  the 
Romans,  yet  when  his  enyy  preyailed  upon  his  judgment  to  fali  on  Lucan, 
he  fell  himself  in  his  attempt :  he  performed  worse,  in  his  E&say  of  the  Ciyil 
War,  than  the  anthor  of  the  Pharsalia :  and  ayoiding  his  errours,  has  madę 
greater  of  his  own.  Julius  Scaliger  would  needs  turn  down  Homer,  and 
abdicate  him  after  the  possession  of  three  thousand  years  :  has  he  succeeded 
in  his  attempt  ?  he  has  indeed  shown  us  some  of  those  imperfections  in  him, 
which  are  incident  to  human  kind :  but  who  had  not  rather'  be  that  Homer 
dian  this  Scaliger  ?    You  see   the   same  bypercritic,  when  he  endearours 
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to  mend  thc  beginnmg  of  Claudian^  (a  faulty  poet,iind  living  hi  a  barbarous 
age)  }'^et  how  short  he  comes  of  him,  and  siibstitutes  siich  yerses  of  his  owa 
as  deserve  the  feruła.  What  a  censure  has  he  madę  of  Lucan,  that  he  rather 
seems  to  bark  than  sing  ?  would  any  but  a  dog  have  madc  so  snarling  a 
comparison  ?  one  would  have  thought  he  had  learned  Latin,  as  late  as  they 
tell  us  he  did  Greek.  Yet  he  came  off,  with  a  pace  łudy  by  your  good  leave, 
Łucan ;  he  called  him  not  by  thosc  outrageous  names,  of  fool,  booby,  and 
blockhead :  he  had  somewhat  morę  of  good-manners  than  his  successors,  as  he 
had  much  morę  knowledge.  We  have  two  sorts  of  those  gentlemen  in  our 
nation :  some  of  them,  proceeding  with  a  seeming  moderation  and  pretence  of 
respect  to  the  dramatic  writers  of  the  last  age,  only  scorn  and  yiłify  the 
present  poets,  to  set  up  their  predecessors.  But  this  is  only  in  appearaiice  ; 
for  their  real  design  is  nothing  less  than  to  do  honour  to  any  man,  besides 
themselres.  Horace  took  notice  of  such  men  in  his  age:  Non  ingeniis 
favet  ille,  sepultis ;  nostra  se^  impugnat ;  nos  nostraąue  liyidus  odit.  It 
is  not  with  an  ultimate  intention  to  pay  reverence  to  the  manes  of  Shake- 
speare,  Fletcher,  and  Ben  Jonson,  that  they  commend  their  writings,  but  to 
throw  dirt  on  the  writers  of  this  age:  their  declaration  is  one  thing,  and 
their  practice  is  another.  Ęy  a  seeming  veneration  to  our  fathers,  thćy 
would  thrust  out  us,  their  lawful  issue,  and  govern  us  themselves,  under  a 
specious  pretence  o/  reformation.  If  they  could  compass  their  intent,  what 
would  wit  and  learning  get  by  such  a  change  ?  if  we  are  bad  poets,  they  are 
worse ;  and  when  any  of  their  woeful  pieccs  come  abroad,  the  difference  is 
so  great  betwixt  thcm  and  good  writers,  that  thcre  nced  no  criticisms  on  our 
part  to  decide  it.  When  they  describe  the  writers  of  this  age,  they  draw 
such  monstrous  figures  of  thcm,  as  resemble  nonę  of  us:  our  pretended 
picturcs  are  so  unlike,  that  it  is  evident  we  never  sate  to  them .;  they  are  all 
grotesąue,  the  products  of  their  wild  imaginations,  things  out  of  naturę,  so 
fiir  from  being  copied  from  us,  that  they  resemble  nothing  that  ever  was,  or 
evcr  can  be.  But  there  is  another  sort  of  insects  morę  yenomous  than  the 
former.  Those  who  manifestly  aim  at  the  destruction  of  our  poetical  church 
and  State ;  who  allow  nothing  to  their  countrymen,  either  of  this  or  of  the 
former  age.  These  attack  the  iiving  by  raking  up  the  ashes  of  the  dead ; 
well  knowing,  that  if  they  can  subvert  their  original  title  to  the  stage,  -we, 
who  claim  under  them,  must  fali  of  course.  Peace  be  to  the  yenerable  shades 
of  Shakespeare  and  Ben  Jonson :  nonę  of  the  liying  will  presume  to  have 
any  competition  with  them :  as  they  were  our  predecessors,  so  they  were 
our  masters.  We  trail  our  plays  under  them ;  but  (as  at  the  funerals  of  a 
Turkisb  emperor)  our  ensigns  are  furled  or  dragged  upon  the  ground^  in 
honour  to  the  dead ;  so  we  may  lawfully  adyance  our  own,  afterwards,  to 
show  that  we  succeed :  if  less  in  dignity,  yet  on  the  same  foot  and  title, 
which  we  tbink  too  we  can  maintain  against  the  insolence  of  our  own 
janizaries.  If  I  am  the  man,  as  I  haye  reason  to  belieye,  who  am  seemingly 
courted,  and  secretly  undermined  ;  I  think  Tshall  be  able  to  defend  n^yseif,, 
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wlien  T  am  openly  attacked ;  and  to  show  besides,  that  the  Greek  writers 
only  gave  us  the  rudiments  of  a  stage  which  they  never  finished :  that  many 
of  the  tragedies  in  the  former  age  amongst  us  were  without  coinparison  be« 
y<md  thoae  of  Sophocles  and  Euńpides.  But,  at  present,  I  have  neither  the 
leisure  nor  the  means  for  such  an  undertaking.  It  is  ill  going  to  law  for  an 
estate,  with  him  who  is  in  possession  of  it,  and  enjoys  the  present  profits,  to  feed 
Jbis  cause.  But  the  ąuantum  mutatus  may  be  remembered  in  due  time. 
In  the  mean  while,  I  leave  the  world  to  judge,  who  gave  the  provQcation.    « 

This,  my  lord,  is,  I  confess,  a  lo»g  digression  from  Miscellany  Poems  to 
Modern  Tragedies:  but  I  have  the  ordinary  excuse  of  an  injured  man,  who 
will  be  telling  his  tale  unseasonably  to  his  betters ;  though,  at  the  same  time, 
I  am  certain,  you  are  so  good  a  friend,  as  to  take  a  concern  in  all  things 
which  belong  to  one  who  so  truły  honours  you.  And  besides,  being  your^ 
se]f  a  critic  of  the  genuine  sort,  who  have  read  the  best  authors  in  their 
own  langu^es,  who  perfectly  distinguish  of  their  several  merits,  and*  in 
generał  prefer  thera  to  the  moderns ;  yet,  I  know,  you  judge  for  the  English 
tragt^es  against  the  Greek  and  Latin,  as  well  as  against  the  Frencb,  Italian^ 
and  Spanish,  of  these  latter  ages.  Indeed  ihereis  a  vast  difference  betwixt 
arguing  like  Perault  in  behalf  of  the  French  poets  against  Homer  and 
Yirgil,  and  betwixt  giving  the  English  poets  their  undoubted  due  of  excelling 
£schylus,  Euripides,  and  Sophocles.  For  if  we,  or  our  greater  fathers,  have 
not  yet  brought  the  drama  to  an  absolute  perfection,  yet  at  least  we  haye 
carried  it  much  farther  than  those  ancient  Greeks ;  who,  beginning  from  a 
Chorus,  could  never  totally  exclude  it,  as  we  have  done,  who  find  it  an 
miprofitable  incumbrance,  without  any  necessity  of  entertaining  it  amongst 
us,  and  without  the  possibility  of  establishing  it  here,  uniess  it  were  sup- 
ported  by  a  pubiic  charge*  Neither  can  we  accept  of  those  lay-bishops, 
as  some  cali  them,  who,  under  pretence  of  reforming  the  stage,  would  intgbde 
themselres  upon  us  as  our  superiors,  being  indeed  incompetent  judges  of  what 
is  manners,  what  religion,  and  łeast  of  all,  what  is  poetry  and  good  sensc.  I 
can  tell  them  in  behalf  of  all  my  fellows,  that  wh^n  they  comć  to  exercise  a 
jurisdiction  over  us,  they  shall  have  the  stage  to  themselves,  as  they  have  the 
kurel.  As  little  can  I  grant,  that  the  French  dramatic  writers  excel  the 
English ;  our  authors  as  far  surpass  them  in  genius,  as  our  soldiers  excel 
theirs  in  courage:  it  is  true,  in  conduct  they  surpass  us  either  way :  yet  that 
proceeds  not  so  much  from  their  greater  knowledge,  as  from  the  dif- 
ference of  tastes  in  the  two  nationff.  They  content  themselres  with  a  thin 
design,  without  episodes,  and  managed  by  few  persons.  Our  audience  will 
not  be  pleased  but  with  yariety  of  accidents,  an  underplot,  and  many  actors. 
They  follow  the  ancients  too  servi)e]y,  in  the  mechanic  rules,  and  we 
assume  too  much  licence  to  ourselyes,  in  keeping  them  only  in  yiew^  at 
too  great  a  distance.  But  if  our  audience  had  their  tastes,  our  poets  could 
morę  easily  comply  with  them,  than  the  French  writers  could  come  up 
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to  the  sublimity  of  our  thoughts^  or  to  the  difficult  rariety  of  our  designs^ 
However  it  be,  I  dare  establish  it  for  a  rule  of  practice  on  the  stage,  that 
we  are  bound  to  please  those  whom  we  pretend  to  entertain ;  and  that 
at  any  price,  religioh  and  good-manners  only  excepted ;  and  I  care  not 
much,  if  I  give  this  handle  to  our  bad  illiterate  poetasters,  for  the  defence 
of  their  Scriptions,  as  they  cali  them.  There  is  a  sort  of  merit  in  de- 
ligbtiug  the  spectators ;  which  is  a  name  morę  proper  for  them,.  than  that 
of  auditors :  or  eise  Horace  is  in  the  wrong,  when  he  commends  Lucilius 
for  it.  But  these  common-places  I  mean  to  treat  at  greater  leisure :  in  the 
mean  time,  submitting  that  little  I  have  said  to  your  lordship's  appro* 
bation,  or  your  censure,  and  choosing  rather  to  entertain  you  this  way,  as 
yonare  a  judge  of  writing,  than  tooppress  your  modesty  with  other  com- 
mendations;  which,  though  they  are  your  due,  yet  wouid  not  be  eąually 
receiyed  in  this  satirical  and  censorious  age.  That  which  cannot  without 
injury  be  denied  to  you,  is  the  easiuess  of  your  conversation,  far  from  af- 
fectation  or  pride;  not  denying  even  to  enemies  their  just  praises.  And 
this,  if  I  wouid  dweli  on  any  theme  of  this  naturę,  is  no  vulgar  commenda* 
tion  to  your  lordship.  Without  flattęry,  my  lord,  you  have  it  in  your 
naturę,  to  be  a  patron  and  encourager  of  good  poets,  but  your  fortunę  bas 
not  yet  put  into  your  hands  the  opportunity  of  expressing  it.  What  you  will 
be  hereafter,  may  be  morę  than  guessed,  by  what  you  are  at  present.  You 
maintain  the  character  of  a  nobleman,  without  that  haughtiness  which  gene- 
rally  attends  too  many  of  the  nobility ;  and  when  you  converse  with  gentle-. 
men,  you  forget  not  that  you  have  been  of  their  order.  You  are  married  to 
the  daughter  of  a  king,  who,  amongst  her  other  high  perfections,  has  derived 
from  him  a  charming  behayiour,  a  winning  goodness,  and  a  majestic  person. 
The  Muses  and  the  Graces  are  the  ornaments  of  your  family ;  while  the  Muse 
sings,  the  Grace  accompanies  her  voice :  even  the  seryants  of  the  Musea 
have  sometimes  had  the ' happińess  to  hear  her;  and  to  receiye  their  in^ 
spirations  firom  her. 

I  will  not  give  mr^^elf  the  liberty  of  going  farther ;  for  it  is  so  sweet  to 
wander  in  a  pleasing  way,  that  I  should  never  arrive  at  my  journey's  end. 
To  keep  myself  from  being  belated  in  my  letter,  and  tiring  your  attention,  I 
must  return  to  the  place  where  I  was  setting  out.  I  humbly  dedicate  to  your 
lordship,  my  own  labours  in  this  Miscellany:  atthe  same  time,  not  arro- 
gating  to  myself  the  privilege  of  inscribing  to  you  the  works  of  others,  who 
are  joined  with  me  in  this  undertaking,  over  which  I  can  pretend  no  rigbt* 
Your  lady  and  you  haye  done  me  the  fayour  to  hear  me  read  my  translations 
of  Oyid  ;  and  you  both  seemed  not  to  be  displeased  with  them.  Whether  it 
be  the  partiality  of  an  old  man  to  his  youngest  child,  I  know  not :  but  they 
appear  to  me  the  best  of  all  my  endeayours  in  this  kind*  Perhaps  this  poet 
is  morę  easy  to  be  translated  than  some  others,  whom  I  h&ye  lately  atteropted : 
perhaps  too^  he  was  morę  according  to  my  genius.    He  is  certainly  morę  pa- 
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Jatable  to  the  reader  than  any  of  the  Roman  wits ;  though  some  of  them  are 
morę  lofty,  some  moreinstructive,  and  others  morę  correct.  He  had  learning 
enough  to  make  him  equal  to  the  best  But  as  his  yerse  came  easily,  he 
wanted  the  toil  of  application  to  amend  it.  He  is  often  luxuriant  both  in 
lus  fancy  and  expressions,  and,  as  it  has  lately  been  observed,  not  aiways  na- 
tural.  If  wit  be  pleasantry,  he  has  it  to  excess ;  but  if  it  be  propriety,  Lu- 
cretius,  Horace,  and,  above  all,  Yirgil,  are  his  superiors.  I  bave  said  so  much 
of  him  aiready ,  in  my  preface  to  his  Heroical  Epistles,  that  there  remains  little 
to  be  added  in  this  place :  for  my  own  part,  I  have  endeayoured  to  copy  his 
character  what  I  could  in  this  translation,  even  perhaps  farther  than  I  should 
haye  done ;  to  his  very  faults.  Mr.  Chapman,  in  his  translation  of  Homer^ 
professes  to  hare  done  it  somewhat  paraphrastically ,  and  that  on  set  purpose ; 
his  opinion  being,  that  a  good  póet  is  to  be  transiated  in  that  manner.  I  re- 
member  not  the  reason  which  he  gives  for  it;  but  I  suppose  it  is,  for  fear  of 
omitting  any  of  his  exceliencies :  surę  I  am,  that  if  it  be  a  fault,  it  is  much 
morę  pardonable  than  that  of  those,  who  run  into  the  other  extreme  of  a  ]i« 
terał  and  close  translation,  where  the  poet  is  confined  so  straightly  to  his 
author's  words,  that  he  -wants  elbow-room  to  express  his  elegancies.  He  leayes 
him  obscure ;  he  leayes  him  prose,  where  he  found  him  yerse :  and  no  better 
than  thus  has  Oyid  been  seryed  by  the  so  much  admired  Sandys.  This  is  at 
kast  the  idea  which  I  haye  i^maining  of  his  translation  ;  for  I  neyer  read  him 
sińce  I  was  a  boy.  They  who  take  him  upon  content,  from  the  praises  which 
their  fathers  gaye  him,  may  inform  their  judgment  by  reading  him  ^ain,  and 
see  (if  they  understand  the  original)  what  is  become  of  Oyid's  poetry  in  his 
yersion ;  whether  it  be  not  all,  or  the  greatest  part  of  it,  eyaporated.  But  this 
proceeded  from  the  wrong  judgment  of  the  age  in  which  he  liyed.  They 
neither  knew  good  yerse,  nor  loyed  it ;  they  were  scholars,  it  is  true,  but  they 
were  pedants.  And  for  a  just  reward  of  their  pedantic  pains,  all  their  trans* 
Jations  want  to  be  transiated  into  EngUsh. 

If  I  flatter  not  myself,  or  if  my  friends  haye  not  flattered  me,  I  haye  giyen 
my  author's  sense,  for  the  most  part,  truły :  for  to  mistake  sometimes,  is  in- 
cident  to  all  men ;  and  not  to  follow  the  Dutch  commentators  aiways,  may  be 
forgiyen  to  a  man  who  thinks  them,  in  the  generał,  heayy  gross-witted  fellows^ 
fit  only  to  gloss  on  their  own  duli  poets.  But  I  leaye  a  farther  satire  on  their 
wit,  tiU  I  haye  a  better  opportunity  to  show  how  much  I  loye  and  honour 
them.  .  I  haye  likewise  attempted  to  restore  Oyid  to  his  natiye  sweet ness^ 
easmess,  and  smoothness ;  and  to  giye  my  poetry  a  kind  of  cadence,  and,  as 
we  cali  it,  a  run  of  Yerse,  as  like  the  original,  as  the  English  can  come  up  to 
the  Latin.  As  he  seldom  uses  any  synalephas,  so  I  haye  endeayoured  toayoid 
them,  as  often  as  I  could  :  I  haye  likewise  giyen  him  his  own  turns,  both  on  the 
words  and  on  the  thougbt^  which  I  cannot  say  are  inimitable,  because  I  haye 
copied  them ;  and  so  may  othęrs,  if  they  use  the  same  diligence :  but  ceiw 
faiDly  they  are  wonderfuUy  graceful  in  .this  poct.    Since  I  haye  named  the 
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synalepha,  which  is  cutting  off  one  vowel  immediately  before  another,  1  will 
give  an  example  of  it  from  Chapman^s  Homer,  which  ]ies  before  me ;  for  the 
beiiefit  of  those  who  understand  not  the  Latin  prosodia.  It  is  in  the  first  line 
of  the  argument  to  the  first  Iliad.    ' 

Apollo^s  priest  to  th*  Argive  fleet  doth  bring,  &c. 

There  we  see  he  makes  it  not  the  Argive,  but  th'  Argive,  to  shun  the  shock  of 
the  two  Yowels,  immediately  following  each  other;  but,  in  his  second 
argument,  in  the  same  page,  he  giyes  a  bad  example  of  the  ąuite  contrary 
kind: 

Alpha  the  prayer  of  Chryses  sings ; 
The  army's  plagtie,  the  strife  of  kings. 

In  these  words  th€  army*Sy  the  ending  with  a  vowel,  and  armjfs  beginning 
with  another  vowel,  without  cutting  ofF  the  first,  which  by  it  had  been  tK 
armjfs^  there  remain!»  a  most  horrible  ilUsounding  gap  betwixt  those  words. 
Icannot  say  that  I  have  evcry  way  observed  the  rule  of  the  synalepha  in  mj' 
translation ;  but  wheresoever  I  have  not,  it  is  a  fault  in  the  sound :  the  ]Frencłi 
and  the  Italians  have  madę  it  an  inviolable  precept  in  their  versification  \ 
therein  following  the  seyere  example  of  the  Latin  poęt.  Our  countrymeri 
baTe  not  yet  reformed  their  poetry  so  far,  but  content  themselves  with 
following  the  licentious  practice  of  the  Greeks ;  who,  though  they  some- 
times  use  synalephas,  yet  make  no  difBculty,  very  often,  to  sound  on6 
Towel  upoił  atiother;  as  Homer  does,  in  the  very  first  line  of  Alpha; 
Mifwy  dtiU  Bsa  Uyikyjtdhto  'Ap^Aij^'.  It  is  true,  indeed,  that  in  the  second 
line,  in  these  wórds  ftu/?)  'A%ało7|f,  and  dKye  śByjKsy,  the  synalepha  in  rerenge 
is  twice  obseryed.  But  it  becomes  us,  for  the  sake  of  euphony,  ratber 
Musas  colere  severiores,  with  the  Romans,  than  to  give  into  the  loose- 
sess  of  the  Grecians. 

I  have  tired  myself,  and  have  been  summoned  by  the  press  to  send  away 
tbis  Dedication,  otherwise  I  had  exposed  some  other  faults,  which  are  daily 
committed  by  our  English  poets  ;  which,  with  care  and  observation,  might  be 
ąmended.  For,  after  all,  our  language  is  both  copious,  significant,  and  ma- 
jestical,  and  might  be  reduced  into  a  morę  harmonious  sound.  But,  for  want 
of  pnblic  encouragement,  in  this  iron  age,  we  are  so  far  from  making  any 
progresB  in  the  improyement  of  our  tongue,  that  in  few  years  we  shali  speak 
&nd  write  as  barbarously  as  our  neighbours. 

Notwithstanding  my  hastę,  I  cannot  forbear  to  tell  your  lordship,  that  there 
are  two  fragments  of  Homer  translated  in  this  Miscellany ;  one  by  Mr.  Con- 
greye  (whimi  I  cannot  mention  without  the  honour  which  is  due  to  his  excellent 
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parts,  and  that  entire  affection  wliich  I  bear  him)  and  the  other  by  myself. 

Both  the  subjects  are  patlietica],  and  I  am  surę  my  friend  bas  added  to  thc 

tenderness  which  he  found  in  the  original,  and,  without  flattery,  surpassed  his 

author.     Yet  I  must  needs  say  this  in  reference  to  Homer,  that  he  is  much 

morę  capable  of  exciting  the  manly  passions  than  those  of  grief  and  pity* 

To  cause  admiration,  is  indeed  the  propęr  and  adequate  design  of  an  epic 

poem :  and  in  that  he  bas  excelled  even  Yirgil ;  yet,  without  presuming  to 

arraign  our  master,  I  may  yenture  to  affirm,  that  he  is  somewhat  too  talkatiye^ 

and  morę  than  somewhat  too  digressiye.    This  is  so  manifest,  that  it  cannot 

be  denied  in  that  little  parcel  which  I  have  translated,  perhaps  too  literally : 

there  Andromache,  in  the  midst  of  ber  concernment,  and  fright  for  Hector, 

runs  off  ber  biass,  to  tell  him  a  story  of  ber  pedigree,  and  of  the  lamentable 

death  of  her  father,  ber  motber,  and  ber  seyen  brotbers.     The  devil  was  in 

Hecto¥  if  he  knew  noi  all  this  matter,  as  Weil  as  she  wbo  told  it  him ;  for  she 

had  been  his  bedfellow  for  many  years  together :  and  if  he  knew  it,  then  it 

must  be  confessed,  that  Homer,  in  this  ]ong  digression,  has  rather  giyen  her 

his  own  character,  than  that  of  the  fair  lady  wfaom  he  paints.  His  dear  friends, 

the  conmientators,  wbo  nevcr  faii  him  at  a  pinch,  will  needs  excnse  him,  by 

making  the  present  sorrow  of  Andromache  to  occasion  the  remembrance  of 

all  the  past:  but others  think,  that  she  had eiiough  to  do  with  that  grief  which 

now  oppresiRed  her,  without  running  for  assistance  to  her  famil}'.    Yirgil,  I 

am  confident,  would  have  omitted  such  a  frork  of  supererogation*    But  Yirgil 

had  the  gift  of  expressing  much  in  little,  and  sometimes  in  silence;  for  tbough 

he  yielded  much  to  Homer  in  invention,  he  morę  excelled  him  in  his  ad* 

mirable  judgment*    He  drew  the  passion  of  Dido  for  ^neas,  in  the  most 

tively  and  most  natural  colours  imaginable :  Homer  was  ambitious  enough  of 

moying  pity ;  for  he  has  attempted  twice  on  the  same  subject  of  Hector's 

death :  first,  when  Priam  and  Hecuba  beheld  his  corpse,  which  was  dragged 

after  the  chariot  of  Achilles ;  and  tben  in  the  lamentation  which  was  madę 

oyer  him,  when  his  body  was  rcdeemed  by  Priam ;  and  the  same  persons 

again  bewailed  bis  death,  with  a  chorus  of  others  to  help  the  ery.     But  if  this 

last  excite  compassion  in  you,  as  I  doubt  not  but  it  will,  you  dre  morę  obliged 

to  the  translator  than  the  poet:  for  Homer,  as  I  obseryed  before,  can  moye 

ragę  better  than  he  can  pity  :  he  stirs  up  the  irascible  appetite,  as  our  phi* 

losophers  cali  it;  he  proyokes  to  murder,  and  the  destruction  of  God's 

images ;  he  forms  and  eqiiips  those  ungodly  man-killers,  whom  we  poets, 

when  we  flatter  them,  cali  beroes;  a  race  of  men,  wbo  can  neyer  enjoy  quiet 

in  tliemselyes,  till  they  haye  taken  it  from  all  the  world.     This  is  Homer'8 

commeiidation ;  and  such  as  it  is,  the  loyers  of  peace,  or  at  least  of  morę  mo- 

derate  heroism,  will  neyer  envy  him.     But  let  Homer  and  Yirgil  contend  for 

the  prize  of  bonour  betwixt  tbcmselves ;  I  am  satisfied  they  will  neyer  haye  a 

third  concurrent.     I  wish  Mr.  Congreye  had  the  leisure  to  translate  him,  and 

tbe  world  the  good-nature  and  justice  to  encourage  him  in  that  noble  design, 

of  which  he  is  morę  capable  than  any  man  I  know.     The  carl  of  Mulgraye 
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andMr.  Wallcr,  iwo  of  the  best  judgesof  our  age,  have  assured  me,  that  they 
could  never  read  over  the  translation  of  Chapman,  without  incredible  pleasure 
and  extreme  transport.    This  admiration  of  tfaeirs  must  needs  proceed  from 
the  author  himself :  for  the  translator  has  tbrown  him  down  as  Iow,  as  harsb 
numbers,  improper  Englisb,  and  a  monstrous  length  of  yerse  could  carry  him. 
What  then  would  he  appear  in  the  harmouious  yersion  of  one  of  the  best 
writers,  Iiving  in  a  much  better  age  than  was  the  last  ?    I  mean  for  rersifi- 
cation,  and  the  art  of  numbers :  for  in  the  drama  we  haye  not  arriyed  to  the 
pitch  of  Shakespeare  and  Ben  Jonson.    But  here,  my  lord,  I  am  forced  to 
break  off  abruptty,  without  endeayouring  at  a  compliment  in  the  close.    This 
Miscellany  is,  without  dispute,  one  of  the  best  of  the  kind,  which  has  hitherto 
been  extant  in  our  tongue.     At  least,  as  sir  Samuel  Tukę  has  said  be- 
fore  me,  a  modest  man  may  praise  what  is  not  his  own.    My  fellows  have 
no  need .  of  any  protection :  but  I  humbly  recommend  my  part  of  it^  as 
much  as  it  deseryes,  to  your  patronage  and  acceptance,  and  all  the  rest 
to  your  forgiyeness. 

I  am^  my  lord, 

your  lordship^s  most 

obe^ient  seryant, 

JOHN  DRYDEN. 
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OVn>'S  METAMORPHOSES. 

r\V  bodies  chang'd  to  various  forms  I  sing : 
^^  Yc  god$,  from  whence  thesc  miracles  did 
Inspire  my  nambers  wiŁh  celestial  heat,     [spring, 
Tin  I  my  long  labońous  work  complete ; 
And  add  perpetoal  tenour  to  my  rhymes, 
Deduc^d  from  Nature's  birtb,  to  Caesar'B  times. 

Before  the  seas,  and  thia  terrestrial  baU, 
And  Hearen^s  high  canopy,  that  covers  all. 
One  vas  the  fiice  of  naturę,  if  a  face  j 
Bather  a  mde  and  indigestcd  mass : 
A  lifeless  lump,  unfashionM,  and  unfram'd, 
Of  jarring  seeds,  and  justly  Chaos  uam^d. 
No  Sun  was  Iigbted'up  the  world  to  view; 
No  Moon  did  yet  ber  blunted  boms  renew : 
Nor  yet  was  Earth  suspended  in  the  sky ; 
Nor,  pois'd,  did  on  ber  own  foundations  lie : 
Nor  seas  about  the  shores  their  anns  had  thrown; 
Bat  earth,  and  air,  and  water,  wcre  in  one. 
Thos  air  was  void  of  Ught,  and  earth  unstable. 
And  water's  dark  abyss  unnavigable. 
No  certain  form  on  any  was  imprest  j 
AU  were  confus'd,  and  cach  di8turb'd  the  rest. 
For  boc  and  cold  were  in  one  body  fixt, 
And  soft  with  bard,  and  light  with  heavy  mixt. 

Bat  God,  or  Naturę,  while  tbcy  thus  contend. 
To  thcse  intcstine  discords  pat  an  end.      [driven, 
Then  earth  from  air,  and  seas  from  earth  wcrc 
And  grosser  air  sunk  from  etherial  Heaven. 
Thus  disembroilM,  they  take  their  proper  place ; 
The  next  of  kin  contiguously  embrace ; 
And  foes  ar?  sunder*!!  by  a  larger  space. 
The  foTOe  of  fire  ascended  first  on  high, 
And  touk  its  dwelling  in  the  vaolted  sky. 
Then  air  succeeds,  in  lightness  Qext  to  fire; 
Whose  atoms  from  un^ctire  earth  rctijre. 


Earth  sink6  bene&Cb,  ind  drawB  a  nltunerons  tbrong 
Of  ponderous,  thick,  unwieldy  seeds  along. 
About  ber  coasts  unruly  waters  roar, 
And,  rising  on  a  ridge,  insult  theshore. 
Thus  when  the  God,  whatever  God  was  be, 
Had  form'd  the  whole,  and  madę  the  parts  agree, 
That  no  unequal  portions  might  be  found, 
He  moulded  earth  into  a  spacious  round : 
Thcn,  with  a  breath,  be  gave  the  winds  to  blow; 
And  bade  the  congregated  waters  flow. 
He  adds  the  running  springs,  and  standing  lakes^ 
And  bounding  banks  for  winding  nrers  makes. 
Some  part  in  earth  are  swallow'd  up,  the  most 
In  ample  occans,  disembogued,  are  lost. 
He  shades  the  woods,  the  yallies  be  restrains 
With  rocky  mountains,  and  extends  the  plainą. 

And  as  five  zones  th'  etherial  regions  bind, 
Fłve,  correspondent,  are  to  earth  assign^d : 
The  Son  with  rays,  directly  darting  down, 
Fires  all  beneath,  and  fries  the  middie  zonę 
The  two  beneath  the  distant  poles  complaia 
Of  endless  wintcr,  and  perpetual  rain. 
Betwixt  tb'  extremes,  two  bappier  climates  hołd 
The  temjper  tłiat  parłeś  of  bot  and  cold. 
l*he  fielas  of  liquid  air,  enclosing  all, 
Surround  the  compass  of  this  earthly  bali : 
The  lighter  parts  lie  next  the  fires  above; 
The  grosser  near  the  watery  surface  move : 
Thick  clouds  are  spread,  and  storms  engendcr 

thei-e^ 
And  thunder's  yoice,  wbich  wretched  mortaU 

fear. 
And  winds  that  on  their  włngs  cold  winter  bear. 
Nor  were  those  blustering  brethren  left  at  large, 
On  seas  and  shores  their  fury  to  discbarge : 
Bound  as  they  are,  and  circumscribM  in  place 
Tbey  rend  the  worid,  resistle/s,  where  they  pass ; 
And  mighty  roarks  of  mischief  leave  behind^ 
Such  U  t)ie  ragę  of  thf^lr  ttmpestBOYtf  kind. 


so 
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First  Earus  to  the  rising  mom  is  sent, 
(The  rei^oDS  of  the  balmy  continent) 
And  eastem  realms,  where  early  Persians  run, 
To  greet  the  blest  appearance  of  the  Sun. 
Westward  the  wanton  Zephyr  wings  his  flight, 
Plcas'd  with  the  remnants  of  depatting  light : 
Fierce  Boreas  with  his  oifspring  issues  forth, 
T'  invade  the  frozen  waggon  of  the  North. 
While  firovning  Auster  seeks  the  southem  sphere, 
And  rotsf,  with  endless  rain,  th'  unwholesooie  year. 

High  o^erthe  clouds,  and  empty  realms  of  wind, 
The  O  od  a  clearer  space  for  Heaven  design^d  ; 
Where  fields  of  light  and  liquid  etiier  ilow, 
PurgM  from  the  ponderous  dregs  of  earth  below. 

Scarce  had  the  power  distinguishM  these,  when 
straight 
The  stars,  no  longer  overlaid  with  weight, 
£xert  their  heads  froiu  undemeath  the  mass. 
And  upward  shoot,  and  kindle  as  they  pass, 
And  with  diffusiye  light  adom  the  heavenly  place. 
Then,  cvery  void  of  naturę  to  supply, 
With  fonns  of  gods  he  fills  the  vacant  gky : 
Nefw  herds  of  b^sts  he  sends,  the  plains  to  sbare; 
New  oolonies  of  birds,  to  people  air ; 
Aud  to  their  oozy  beds  the  finny  fish  repair. 
A  crcature  of  a  morę  exalted  kind 
Was  wanting  yet,  and  then  was  man  designM : 
Conscious  of  thought,  of  niore  capacious  breast. 
For  empire  form*d,  and  fit  to  rule  the  rcst : 
Whether  with  particles  of  heavenly  fire 
The  God  of  naturę  did  his  soul  inspire  ; 
Or  Earth,  but  new  divided  fix)m  the  sky. 
And  pliant  still,  retaiu'd  th'  ethcrial  energy : 
Which  wise  Prometbens  temper'd  into  pastę. 
And,  mixt  with  living  streams,  the  godlike  image 

cast. 
Thus,  while  the  mute  creation  downward  bend 
Their  sight,  and  to  their  earthly  mother  tend. 
Han  looks  aloft,  and  with  erected  eyes 
Beholds  his  own  bereditary  skies. 
From  such  rude  pńnciples  our  form  began. 
And  earth  was  metamorpho8*d  into  man. 

THE  60ŁDEN  AGE. 

Tm  golden  age  was  first;  when  man,  yet  new, 
No  rule  but  uncomipted  reasou  kuew ; 
And,  with  a  natiye  bent,  did  good  pursue. 
lJnforc*d  by  punishment,  unaw*d  by  fear, 
His  words  were  simple,  and  his  soul  sincere : 
Needless  was  written-law,  where  nonę  opprest; 
The  law  of  man  was  written  in  his  breast : 
No  suppliant  crowds  before  the  judge  appear*d ; 
No  court  erected  yet,  nor  canse  was  hcard ; 
But  all  was  safe,  for  conscience  was  their  guard. 
The  mountain-ti^es  in  distant  prospect  please, 
Bre  yet  the  {^ine  descended  to  the  seas ; 
£re  sails  were  spread,  new  oceans  to  explore; 
And  happy  mortals,  unconcern'd  for  niore, 
ConfinM  their  wishes  to  their  natiye  shore. 
No  walls  were  yet,  nor  fence,nor  mote,nor  mound ; 
Nor  drum  was  heard,  nor  trumpefs  angry  sound : 
Nor  swordswere  forg^d;  but,  void  of  care  and  crime, 
The  soft  creation  slept  away  their  time. 
The  teeming  earth,  yet  guiltless  of  the  plough. 
And  unprovok'd,  did  fruitlul  stores  alllow : 
Content  with  food,  which  Naturę  frcely  bred. 
On  wildings  and  on  strawberries  they  fed ; 
Comels  and  bramble-berries  gave  the  rest. 
And  jafiing  ucornsfurcishM  out  a  f(.a<:t. 


The   flowers   unsown    in    fields  and    meaóows 

reign'd; 
And  western  winds  knmortal  Spring  roairttain'd. 
In  following  years  the  bearded  com  ensuVi 
From  earth  unask^d,  nor  was  that  earth  renew'd. 
From  yeins  of  yallies  milk  and  nectar  broke  ; 
And  honey,  sweating  through  the  pores  of  oak. 

THE  SILYER  AGE. 

Bdt  when  good  Saturn,  banish'd  from  aboTe, 
Was  driven  to  Heli,  the  world  was  under  Jove. 
Succeeding  times  a  silver  age  behold, 
Excelling  brass,  but  morę  eiccellM  by  goid. 
Then  Summer,  Autumn,  Winter,  did  appear; 
And  Spring  was  but  a  season  of  the  year. 
The  Sun  his  ąnnual  course  obliquely  madę, 
Good  days  contracted,  and  enlarg'd  the  bad. 
Then  air  with  sultry  heats  bcgan  to  glow, 
The  wingsof  winds  were  clogg'dwith  ice  and  snów; 
And  8hivering  mortals,  into  houses  driv(m, 
Sought  shelter  from  th*  inclemency  of  Heaven. 
Those  houses,  then,  were  caves,  or  homely  sheds, 
With  twining  oziers  fenc^d,  and  moss  their  beda. 
Then  ploughs,  for  seed,  the  fruitful  furrows  broke. 
And  oxen  labour^d  first  beneath  the  yokc. 

THE  BRAZEN  AGE. 

To  this  next  came  in  course  the  brazen  age, 
A  warlike  oSspńng,  prompt  to  bloody  ragę. 
Not  imptous  yet  ■ 

THE  IRON' AGE.' 

— — Hard  steel  succeeded  then  ; 
And  stubbom  as  the  metal  were  tbe  men. 
Truth,  Modesty,  and  Shame,  the  world  fbrsook  : 
Fraud,  Ayarice,  and  Force,  their  places  took. 
Then  sails  were  spread  to  every  wind  that  blew  ^ 
Raw  were  the  sailors,  and  the  depths  were  new : 
Trees  rudely  holIow'd,  did  the  wares  sustain, 
Ere  ships  in  triumph  plough'd  the  watery  plain. 

Then  land-marks  limited  to  each  bis  right : 
For  all  before  was  common  as  the  light. 
Nor  was  the  ground  alone  reąuir^d  to  ,bear 
Her  annual  income  to  the  crooked  share ; 
But  greedy  mortals,  rummaging  her  storę, 
Digg*d  from  her  entrails  first  the  precious  ore, 
Which  next  to  Heli  the  prudent  God  had  laid. 
And  that  alluring  ill  to  sight  display'd : 
Thus  cursed  steel,  and  morę  accursed  goid, 
Gave  Mischief  birth,  and  madę  that  mischief  bold? 
And  double  death  did  wretched  toiau  invade. 
By  steel  assaulted,  and  by  goid  betray'd. 
Now  (brandish'dweaponsglittering  in  their  hands^ 
Mankind  is  broken  loose  from  morał  bands; 
No  rights  of  hospitality  remain : 
The  guest,  by  him  who  harbour^d  him,  is  slain : 
The  soo-in-law  pursues  the  father*s  life : 
The  w  ile  her  husband  murders,  he  the  wife. 
The  step-dame  poison  for  the  son  prepares, 
The  son  inquires  into  his  fathei^s  years. 
Faith  flies,  and  Piety  in  exile  mourns ; 
And  Justicc,  here  opprest,  to  Heaven  retums. 

THE  GIANTS  WAR. 


Nor  were  the  gods  themselves  morę  safe  abare  ; 
Against  belcagur'd  Hcavcn  the  giantsmove. 


TRANSLATIONS  FROM  CYID^S  METAMORPHOSES: 


SI 


ICUs  pU*d  on  hilli,  on  mountaiiis  moantainslie. 

To  make  their  mad  approaches  to  tbe  sky ; 

TUI  Jove,  no  looger  patient,  took  his  time 

T*  arenge  with  thunder  their  audacious  cńme : 

Sed  Ughtiiing  play*d  alongthe  j&rmameiit, 

And  their  deiiioligh'd  works  to  pieces  rent. 

t^DgM  with  tbe  flames,and  with  the  bolts  transfix*d, 

With  nati^e  earth  their  blood  the  monstera  mixM ; 

Tbt  blood,  indued  with  animating  heat, 

Did  tn  th*  impr^nate  earth  new  sons  beget : 

They.like  the  deedfromwhichthey  sprang,accurst, 

Aguzist  the  gods  immortal  hatred  nurst : 

An  impioosy  arrogant,  and  cruel  brood  ; 

Eipressiag  their  original  from  blood. 

Which  when  the  king  of  gods  behcld  from  high 

(Witbal  fevolTing  in  his  memory, 

What  be  himself  had  found  on  Earth  of  late, 

lyoKon^s  guiłt,  and  his  inbuman  treat) 

He  sigh*d,  nor  longer  with  his  pity  fitrove ; 

Bat  klodled  to  a  wrath  becoming  Jo?e ; 

Then  caU*d  a  generał  council  of  tbe  gods ; 

Who,  summonM,  iasue  from  their  blest  abodes, 

And  fili  th*  assembly  with  a  shining  train. 

A  way  there  is,  in  Hearen*s  ezpanded  p]ain» 

Whicby  when  the  skies  are  elear,  is  seen  below, 

Aod  mortAls  by  the  name  of  milky  know. 

Tbe  groand-woik  is  of  stars;  throngh  which  the 

ruad 
Łies  <^>en  to  the  thnnderer^s  abode. 
The  gods  of  gieater  nątions  dwell  aroundy 
Andy  on  the  right  and  leit,  the  palące  bound ; 
Tbe  commons  where  they  ean ;  the  nobler  sort, 
With  winding-doors  wide  open,  front  the  court. 
Thłs  place,  as  far  as  Earth  with  Heairen  may  vie, 
I  dare  to  cali  the  Lourre  of  the  sky. 
When  all  were  plac^d,  in  aeats  distinctiy  known, 
And  hc  their  father  had  as8um*d  tbe  throoe, 
IJpon  his  iToiy  sceptre  first  be  leant, 
Then  shook  his  head,  that  shook  the  finnament : 
Air,  Earth,  and  Seas,  obey'd  th'  almighty  nod  y 
And,  with  a  generał  fear,  coufess^d  the  Ood. 
At  length  with  indignation,  thus  be  broke 
His  a^rfUl  silencej  and  the  powers  bespoke : 

"  I  w«s  not  morę  eoncem*d  in  that  debatę 
Of  empire,  when  our  uniTersal  state 
Was  pat  to  hazard,  and  the  giant  race 
Our  cmptiTe  skies  were  ready  to  embrace ; 
For,  thongh  the  Ibe  was  fierce,  the  seeds  of  all 
SeheilńKi  sprang  irom  one  original : 
Kow,  wbere8oever  ambient  waters  glide, 
AU  aie  conupt,  and  all  mustbe  destroy^d. 
Łet  me  this  hoiy  protestatmn  make : 
By  Heli  and  HeIPs  inyiolaote  lakę, 
I  tvyVl  whatcver  in  the  godhead  lay. 
Bat  ganfrren^d  members  must  be  lopt  away, 
Kefote  the  nobler  parts  are  tainted  to  decay« 
There  dweUs  below  a  race  of  demi-gods, 
Of  nympbs  in  waters,  and  of  fiiwns  in  woods : 
Who,  though  not  woiihy  yet  in  Heavcn  to  liye, 
Łet  them  at  least  enjoy  that  Earth  we  girc. 
Caa  Łhese  be  thought  securely  lodg^d  below^ 
When  I  myself,  wbo  no  superior  know, 
l,who  bare  H«a\'en  and  E^h  at  iriy  command, 
Um^e  been  ^ttempted  by  Łyraon's  hand  ?" 

*  At  this  a  marmur  through  the  synod  went, 
And  with  one  Yoice  they  vote  his  punisbment. 
Tbos,  when  conspiring  traitors  dar^d  to  doom 
The  fali  of  CsBsar,  and  in  him  of  Romę, 
Tbe  natioiis  trambl^d  with  a  pious  fear, 
AJI  anxioas  for  thfiar  aafthly  thunderers 
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Nor  was  their  care,  O  Caesar,  lessesteemM 
By  thee,  than  that  of  Heaven  for  Jove  was  deera^d : 
W  ho  with  his  hand,  and  voice,  did  first  restraiu 
Their  murmurs,  then  resum*d  his  speech  again. 
The  gods  to  silenee  were  compos'd,  and  sate 
With  rcverence  due  to  his  superior  state. 

**  Cancel  your  pious  cares;  alrcady  be 
Has  paid  his  debt  to  justice,  and  to  me. 
Yet  what  his  crimes,  and  what  my  judgments  were, 
Remains  for  me  thiis  briefly  to  declare. 
The  clamours  of  this  rile  degenerate  age, 
Tbe  cries  of  orphaus,  and  th'  oppressor^s  ragę, 
Had  reach'd  the  stara ;  *  I  will  descend,'  said  1, 
'  In  hope  to  prore  this  loud  Gomplaint  a  lie.' 
Di8guis'd  in  human  sbape,  I  traveU*d  round 
The  world,  and  morę  than  what  1  heard,  I  found. 
0'er  Menalus  I  took  my  steepy  way. 
By  cavems  infamous  for  beasts  of  prey : 
Then  crots'd  Cyllene,  and  the  piny  shade, 
More  infamous  by  curst  Lycaon  madę: 
Dark  night  had  corered  Ueaven  and  Earth,  before 
I  entei^d  his  unhospitable  door. 
Just  at  my  entrance,  I  display^d  the  sign 
That  somewhat  was  approaching  of  divineu 
The  prostrate  people  pray ;  the  tyrant  grins; 
And,  addingprophanation  to  his  sins, 
'  111  try,'  said  he,  *  and  if  a  god  appear^ 
To  prove  his  deity  shall  cost  him  dea.r.'       [phres, 
Twas  late;  the  gprąceless  wretch  mydeath  pre. 
When  I  should  soundly  sleep,  opprest  with  cares :  v 
This  dire  experiment  he  cbose,  to  prave 
If  I  were  mortal,  or  undoubted  Jove : 
But  first  he  had  resolv*d  to  taste  my  powers 
Not  long  before,  but  in  a  lucklesshiour, 
Somclegates  sentfrom  the  Molos8ianstsfte» 
Were  on  a  peacefi^  errand  come  to  treat : 
Of  these  he  murders  one,  he  boils  the  flesh. 
And  lays  the  mangled  morsels  in  a  dish : 
Some  part  he  roasts ;  then  senres  it  up  so  drest, 
And  bida  me  welcome  to  this  human  feast.  ^ 
Mov'd  with  disdain,  the  table  I  o*ertum*d ; 
And  with  avenging  flames  the  palące  bum*d. 
The  ty  rant,  in  a  firight,  for  sbelter  gains 
Theneighbourjng  fields,and  scours  along  the  plai  nt, 
Howling  he  fled,  and  fain  he  would  baye  spoke. 
But  human  yoice  his  brutal  tongue  forsook, 
About  his  lips  the  gatheiM  foam  he  churps. 
And,  breathing  slaughter,  still  ^th  ragę  be  bums. 
But  on  the  bleating  lock  his  fory  tums. 
His  mantle,  noW  his  hide»  with  rugged  hain 
Cleayes  to  his  back ;  a  f^mish*d  foce  he  beara; 
His  arms  descend,  lus  shoulders  sink  away. 
To  multiply  his  lags  for  chase  of  prey. 
He  grows  a  wolf,  his  hoariness  remains. 
And  the  same  ragę  in  otber  members  reigni. 
His  eyes  still  sparkle  in  a  narrower  space» 
His  jaws  retain  the  grin  and  yiolence  of  his  face. 

'*  This  was  a  single  ruin,  but  not  one 
Desenres  so  just  a  puntshment  alone. 
Mankind's  a  monster,  and  th'  ungodly  times, 
Confoderate  iuto  guilt,  are  swom  to  crimes* 
.\ll  are  allke  inTolv'd  iuill,  and  all 
Must  by  the  same  relentless  fory  fall.^ 

Thus  ended  he ;  the  greater  gods  assent. 
By  clamours  urging  his  seyere  inteut ; 
The  less  fili  up  the  ery  for  punishmenU 
Yet  still  with  pity  they  remember  man; 
And  mourn  as  much  as  heavenly  sptrits  can. 
They  ask,  when  those  were  lost  of  human  birth^ 
What  he  would  do  with  all  his  waste  of  Earth  ? 
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u  his  dispeopled  teorld  he  <rould  rosign 

To  beasts,  a  mute,  and  morę  ignoble  linę  ? 

Neglected  altars  mast  no  longer  smoke, 

If  ooiie  were  left  to  worship  and  invoke. 

To  wliom  the  father  of  the  gods  reply'd : 

"  Łay  that  uoneccssary  fear  tiside : 

Minę  be  the  care  new  people  to  provide. 

I  will  from  wondrous  principlcs  ordain 

A  race  unlike  the  6r8t,  and  try  my  skill  ągatn.'^ 

Already  had  he  toss'd  tlie  flaming  brand. 
And  rolPd  the  thunder  in  his  spacious  hand ; 
Preplu-ing.to  discharge  on  seas  and  land : 
But  stopt,  for  fear,  thns  violentIy  driTen, 
The  sparks  should  catch  his  axle-tree  of  Hearen. 
Remembeńng,  in  the  Fates,  a  time,  when  fire 
Should  to  the  battlements  of  Heayen  aspire, 
A  ud  a  11  his  blazing  worlds  abore  should  bum. 
And  all  th^  inferior  globe  to  cinders  tum. 
His  dire  artillery  thus  dismissM,  be  bent 
His  thoughts  tę  some  securer  punishment :   ' 
Concludes  to  pour  a  watery  deluge  down ; 
And,  what  he  durst  not  bum,  resoWes  to  drown. 

The  northern  breath,  that  fteezes  floods,   hc 
biuds ; 
With  all  the  race  of  cloud-dispelling  winds : 
The  South  he  loos*d|  who  night  and  horrour  brings ; 
And  fogfi  are  shaken  from  his  flaggy  wi ngs. 
From  his  dirided  beard  two  streams  he  pours  ; 
His  ńead  and  rhenmy  eyes  distil  in  showers. 
With  rain  his  robc  and  heavy  mantle  flow. 
And  lazy  mists  are  loweringon  his  brow: 
Still  as  he  swept  along,  with  his  clench*d  fist, 
He  squeez'd  the   clouds;  th'  imprison'd  cloads 

resist : 
The  skies,  finom  pole  to'pole,  with  peals  resonnd ; 
And  showers  enlarg'd  come  pouring  on  the  ground. 
Then,  clad  in  colours  of  a  various  die, 
Junonian  Iris  breeds  fl  new  supply. 
To  fced  the  cloads  impetnoos  rain  descends ; 
The  bearded  com  beneath  the  bnrthen  bends : 
I^efrauded  clowns  deplore  their  perishM  grain  ; 
And  the  ion g  labours  of  the  y ear  are  rai n .     " 

Nor  from  his  patrimonial  Heaven  alone 
Is  Jove  content  to  pour  his  Yetigeance  down : 
Aid  from  his  brother  of  the  seas  he  craves. 
To  help  him  with  auxiliary  Yi-ares. 
The  watety  ty  rant  calls  his  brooksand  floods, 
Who  roił  from  mossy  caws,  their  moist  abodes, 
And  with  perpetual  ums  his  pałace  fili: 
To  whom  in  brief  l^e  thus  imparts  his  will : 

"  Smali exhortation  needs ;  your  powers  employ : 
And  this  bad  world  (so  Jovc  require8)  destroy. 
Let  loose  the  reins  to  all  your  watery  stóre : 
Bear  down  the  dams,  and  open  e%'cry  door." 

The  floodsi  by  naturo  "enemics  to  land, 
And  proudly  swelling  with  their  new  command, 
Remove  the'living  Stones  that  stopp*d  their  way, 
And,  gusliing  from  their  source,  augment  the  sea. 
Then,  with  his  mace,  their  monarch  stmck  the 

ground : 
With  inward  trembling  Earth  receiv*d  the  wound  ; 
And  rising  ^reams  a  ready  passage  found. 
Th'  cxpanded  waters  gather  oii  the  plain, 
They  float  the  fields,  and  overtop  the  grain : 
Then,  rushing  onwards,  with  a  sweepy  sway, 
Bear  flocks,  and  folds,  and  labouring  hinds  away. 
Nor  safe  their dwellings  were ;  for,  sapp'd  by  floods, 
Their  houses  fell  upon  their  household  gods. 
The  solid  piles,  too  strongly  built  to  fali, 
High  o'er  their  heads  behold  a  watery  waU. 


Now  seas  and  earth  were  in  confusion  lost; 
A  world  of  waters,  and  without  a  coast. 

One  climbs  a  cliff ;  ohe  in  his  boat  is  borne. 
And  ploughs  abore,  where  late  he  8ow*d  hit  córa. 
Othcrs  o»er  chimney  tops  and  turrets  row, 
And  drop  their  anchdrs  on  the  meads  below : 
Ot,  downward  driven,  they  bniise  the  tender  vine; 
Or,  to9«>d  aloft,  are  knock>d  against  a  pine. 
And  where  of  late  the  kids  had  cropp^d  the  giass, 
The  moosters  of  the  deep  now  take  tłieir  place. 
Insulting  Nereids  on  the  cities  ride. 
And  wandering  dołphjns  o'er  the  palące  glide. 
On  leave8,  and  masts  of  mighty  oaks,  they  brouze; 
And  their  bróad  fins  entangle  in  the  boughs. 
The  frighted  wolf  now  swims  among  the  aheep ; 
The  yellow  liou  wanders  in  the  deep: 
His  rapid  force  no  longer  heips  the  boar : 
The  stag  swims  fi^ter  than  he  ran  before. 
The  fowl8,Iong  beating  on  their  wingsin  Tain« 
Despair  of  land,  and  drop  into  the  main. 
Now  hiUs  and  vales  no  morę  distinction  know. 
And  levell*d  Naturę  lies  oppressM  below. 
The  most  of  mortals  perish  in  the  flood, 
The  smali  remainder  dies  for  want  of  food. 

A  moantain  of  stupendoos  height  there  standi 
Betwixt  th'  Athenian  and  Boeotian  lands. 
The  bound  of  fhiiUuI  fields,  while  fields  they  wen^ 
But  then  a  field  of  waters  did  appear : 
Paroassus  is  its  name ;  whose  forky  rise 
Mounts  throi^  the  clouds,  and  meets  the  loftf 

skiea. 
High  on  the  summit  of  thisdubious  cliff, 
D^calion  waftinJBf  moor^d  his  little  skiff. 
He  with  his  wife  were  only  left  behind 
Ofperish'dman;  they  two  were  human^kind. 
The  mountain-nymphs  and  Themy  they  ador^ 
And  from  her  oracles  relief  implore. 
The  most  upright  of  mortal  men  was  hc ; 
The  most  sincere  and  holy  woman,  she. 

Wben  Jupiter,  snnreying  Earth  ftom  higb, 
Beheld  it  in  a  lakę  of  water  lie, 
That,  where  so  many  millionslately  liv'dy 
But  two,  the  best  of  either  8ex,  surriv»d, 
He  loo8'd  the  northern  wind ;  fierce  Boreas  fliey   , 
To  puff  away  the  clouds,  and  pui^  the  skies : 
Serenely,  while  he  blows,  the  vapours  driven 
Discoyer  Heaven  to  Earth,  and  Earth  to  Hearetu 
The  błUows  lali,  while  Neptune  lays  his  mace 
On  the  rough  sea,  and  smooths  its  funt>w*d  fac^ 
Already  Triton,  at  his  cali,  appears 
Above  the  waves ;  a  Tyrian  robc  be  wears  ; 
And  in  his  hand  a  crooked  tnimpet  bears. 
The  sovereigo  bids  him  peacefnl  sounds  inspire. 
And  give  the  waves  the  sigtial  to  retire. 
His  writhen  shell  he  takes,  whose  narrow^Tcnt 
Grows  by  degrees  into  a  large  extent ;      '    [sonni 
Then  giyes  it  breath;   the  blast,  with  doabliii 
Runs  the  wide  circuit  of  the  world  aroood. 
The  Sun  first  beard  it,  in  his  eariy  east, 
A  nd  met  the  rattling  echos  in  the  west. 
The  waters,  listening  to  the  trumpet*s  roar, 
Obey  the  scimmons,  and  fbrsake  the  shore. 

A  thin  circumference  of  land  appears; 
And  Earth,  but  not  atonce,  her  risage  reAnr, 
And  peeps  upon  the  seas  from  upper  grounds : 
The  streams,  but  just  contaiiVd  within  their  bound 
By  slow  degrees  into  their  channels  crawl; 
Ańd  Earth  increases  as  the  waters  fail, 
In  longer  time  the  tops  of  trees  appear, 
Which  mud  on  their  dishoaour^d  bn^ncbes 
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At  leogth  tbe  world  was  alf  restoi^d  to  Yiew, 
8ut  desolate,  and  of  a  sickfy  hae : 
Naturę  beheld  hersclf,  and  stood  agbast, 
A  dismftl  deoert,  and  a  silent  waste. 

fl^bicli  wheą  Deacalion,  with  a  piteous  look, 
Bebdd,  he  weplŁ,  and  thus  to  Pyrrha  spoke  : 
**  Oh  wife,  oh  sister^oh  of  all  tby  kind 
The  best  and  oniy  creature  left  behind. 
By  kiodred,  loye,  and  dow  by  dangers  joiii'd  ; 
Of  nmltitudes,  who  breathM  tbe  conttnon  air. 
We  t«T>  remain  ;  a  .species  in  a  pair  e 
Therest  the  seas  bav^e  svrallow*d;  nor  have  we 
Ev*n  of  thl9  wretcbed  life  a  cettainty. 
Tbe  eioiids  are  still  above ;  and,  wbile  I  speak, 
A  Mcond  deluge  o*er  our  beads  may  break. 
Shoold  1  be  snatcbM  from  hence,  aod  tbou  remain, 
Withoat  relief,  or  partner  of  thy  pain, 
How  could'8t  thou  siich  a  wretchcjd  life  sustain  ? 
Sbould  I  be  left,  and  tbou  be  lost,  the  sea, 
Tbat  baryM  her  I  loT'd,  sbould  bury  me.    * 
Oh  could  uiir  father  his  old  arts  inspire, 
Aod  make  me  heir  of  his  infomiing  fire, 
Tbat  so  1  might  abolish'd  man  retriere. 
And  perishM  peuple  in  new  souls  might  \ive ! 
Bot  Hea^en  is  pleas^d,  nor  ougbt  we  to  complain, 
Tbat  we,  th'  examp1es  of  mankind,  remaio."' 
He  said  :  tbe  careAi]  couple  join  tbeir  tears. 
And  then  inroke  the  gods  with  pious  prayers. 
Thos  io  devotion  having  eas*d  tbeir  grief, 
From  sacred  oracles  they  seek  relief: 
And  to  Cephiaus*  brook  tbeir  way  pursue : 
The  fitream  was  troubled,  but  the  ford  they  knew. 
With  living  waters  in  the  fbuntain  bred, 
They  spriiikle  fir«t  tbeir  garments  and  their  head, 
Then  took  tbe  way  which  to  tbe  tempie  led. 
The  roofs  were  ali  defil'd  with  moss  and  mirę, 
The  dejert  altars  void  of  solemn  fire. 
Before  the  gradual  prostrate  they  ador*d, 
Tbe  paTement  kiss'd ;  and  thus  the  saint  tmplor*d. 
"  O  rig^tcous  Themis,  if  the  powers  abore 
By  prayers  arc  bent  to  pity,  and  to  love ; 
If  humao  miseries  can  move  tbeir  mind  ; 
If  yet  they  can  foigive,  and  y^9be  kind ;  , 
Tell  bow  we  may  resŁore,  by  s^cond  birth, 
Mankind,  and  people  desolated  Eartb." 
Then  thus  the  gracious  goddess,  nodding,  said ; 
**  Depart,  and  with  your  restments  yeil  your  head: 
And  stooping  lowly  down,  with  loosen^d  zones, 
Throw  each  behind  your  backs  your  mighty  mo- 

tbet*s  bones.** 
Amaz'd  the  pair,  and  mute  with  wonder,  stand, 
Till  Pyrrfaa  first  iefus*d  the  dire  command. 
'*  Porhid  it  Heaven,"  said  sbe,  **  that  I  sbould  tear 
Tho»e  holy  retics  from  the  sepulcbre." 
They  pondei*d  the  mysterious  words  again* 
For  aome  new  sense;  and  long  they  soughtin  vain. 
At  length  Deucalion  cleai^d  his  cloudy  brow^ 
Aikd  said,  **  Tbe  dark  enigma  will  allow 
A  meaning  ;  which  if  well  I  understand, 
From  sacrilege  will  A-ee  tbe  god's  command ; 
Tlus  Earth  our  mighty  mother  is,  the  stoues 
In  ber  capacious  body  are  her  bones : 
Theae  we  must  caA  behind."  With  hope,  and  fcar, 
The  woman  did  the  new  solntion  hear : 
The  man  dlffides  in  his  own  augury, 
And  doobts  the  gods  j  yet  botb  resolve  to  try. 
Descenduig  from  tbe  mount,  they  first  unbind 
Tbeir  Tests,  and  Teird  they  cast  the  stones  behind : 
Tbe  Stones  (a  miracle  to  mortal  riew, 
But  loBg  traditi^n  makes  it  pass  for  tnie) 


Did>  first  the  rigour  of  their  kind  expel. 
And  suppłed  into  softness  as  they  feU : 
Then  swelPd,  and,  swelUng,  by  d^rees  grew  warm 
And  took  the  rudimentsof  human  form ; 
Imperfect  shapes,  in  marble  such  are  seen> 
When  the  rude  cbisel  does  tbe  maa  begin ; 
Wbile  yet  the  roughness  of  the  stone  remains, 
Witbout  tbe  rising  muscles  aod  the  reins. 
Tbe  sappy  parts,  and  next  resembling  juice, 
Were  tnrn*d  to  moisture,  for  the  body's  ase» 
Supply  ing  bumours,  blood,  and  nourishment : 
The  rest,  too  solid  to  ręceire  a  bent, 
Converts  to  bones ;  and  what  was  once  a  Teio» 
Its  former  name  and  naturę  did  retain. 
By  help  of  power  divine,  in  little  space, 
What  the  man  threw  assum^d  a  manly  fiice; 
And  what  the  wife,  renew*d  the  female  race. 
Hence  wederiTC  our  naturę, 'bom  to  hear 
Łaborious  life,  and  hardeuM  into  care. 

The  rest  of  animals,  from  teeming  Earth 
Produc*d,  in  ▼arious  forms  receiv*d  their  birth. 
Tbe  natiye  moi^ture,  in  its  dose  retreat, 
Digested  by  the  Sun*8  etherial  beat, 
As  in  a  kindly  womb,  began  to  breed : 
Then  sweird,  and  qnicken*d  by  the  vital  seed. 
And  some  in  less,  and  some  inlong^r  space, 
Were  ripen*d  into  form,  and  took  a  sereral  face^ 
Thus  when  tbe  Nile  from  Pharian  fields  is  fled, 
And  seeks  with  ebbing  tides  his  ancient  bed, 
The  fiit  manure  with  heavenly  fire  is  wann*d ; 
And  crusted  creatures,  as  in  wombs,  are  foTm'd : 
These,  when  they  tum  tbe  glebę,  the  peasants 

find: 
Some  rude,  and  yet  unfinish'd  in  tbeir  kind : 
Short  of  tbeir  limbs,  a  lamę  imperfect  birth ; 
One  half  ^live,  and  one  of  lifeless  earth. 

For  beat  and  moistnre  when  in  bodies  join'd, 
The  temper  tbat  results  from  eitber  kind 
Conception  makes ;  and  fighting,  till  they  mix» 
Their  mingled  atoms  in  each  other  fix. 
Thus  Kature^s  band  the  genial  bed  prepares 
With  friendly  discord,  and  with  fruitful  wara. 

From  hence  the  surfiace  of  tbe  ground  with  mud 
And  slime  besmear^d  (the  feces  of  tbe  ftood) 
ReceiY'd  the  rays  of  Heayen ;  and,  suc^ing  in 
The  seeds  of  beat,  new  creatures  did  be;in : 
Some  were  of  8everal  sorts  produc^d  before; 
But  of  new  monsters  Earth  created  morę. 
UnwiUingly,  but  yet  sbe  brought  to  light 
Thee,  Python  too,  the  wondering  world  to  fright. 
And  the  new  nations,  with  so  dire  a  sight. 
So  monstrous  was  his  bHilk,  so  large  a  space 
Did  his  Tast  body  and  long  train  embrace  t 
Whom  Phcebus  basking  on  a  bank  espy^d, 
Ere  now  the  god  bis  arrows  bad  not  try'd. 
But  on  tbe  trembling  deer,  or  mountain-goat ; 
At  this  new  quarry  be  prepares  to  shoot. 
Thougb  erery  shaft  took  place,  he  spent  the  stoie 
Ofhis  folIquiyer;  and 'twas  long  before 
Th'  expiring  serpent  wallow^d  in  his  gore. 
Then,  to  preserve  the  famę  of  sucb  a  deed. 
For  Python  slain,  be  Py thian  games  decreed, 
Wbere  noble  youtbs  ibr  mastership  sbould  strire^ 
To  quoit,  to  run,  and  steeds  and  chariots  driyt, 
The  prize  was  famę,  in  witness  of  renown, 
An  oaken  garland  did  the  yictor  crown. 
The  laurel  was  not  yet  for  triumphs  born; 
But  every  green  alike  by  Phcebus  worn 
Did,  with  promiscuouf  mcet  l|ti  flowii^r  loels 
adprn. 
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DRYDEN  S  POEMS. 


THE  TRANSFORMATION  OF  BAPHNE 
INTO  A  LAUREL. 

The  first  and  fairestof  bis  lovcs  was  she 
W  horo  not  blind  Fortune,  but  tbe  dire  deciee 
Of  angry  Cupid  forc^d  him  to  desire: 
Dapbne  ber  name,  and  Peneus  was  her  sire.' 
SweU'd  with  tbe  pride  tbat  new  success  attends, 
He  sees  tbe  stripling,  while  bis  bow  be  bends, 
And  thns  insults  him :  "  Tbou  lasciYious  boy, 
Are  anns  like  these  for  cbildren  to  employ  ? 
Know,  such  acbieTements  are  my  proper  claim  ; 
Oue  to  my  vfgour  and  unerring  aim : 
Hesistless  are  my  sbafts ;  and  Pytbon  late» 
In  such  a  featbei^d  death,  bas  found  bis  fate. 
Take  up  tby  torch,  and  lay  my  weapons  by  $ 
^With  tbat  tbe  feeble  souls  of  loyers  fry." 
To  wbom  tbe  son  of  Yenus  tbus  rep)y*d : 
"  PbcEbu9,  tby  shaits  are  surę  on  all  beside ; 
But  minę  on  Pboebus :  minę  tbe  famę  sbaU  bd 
Of  all  thy  conquests,  when  I  conąuer  thee.'* 

|Ie  said,and  soaring  swiftly  wing^d  his  flight  ^ 
Kor  stopt  but  on  Pamassus*  airy  beig^t. 
Two  different  shafts  be  from  bis  quiTer  tlraws  ; 
One  to  repel  desire,  and  one  to  cause. 
One  shaft  ią  pointed  with  refulgent  gqld. 
To  bribe  tbe  love,  and  make  tbe  lorer  bold : 
One  blunt,  and  tipt  with  lead,  whose  base^allay 
PrOYokes  disdain,  and  drive8  desire  away. 
Tbe  blunted  bolt  against  tbe  nymph  he  drest : 
But  with  the  sharp  transfiz'd  ApoUo*8  breast. 

Tb*  enamour*d  deity  pursues  the  chase ; 
.The  scomful  damsel  sh^ms  his  loatb'd embrace : 
In  hunting  beacts  of  prey  her  youth  employs ; 
And  Pbcebe  riTals  in  ber  rural  joys. 
With  naked  neck  she  goes,  and  shoulders  bare» 
A  nd  with  a  fillet  bmds  her  flowing  bair. 
By  many  suitors  sought,  she  mockstheir  pains,. 
And  stili  herYOW'd  Tirginity  maintains. 
Impatient  of  a  yoke,  tbe  name  of  bride 
She  shuns,  «nd  hates  tbe  joys  she  nerer  try'd. 
On  wilds  and  wood  she  fiśes  her  desire : 
Nor  knows  what  youth  and  kindly  loTe  inspire. 
Her  father  chides  her  eft :  **  Tbou  ow*8t,>*  s^ys  he, 
"  A  husbimd  to  tiiyself>  a  ton  to  me." 
Sbe,  like  a  crime,  abbors  the  nuptial  bed : 
3he  glows  with  blushes,  and  she  hangs  ber  head. 
Then,  casting  round  his  neck  her  tender  arms, 
Soothes  him  with  blandishments  and  filial  chanat: 
<*  Give  me,  my  lord,"  she  said, "  to  lie,  and  die, 
A  spotless  maid,  without  the  marriage-tie. 
Tis  but  a  smali  request;  I  beg  no  morę 
.  Tban  what  Diana*s  hther  gare  before." 
The  good  old  sire  was  softeu^d  to  consent ; 
But  said,  ber  wish  would  prOTe  her  punishinent : 
For  80  much  youth,  and  so  much  beauty  joinM« 
-  €^ppos'd  the  state,  which  her  desires  detign^d. 

Tbe  god  of  light,  aspiring  to  her  hed, 
Hopes  what  he  teeks,  with  flatteńng  fiBUiciet  fed ; 
And  Is  by  bis  own  oracles  misled. 
And  as  in  empty  fields  the  stubble  bums, 
Or  nightły  trayellers,  wben  day  returns, 
Their  usdess  torches  on  dry  hedges  throw, 
Tbat  catch  the  flames,  and  kindle  all  the  row; 
So  bums  the  god,  consuming  in  de&ire,    * 
And  feeding  in  his  breast  the  fruitless  fire : 
Her  well-tum'd  neck  be  view'd  (ber  neck  was  bare) 
And  on  her  shoulders  her  dishevelPd  hair : 
^*  Oh,  werc  it  comb'd,"'8aid  be, "  with  what  a  grace 
WouidtTery  wATingcuiiboco^ne  har  &c«  i** 


He  view'd  her  eyef,  like  beayenly  lampa  thaJ 

shone ! 
He  Tiew'd  her  lipt,  too  ąweet  to  Tiew  alone^ 
Her  taper  finprs,  and  ber  peuiting  breast  j 
He  praises  all  he  sees,  and  for  the  rest 
Believe8  the  beauties  yet  unseen  are  bett. 
Swift  as  the  wind,  the  damsel  fled  away, 
Nor  dłd  for  these  aUuring  speeches  stay : 
"  Stay,  nymph,"  be  cry'd,  "  I  folli>w,  nota/oe : 
Tbus  from  the  lion  trips  the  tremblingdoe; 
Thus  from  tbe  wolf  tbe  frigbten*d  lamb  removes. 
And  from  pursaing  iUccns  fearftil  dovet; 
Thou'  shuun^tt  a  god,  and  shunn^st   a  god,  tha 

loYes. 
Ab,  lest  some  tbom  sbould  pierce tby  te^fder  foot^ 
Or  tbou  should^st  fiedl  in  flying  my  pursoit  * 
To  sharp  une^e^  ways  thy  steps  decline ; 
Abate  thy  speed,  and  I  will  hate  of  minc. 
Yet  think  from  wbom  tbou  dott  so  rasbly  fly  ; 
Nor  basely  bom,  nor  sbepherd's  swain  am  L 
Perhaps  thou  know'st  not  my  superior  state  ; 
And  from  tbat  ignorance  proceedsthy  hate. 
Me  Claros,  Delpho9,'Tenedo8  obey  : 
These  bands  the  Patareian  sceptre  sway. 
The  king  of  gods  begot  Bie :  what  tfhall  be, 
Or  is,  or  ever  was,  in  fate,  1  see. 
Minę  is  th'  invention  of  the  charming  lyre; 
Sweet  notes  and  heavenly  numbers  I  inspire* 
Surę  is  my  bow,  unerring  is  my  dart ; 
But  ah !  morę  deadly  his,  who  piercM  my  hear^ 
Med'cine  is  minę,  what  herbs  and  simples  groMf 
In  fields  and  fbrests,  all  their  powers  1  know  i 
And  am  tłie  great  physician  callM  below. 
Alas,  tbat  fields  and  forests  can  affbrd 
No  remedies  to  beal  their  loTe-sicklord ! 
To  cure  tbe  pains  of  love,  no  plant  avails  ; 
And  his  own  physic  the  physician  fails." 

She  beard  not  balf,  so  fiiriously  she  flieą. 
And  on  her  ear  th'  imperfect  accent  dies. 
Fear  gave  her  wings ;  and  as  she  fled,  the  win4 
Increasijo^  spread  ber  flowing  Iiair  befaind ; 
And  left  her  legs  a^d  thigbs  expos'd  to  view ; 
Which  madę  the  gdd  morę  eager  topursue. 
The  god  was  young,  and  was  too  hoUy  heni 
To  lose  his  time  in  empty  comi^iment : 
But,  led  by  Love,  and  fii^d  by  such  a  tighty 
Impetuously  pursued  his  near  delight. 

As  when  tb'  impatient  greyhound,  slipt  from  ik 
Bounds  o'er  tbe  glebe,  to  course  tbeleaiful  bare, 
She  in  ber  speed  does  all  her  safety  lay ; 
And  he  with  double  speed  pursues  the  prey  ; 
O^er-runs  her  at  tbe  sitting  tum,  and  licks 
His  chaps  in  vain,  and  blows  apon  tbe  fliz : 
She  scapesi,  and  for  the  neighbouringcovert  stiire 
And,  gaining  she) ter,  doubts  if  yet  she  live3 : 
If  little  things  with  great  we  may  compare, 
Such  was  the  god,  and  such  tbe  flying  fair : 
She,  urg'd  by  fear,  ber  feet  did  swiftly  mave ; 
But  he  morę  swiiUy,  who  was  urg'd  by  lore. 
He  gathers  ground  upon''her  in  the  chase : 
Now  breathes  upon  ber  bair,  with  nearer  pace  ; 
A  od  just  is  fastening  on  the  wish*d  embrace. 
T^e  nymph  grew  pale,  and  in  a  mortal  fright^ 
Spent  with  tbe  labour  of  so  long  a  flight ; 
And  now  despairing  cast  a  mournful  look, 
Upon  tbe  streams  of  her  patemal  brook : 
"  Ob,  help,"  she  cry'd,  "  in  this  eztremest  nce^ 
If  water-gcŃds  are  deities  indeed: 
Gapę,  Eartb,  and  this  unhappy  wretoh  cntomb :, 
Or  cbiinga  my  fona  whMoe  all  my  sorrows  cgmifi 
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ftlicebad  sbe  finisb^d,  when  her  feet  sbe  found 

BeiraiBbM  with  coklyand  fasten^d  to.the  ground : 

A  fflmy  nod  about  her  body  grows, 

Her  hair  to  lesrea,  ber  arms  extend  to  boughs : 

TW  Dymph  a  «ll  into  a  laarel  gone, 

Tk  nDoothaess  of  ber  skin  remains  aloae. 

V«t  Phoebus  loTes  ber  still,  and,  casting  roand 

Her  bole,  his  arms,  9ome  little  warmth  he  found. 

Tiie  tree  sŁill  panted  in  th>  unfioisb^d  part, 

Koc  vbolł7  Tegeti^e,  and  beav'd  her  heart 

Be  ftkM  his  lipis  upon  ihe  trembling  rind ; 

kfwer^d  atide,  and  his  embrace  decliu'd. 

To  wbom  tbe  god :  *'  Because  thou  canst  not  be 

My  mistress,  I  espouse  fhee  for  my  tree : 

Be  thoa  tbe  prize  of  honour  and  renown ; 

The  deatfahsss  poet,  and  the  poem,  crown. 

Tboa  sbalt  the  Roman  festivals  adorn, 

Asd,  after  poeta,  be  by  Tictors  woni. 

tboa  riialt  retoming  Ceaai^s  triamph  grace ; 

l^hen  pompa  shall  in  a  long  procession  pass : 

i  Wfvath*d  on  the  post  before  bis  palące  wait ; 

lad  be  the  sacred  goardian  of  the  gate : 

ttntt  from  thnnder,  and  nnharm^d  by  Jove, 

tabding  ta  tb*  immortal  powers  abore : 

ifld  as  the  lockaof  Phcebns  are  unshom, 

;&  tbalt  perpetual  green  thy  boughs  adom.'* 

Hk  gntefol  Tree  was  p1e&s*d  with  what  he  said, 

Aad  ifaook  tbe  abady  bonoun  of  her  head. 

« 

IHE  TRANSFORMATION  OF  10  iNTO  AN 
I  UEIFER. 

lAi  aacient  forest  in  Thessalia  grows, 
F^b  Tempera  pleasant  valley  does  enclose  ;^ 
^^mgbthts  the  rapid  Penćns  takes  his  course, 
P^ma  KiAios  rolling  with  impetuous  force: 
BE^fmn  the  riYer'8  mijfhty  fali  arise; 
<feadly  damps  enclose  thecloudy  skies : 
rtaal  fbgs  are  hanging  o^er  the  wood ;     ^ 
aoaods  of  waters  deaf  the  neighbourhood : 
la  a  rocky  care,  he  makos  abode : 
aaańon  propec  ibr  a  mourotng  ^od. 
re  he  give3  audience ;  issuing  out  decrees 
nven,  his  dependent  deitics. 
thisoTasion  bitber  they  resort, 
pay  thdr  homage,  and  to  make  their  court, 
doobtftil,  wbetber  to  congratulate 
^anghiei^  honour,  or  lament  her  fate. 
'banu,crown*d  with  poplar,  6rst  appears; 
oid  Apidanna  came  crownM  with  years : 

turbuleot,  Ampbrysos  tamę ; 
£k  last  with  lagging  waters  came. 
of  hts  kiodred  brooks  a  numerous  throng 

hukiBa,  and  bring  their  ums  along. 
Ofke  waa  wanting  of  the  watery  train, 
tfilM  his  flood,  or  mingled  with  the  main, 
laarhaa,  who,  in  his  care  alone, 
'^ct  Biot  an0tber*a  losaes,  but  bis  own ; 
r  tes  dcar  ło,  wbetber  stray*d  or  dead, 
kia  oaceitain,  doubtful  tears  be  shed. 
i^^  ber  tbrongb  tbe  woild,  but  sought  in 

I        "in; 

M  ao  rfaere  finding,  ratber  fear*d  ber  slain. 
iHfr,  jast  retnmin^  finom  ber  fatber*8  brook« 
^  \iaA  bdWId  with  a  desiring  look ; 
1^.  oh,  €ur  dangfater  of  tbe  flood,"  Jie  said, 
^«thy  alone  of  Joire*s  imperial  bed, 
97  whoerer  aball  tbose  cbarms  possess ! 
kaę  of  fodi  (nor  is<tby  lover  less) 


Invites  ihee  to  yon  cooler  shades,  to  shun 
The  scorching  rays  of  the  meridian  Sun. 
Nor  shalt  thou  tempt  the  dangers  of  the  groTc 
Alone  without  a  guide ;  thy  guide  is  Jove. 
No  puny  power,  but  he,  wbos^  high  commaod 
Is  unconfinM,  who  rules  the  seas  and  land. 
And  tempers  thunder  in  his  awfiil  band. 
Oh,  fly  not'* — (for  she  fled  fi^m  his  embrace 
O'erŁenia'8  pastures)  bć  pursued  the  cbase 
Along  the  shades  of  the  Ly  rcaean  plain ; 
*Atlength  the  god  whoncTerasks  in  Yain^ 
InTolv>d  with  rapours,  imitating  ii  igbt,         (ftight, 
Both  air  and  earth;   and   then   siippressM   h<er 
And,  mingling  force  with  love,  enjoy*d  the  fuli 

delight. 
Mean*time  the  jealous  Jono,  from  on  higłi 
Survey*d  the  fruitful  fields  of  Arcady ; 
And  wonder^d  that  the  mistshourd  over-nin 
The  face  of  day-light,  andobscure  the  Sun.' 
No  natnral  oause  sbe  found,  from  brooks  or  bogs, 
Or  marshy  lowlanda  to  produce  tbe  fbgs : 
Then  round  tbe  skies  sbe  sought  for  Jupiter, 
Her  faithlesa  husband ;  but  no  Joye  was  tbere, 
Sttspecting  now  the  worst,  <'  Orl,''  sbe  said, 
*'  Am  much  mistaken,  or  am  much  betray'd.>' 
With  fiiry  ahe  precipita^s  her  flight ; 
Oispels  the  shadows  of  dissembled  night. 
And  to  the  day  restores  bis  native  light. 
Th'  almighty  leacher,  careiul  tó  prezent 
The  conseąueuce,  foreseeing  hefdescent, 
Transforms  his  mistress  in  a  trice :  aad  now 
In  Io's  placeappears  a  loyely  cow. 
So  sleek  her  skin,  so  faulttesa  was  ber  make, 
Ev'n  Juno  did  unwiUing  pleasure  take 
To  see  so-fair  a  rival  of  her  lorę ; 
And  what  she  was,  aud  whence,  inquir'd  of  Jore : 
Of  what  fair  herd,  and  from  what  pedigree  ? 
The  god  half-canght  was  forc'd  upon  a  lie ; 
And  said,  she  sprung  from  eartb.    Sbe  took  tlie 

word. 
And  begg'd  the  beauteous  heifer  of  her  lord. 
,  What  should  be  do  ?  'twas  equal  shame  to  Jore, 
Or  to  relinąuisb,  or  betray  his  love : 
Yet  to  refuse  so  slight  a  gift,  would  be 
But  morę  t'  increase  bis  consort*8  jealousy : 
Thus  Fear,  and  Love,  by  turns  his  heart  kssail*d  j 
And  strongerLoTe  had  surę  at  length  preyailM  ; 
But  somefeint  bope  remain'd,  his  jealous  queen 
Had  not  the  mistress  through  tbe  heifer  seen. 
The  cautious  goddess  of  her  gift  possest, 
Yet  barbour^d  anxious  thoughts  within  her  breast; 
Aa  she  who  knew  the  fiilaehood  of  her  Joye, 
And  justly  feai^d  some  new  relapse  of  loye. 
Which  to  preyent,  and  to  secure  ber  care. 
To  trusty  Aigus  she  commita  the  fair* 

The  head  of  Argus  (as  with  stars  the  skies) 
Was  compaasM  round,  and  worc  an  hundred  cyeik 
But  two  by  turns  their  lids  in  slumber.  steep  j 
The  rest  on  duty  still  their  station  keep  ; 
Nor  could  the  total  conateUation  sleep. 
Thus,  eyer  preaent  to  his  eyes  and  mind. 
His  charge  was  still  before  him,  though  behind* 
In  fields  he  sufferM  her  to  feed  by  day ; 
But,  when  the  aetting  Sun  to  night  gaye  way, 
The  óaptiye  cow  he  8ummon'd  with  a  cali. 
And  druye  her  back,  and  ty'd  ber  to  the  staU. 
On  leayes  of  trees  and  bitter  herbs  she  fed, 
Heayen  was  her  canopy ,  bare  eartb  ber  bed  ; 
So  hardly  lodg'd :  and  to  digest  her  food, 
She  drank  fcom  troubled  streams  defilad  with  m.^ 


] 
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Her  wofiul  story  fain  she  wonld  h^re  told, 
With  hands  upbełd,  bot  had  do  hands  to  hołd. 
Her  head  to  ber  uogentle  keeper  bow'd, 
She  stroTe  to  tpeak ;  the  ipoke  not,  but  she  low*d. 
Affrighted  witb  tbe  noise^sbe  look'd  anmnd, 
And  8eeni'd  V  inq|iire  the  anthor  of  the  sound. 

Onee  oo  the  bank*  where  oilen  she  had  play*d 
(Her  ikther*K  banks)  she  came,  and   there  sur- 

▼ey*d 
Her  alter*d  Tisage,  and  ber  branching  head ; 
And  starting  ftom  herself  she  would  have  fled. 
Her  feUow-nymphs,  faniiliar  to  ber  eyes, 
Beheld,  but  knew  ber  not  in  this  disguise. 
£v'n  Inachus  himself  was  ignorant ; 
And  in  his  daughter  did  his  daughter  want. 
She  follow*d  where  ber  fellows  went,  as  she 
Werę  still  a  partner  of  the  company: 
They  stroke  her  neck  $  the  gentle  heifer  stands, 
And  ber  neck  offers  to  their  stroking  hands : 
Her  father  ga^e  her  grass ;  the  grass  sbe  took. 
And  lickM  his  palms,  and  cast  a  piteons  look  ; 
And  in  the  ianguage  of  her  eyes  she  spoiie. 
,She  wocdd  hare  told  ber  name,  and  »dCd  relief, 
But,  wanting  words,  in  tears  she  tells  ber  grief; 
Wbich  with  lierfoot  shemakes  him  understand, 
And  prints  the  nameof  lo  in  the  sand. 
''Ab  wretehed  me !''  her  moumful  father  cryM ; 
Sbe  with  a  sigh  to  wrełehed  me  reply*d : 
About  her  milk-white  ueck  bis  arms  be  threw, 
And  wept,  and  then  these  tender  words  ensue : 
"  And  art  thou  she,  whom  1  have  sought  around 
Tbe  world,  and  have  at  length  so  sadly  found  } 
So  found,  is  worse  tban  lost :  with  mutual  words 
Thou  answer^st  not,  do  voice  thy  tongue  afTords : 
But  sighs  are  deeply  drawn  from  out  thy  breast ; 
And  speech  deny'd  by  lowing  is  expres8*d. 
Unknowing,  I  prepar'd  thy  bridal  bed, 
With  empty  hopes  of  happy  issue  fed : 
But  now  tbe  husband  of  a  herd  must  be 
Thy  matę,  and  beUowing  sons  thy  progeny. 
Oh,  were  I  mortal,  Death  might  bring  relief! 
But  now  my  godhead  but  extends  my  grief ; 
Prolongs  my  woes,  of  wbich  no  end  I  see. 
And  makes  me  cursemy  immortality." 
Mora  had  be  said,  but,  fearful  of  her  stay^ 
The  stany  guardian  drove  his  charge  away 
To  some  fresh  pastui% ;  on  a  hilly  beight 
He  sate  himself,  and  kept  her  still  in  sight. 


THE  EYES  OF  AROTJS  TBANSFORMED 
INTO  A  PEACOCK'S  TRAIN. 

Ko  w  Jove  no  longer  could  ber  sufferings  bear: 
But  calPd  in  hastę  his  airy  meMenger, 
Tbe  son  of  Maia,  with  severe  decree 
To  kill  the  keeper,  and  to  set  ber  free. 
With  all  his  hamess  soon  tbe  god  was  spod ; 
His  flyiog  hat  was  fasten*d  on  his  head ; 
Wings  on  his  beels  were  hane,  and  in  his  band 
He  holds  the  virtue  of  the  snaky  wand. 
Tbe  Hquid  air  his  moving^  pinioiis  wound. 
And,  in  the  moment,  shoot  him  on  tbe  ground. 
Before  be  came  in  sight,  the  cralty  god 
His  wings  dismissM,  but  still  retain'd  bis  rod : 
That  sleep-pro<'urinK  wand  wise  Hermes  took. 
But  madę  it  seem  to  sigbt  a  shepberd's  book. 
1Vith  this  be  did  a  herd  of  goats  control, 
IS  kich  by  the  way  be  met,  and  dily  stole. 


Clad  like  a  country  swain,  bepipM.andsuDgi 
And  playing  dn>ve  his  joHy  troop  aloog. 

With  pleasure  Argus  the  musician  heeds  ; 
But  wonders  much  at  those  new  ▼ocal  reeda. 
"  And  whosoe'er  thou  art,  my  fiieod,'*  aaid  be, 
"  Up  hither  drive  thy  goats,  and  play  byme : 
This  hill  bas  brouze  for  tbem,  and  shade  for  tbw.*- 
The  god,  who  was  witb  ease  induc'd  to  climb, 
Began  discourse  to  pass  away  the  time ; 
And  still  betwiict  his  tuneM  pipę  be  plies. 
And  w«iteh*d  his  hour,  to  close  the  keepei^a  eyes* 
Witb  much  ado,  be  partiy  kept  awake  ; 
Not  suffering  all  his  eyes  repose  to  take : 
And  ask'd  the  stranger,  who  did  reeds  iuTent, 
And  wheoce  became  so  lare  an  instniment. 


THE  TRANSFORMATION  OF  SYR1NX  INTd 

REEDS. 

Th  BN  Hermes  tbus ;  **  A  nymph  of  late  there  w«^ 
Whose  beaTenly  form  her  fellows  did  sarpass. 
The  pride  and  joy  of  fair  Arcadia's  pUins; 
BeloT^d  by  deities,  adoi^d  by  swains :  . 
Syrinx  her  name,  by  SyWans  olt  pursu*d, 
A9  oft  she  did  the  lustfUl  gods  delude : 
yhe  rurat  and  the  wood-land  powers  disdainM  ; 
Witli  Cyntbia  bunted,  and  her  rites  maiiitain*d  ; 
Łike  Phoebe  clad,  ev*n  Pbcebe^s  sełf  sbe  aeems» 
So  tali,  so  straight,  such  well-propoTtłon'd  limba: 
The  nicest  eye  did  no  distinction  know. 
But  that  the  goddess  borę  a  gulden  bow : 
Dtstiiiguish'ci  tbus,  the  sight  she  cheated  too. 
Descending  from  Lycseus,  Pan  admires 
Tbe  matchless  nymph,  and  bums  with  new  desiren 
A  crown  of  pine  uix>n  his  head  be  wore  • 
And  thus  begciD  her  pity  to  implore. 
But,  ere  be  thus  began,  she  took  her  flight 
So  Swift,  she  was  already  out  of  sight. 
Nor  «tay'd  to  bear  the  courtship  of  the  god  ; 
Bul  beat  ber  course  to  Ladon's  gentle  flood : 
There  by  the  river  stopt,  and  tii'd  before. 
Relief  from  water-nymphs  her  prayers  implore. 
"  Now  wbite  tbe  lustiul  god,  witb  speedy  pac* 
Just  thought  to  straiu  her  in  a  strict  embrace, 
He  fili 8  bis  arms  with  reeds,  new  rising  on  tlie  plac 
And  while  be  sighs  his  ill  success  to  find, 
The  tonder  canes  were  shaken  by  tbe  wind  ; 
Ajid  breath*d  a  mournful  air,  unheard  before; 
That,  much  surprising  Pan,  yet  pleas*d  him  mo 
Adniiring  this  new  musie,  *  Thou,*  be  said, 
I  *  Who  canst  not  be  the  partner  of  my  bed, 
At  least  shall  be  the  consort  of  my  mind  ^ 
And  often,  often,  to  my  lips  be  joinM.* 
He  forro'd  the  reeds,  proportion-d  as  they  are  : 
Uneąual  in  their  length,  and  wax*d  with  cbtb, 
They  still  rctain  the  name  of  his  ungrateftil  fai; 
While  Hermes  pipM,  and  sung,  and  told  bis  i 
The  keeper's  winking  eyes  began  tofail. 
And  drowsy  slumber  on  the  lids  to  creep  ; 
Tin  all  the  watehman  was  at  length  asleep. 
Then  soon  tbe  god  bis  Toice-and  song  suppres 
And  with  his  powerful  rod  confirm'd  his  rest : 
Withou^  delay  his  crooked  falcbion  drew^ 
And  at  one  fatal  stroke  the  keeper  siew;. 
Down  from  the  rock  fell  the  dissever*d  bead, 
Opening its  eyes  in  death,  and falling  bied; 
And  maik*d  the  passage  with  a  crimson  Łrai]  i 
Thus  Aigus  Ues  in  pieocs,  cold  and  pale  ^ 
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Aad  all  bis  buadred  eye8,  witb  all  tlieir  light, 
Are  <:kM*d  at  ooce,  in  one  perpetual  uigbt. 
These  Judo  takes,  that  they  no  inoiie  may  fail, 
And  spreads  thęin  in  ber  peacock*8  gaudy  taił. 

ImpatieuŁ  to  reyenge  ber  iojur'd  bed,     . 
Stc;  Mnreaks  ber  anger  on  ber  rival's  head  j 
Witb  Fories  frigbU  lierfi>)m  ber  natht;  bome,    . 
Aań  drWes  be.  gadding  rouud  the  world  to  roam  : 
Nor  Cvas*d  ber  madiiess  and  ber  fligbt,  befor^ 
She  tuuch*d  tbełimits  of  tbe  Phatian  sbore. 
Atleugtb,  arriying  on  the  banks  of  Nile, 
Wearied  witb  length  of  ways,  and  worn  with  toil, 
Sbe  laid  ber  down :  and,  leaning  on  ber  kuees, 
lnvuk'd  tbe  cauae  of  all  her  miseries : 
And  cast  ber  languishuig  regaids  abuye, 
Tor  help  from  Ueaven,  and  ber  uogratefiil  Jove. 
Sbe  9łgfa'd,  sbe  wept,  sbe  lowM ;  *twas  alt  sbe  could ; 
Aod  witb  unkłndness  seemM  to  tax  tbe  god. 
Last,  witb  an  banihlf  prayer,  sbe  begg*d  rcpose, 
Or  Deatb  at  leastto  finish  all  ber  woes. 
Jof£  heard  her  tows,  aod,  with  a  flattering  look, 
Lo  ber  bebałf  to  jealons  Juno  spoke. 
He  cail  bis  arms  about  her  neck,  and  said: 
**  Damę,  rost  secure ;  no  morę  tby  nuptial  bed 
This  nympb  sball  violate ;  by  8tyx  1  swear, 
And  erery  oatb  that  biddsthe  tbunderer.^' 
Tbe  fToddess  was  appeasM  r  and  at  the  word 
Was  lo  to  her  former  sbape  restor^d. 
Tbe  nigged  bair  began  to  fali  away ; ,  ' 

Tbe  sweetness  of  her  eyes  did  only  stay, 
Thoiigh  not  so  large ;  ber  crooked  boms  decreąse ; 
Tbe  wideness  of  her  jaws  and  uostrils  cease : 
Her  hoofe  to  hands  return,  in  little  space ; 
Tbe  five  loog  taper  fingers  take  their  place ; 
And  notiimgof  tbe  heifer  now  is  seen, 
Beside  the  native  whi^ness  of  ber  skin, 
Erected  on  b^r  feet  sbe  walksagahi. 
And  two  tbe  daty  of  the  four  austaio. 
She  tńes  ber  tongne,  her  silence  softly  breaks. 
And  fears  ber  former  lowings  when  sbe  speaks: 
A  goddess  noW  through  all  th*  Bgyptian  state  j 
And  9erT'd  by  priests,  who  in  wbite  linen  wait. 

Her  son  was  Epaphus,  at  length  beliey^d 
Tbe  son  of  Jotc,  and  as  a  god  receiv!d. 
Witb  sacrifioe  ador^d,  and  public  prayers, 
He  common  temples  with  his  motber  shares« 
Eąnal  in  years,  and  rival  in  renown 
Witb  Epaphus,  the  youthful  PhaSion, 
Uke  bonoor  claims,  and  boasts  his  sire  the  Sun« 
His  bangfaty  looks,  and  his  assuming  air, 
Tbe  aoa  of  Isis  cońld  no  longpr  bear : 
"  Tbo|ł  tak*st  tby  motber^s  word  too  fiEir,"  said  he, 
*'  And  hast  usurp^d  tby  boasted  pedigree. 
Go,  base  pietender  to  a  b;»rro\v*d  name !" 
Thus  tax'd,  be  blosh^d  with  anger,  and  with  sbame ; 
Bat  shame  repressM  his  ragę :  the  daunted  youth 
Soon  seeks  bis^motber,  and  inquires  the  truth  : 
**  Motber,**  said  be,  "  tbis  infamy  was  thrown 
By  ^saphns  on  you,  and  me  your  son, 
He  spuŁe  io  public*  told  it  to  my  face ; 
Kor  durst  I  vindicate  the  dire  disgrace ; 
£f'n  i,  the  bold,  tbe  sensible  of  wrong,  \ 

Bestra]a*d  by  sbame,  was  forc*d  to  hołd  my  toogue. 
Tb  faear  an  open  slander,  is  a  curse  : 
Bat  not  to  find  ao  answec,  is  a  wo^. 
If  I  am  Heayeo^iegot,  assert  yonr  son 
By  aomesure  sign ;  and  make  my  iather  known. 
To  right  my  honour,  and  redeem  your  own.'* 
He  said,  and  saying  cast  his  arms  aboat 
Her  necky  and  begg*d  ber  to  resoWe  the  doubU 


»Tis  bard  to  judge  if  Clymene  were  mov'd 
Murę  by  his  prayer,  wbom  she  so  dearly  Iov'd, 
Or  morę  with  fury  fir'd,  to  find  her  name 
Traduc^d,  and  madę  thesport  of  commoii  Famę. 
She  stretch^d  her  arms  to  Hcaven,  and  fixM  her 
On  that  fair  planet  that  adonis  the  skius ;        [cy  os 
**  Now  by  those  beams,"  said  >  sbe,  "  whose  huly 

fires 
Consume  my  brcast,  and  kindle  my  desircs ; 
By  bim  who  sees  us  both,  aad  cbears  our  sigbt. 
By  bim,  the  public  minister  of  light, 
I  swear  that  Sun  begot  tbee :  if  1  lte« 
Let  him  his  chearłul  influence  deny : 
Let  him  no  morę  tbis  perjur'd  creaturc  see. 
And  shjne  on  all  the  world  but  only  me. 
If  still  you  doubt  your  motber's  iunocence, 
His  easteru  oiansion  is  not  far  from  hencc ; 
With  little  paius  you  to  his  levcc  go. 
And  from  himself  your  parentage  may  know." 
With  joy  th*  ambitious  youth  his  motber  hcaid. 
And  eager  for  the  joumey  soon  prepar*d. 
Ue  longs  the  world  beneath  him  to  survey ; 
To  guide  the  chariot,  and  to  give  the  day : 
From  Meroę^s  buming  sands  be  bends  his  conrse^ 
Nor  less  in  India  feels  bis  father^s  force ; 
His  trave1  urging.  Uli  he  came  in  sight. 
And  saw  tbe  palące  by  the  purplc  light. 


MELEAGER  AND  ATALANTA. 

POT  OP  THE  EIOHTH  BOOK  OP 

OVlD'S    METAMORPHOSES. 


ConnacHon  to  the  former  Siory. 

Ovid,  haviiig  told  how  Theseus  had  freed  Athens 
from  the  tribute  of  children,  which  was  imposed 
on  them  by  Minos  king  of  Creta,  by  killing  the 
Minotaur,  here  makcs  a  digression  to  the  story 
of  Meleager  and  Atalanta,  which  is  one  of  tbe 
most  inartificial  connections  in  all  the  Mcta- 
morphoses :  for  he  only  says,  that  Theseus  ob- 
tained  such  .bonour  from  that  combat,  that  all 
Greece  had  recourse  to  him  in  their  necessities ; 
and,  amongst  others,  Calydon  ^  though  the  bero 
of  that  country,  princc  Meleager,  was  then  living. 

From  him,  the  Caledonians  sought  n^Iief; 
Though  yaliant  Mcleagfus  was  their  chief. 
The  cause,  a  boar,  who  rayag*d  far  and  iiear : 
Of  Cynthia^s  wrath,  th'  ayenging  minister. 
For  Oeneus,  with  autumnal  plenty  blessM^ 
In  gifts  to  Heaven  his  gratitude  express'd : 
CulPd  sheayes,  to  Ceres ;  to  Lyeus,  winę ; 
To  Pan,  and  Pales,  off»ir'd  sh^ep  and  kine; 
And  fat  of  olives,  to  lk|incrya's  shrine. 
Beginning  from  the  ntral  gods,  his  band 
Was  liberał  to  the  powers  of  high  command : 
Each  deity  in  every  kind  was  bless*d, 
Till  at  Diana's  fane  th*  invidious  honour-ceas^K 
Wrath  touches  ey*n  the  gods ;  the  qucen  of  night, 
Fir^d  with  disdain,  and  jealous  of  her  right, 
"  Unbonour*d  though  I  am,  at  least,"  said  she, 
"  Notunreyeng^d  that  impious  act  shall  be.'* 
Swift  as  the  word,  sftie  spęd  the  boar  away, 
With  charge  on  those  deyoted  fields  to  prey. 
No  larger  bulls  th'  i^gy  ptian  pastures  feed. 
And  uone  so  large  Sicilian  meadows  breed : 
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His  eye-balli  glan  vith  fire,  snfiiis^d  with  blood ; 
HU  neck  shoots  apa  thiekset  thorny  wood ; 
His  bristled  back  a  trench  impal*d  appean. 
And  stands  erected,  like  a  field  of  spears. 
Froth  fiłls  bis  cfaaps,  he  sends  a  grantiug  sound, 
And  part  he  cbums,  and  part  befoams  the  gronnd. 
For  tusks  with  Indian  elephants  be  sirore. 
And  Jove'8  own  thunder  from  his  mouth  he  droTe. 
He  bums  tbe  leave8 ;  the  scorcbing  blast  invades 
The  tender  com,  and  shriyels  np  the  blades : 
Or,  suiFering  not  their  yellow  beards  to  rear,  [year. 
He  tramples  down  the  spikes,  and  Intercepts  the 
In  vain  the  bams  expect  their  proniis'd  load^ 
Kor  bams  at  home,  nor  reeks  are  heapM  abroad : 
In  Tain  the  hinds  the  threshing-floor  prepare, 
And  eicercise  their  fiails  in  empty  air. 
With  olires  ever  green  the  ground  is  strow^d, 
And  giapes  aligatberVl  shed  thdr'geneTOU8  blood. 
Amid  the  fóld  he  rages,  nor  the  sheep  [keep. 

Their  sbepherds,  nor  the  grooms  Ibeir  bolls  can 

From  fields  to  walls  the  fi-ighted  rabble  run. 
Kor  tbink  themselyes  secure  witbin  the  town : 
Till  Meleagrus,  and  his  chosep  crew, 
Conteron  tbe  danger,  and  the  pfaise  purrae. 
Fair  Leda'stwinB,  (in-time  to  stars  decreed) 
One  fought  on  foot,  one  cuifo^d  the  fiery  steed ; 
Then  Usu^d  forth  fain^d  Jason  afterthese, 
Who  mannM  the  foremost  ship  that  saiPd  tće  seas ; 
Then  Theseus  join'd  with  bold  Piritfaouscamę: 
A  single  concord  in  a  double  name : 
Tbe  Thestian  sons,  Idas  who  swiftly  ran, 
And  Ceneus,  onoe  a  woman,now  a  man. 
Lynceus,  with  eagle*s  eyes  and  lion's  heart ; 
Leucippus,  with  his  never-erring  dart; 
Acastus,  Pbileus,  Fhsenis,  Telamon, 
Echion^  Lelex,  and  Eurytion, 
Achilles*  &tber,  and  great  Pbocus'  son  j 
Dryas  the  fięrce,  and  Hippasus  the  strong; 
With  twice  old  lolas,  and  Nester  then  but  young. 
Łaertes  activc,  and  Ancseus  bold ; 
Mopftus  the  sagę,  who  futurę  things  foretold  ; 
And  t'  other  seer  yct  by  his  wiie  unsold.  ' 
A  thousand  othersof  immortal  fiune ; 
Among  tbe  restfair  Atalanta  came. 
Grace  of  the  woods ;  a  diamond  buckie  bound 
Her*  Test  behind,  that  else  had  flow'd  upon  the 

ground. 
And  slfow^d  her  buskinM  legs  ;  her  bead  was  bare. 
But  for  her  natiye  ornunent  of  hair  i 
Which  in  a  simple  knot  was  ty*d  above, 
Sweet  negligence,  uuheeded  l^it  of  love ! 
Her  sounding  quiver  on  her  shoulder  ty'd. 
One  hand  a  dart,  and  one  a  bow  supply'd. 
Such  was  her  faeę,  as  in  a  nymph  display'd 
A  fair  fierce  boy,  or  in  a  boy  betray'd 
The  blusbing  beauties  of  a  modest  maid. 
The  Caledonian  chief  at  once  the  damę 
Bcheld,  at  once  his  heart  receivM  the  flame, 
With  Heayens  ayerse.  **  O  happy  youth,*'  he  cry'd  j 
"  For  whom  thv  Fates  reserve  so  fiiir  a  bride !" 
He  sigh^d,  and  had  no  leisure  morę  to  say : 
His  honour  caHM  b^s  eyes  anotber  way. 
And  forcM  bim  to  pursue  the  now  neglected  prcy. 

Tliere  stood  a  forest  on  the  mountain^s  brow, 
Which  ovcr-look'd  the  shaded  plains  below. 
Ko  soundinc  ax  presum^d  thosę  trees  to  bite  j 
r^-CT?]  «ith  the  world,  a  venerahTe  sight. 
Thr  herocs  thrre  arriv'd,  some  spread  around 
Thf  toils,  some  ^^earch  the  footftrps  on  the  ground, 
Sum«  from  the  chaius  the  fiiifhful  dogs  unhound. 


Of  actaon  eager,  and  inteiit  on  thougfat, 

The  chiefis  their  honoureUe  danger  soug^  : 

A.yalley  stood .below;  the  common  drain 

Of  waters  finom  above,  and  &11  ing  rain : 

The  bottom  was  a  moistand  marihy  groirnd, 

Whose  edges  were  with  bending  ociers  crownU  ^ 

The  knotty  bulmsh  ńext  in  order  stood, 

And  all  within  of  reeds  a  tremUTag  wood.    [amainy 

From  hence  the  boar  was  roośM,  and  sprung 
Like  lightning  sudden  on  the  warrior-train ; 
Beats  down  the  trees  before  him,  sbakes  the  ground* 
Hie  forest  echoes  to  the  crackling  sound : 
Shout  the  fierce  yoifth,  and  clamourt  ring  around. 
All  stood  with  their  protended  spears  prepafM, 
With  broad  steel  beads  the  bTandi^'d  w^eapona 
The  beast  impetuous  with  his  tusks  aside      [|^IaiM« 
Deals  glaucing  wounds ;  the  fearful  dogs  divide : 
All  spend  their  mouth  aloft,  but  nonę  abkks. 
Echton  threw  the 'fint,  but  missM  his  marfc. 
And  stuck  his  boar-spear  on  a  maple>8  bark, 
Then  Jason ;  and  his  javeHn  seemHi  to  take,  fl»ck. 
But  fiiiPd  with  oYcr^fonse,  and  whizz^  aboTe  hit 
Mopsus  was  next ;  but  cre  he  threw,  addressM 
To  Phoebus  thus :  "  O  pitron,  help  tfay  priest. 
If  I  adore,  and  erer  haTeadoT*d 
Thy  powcr  diTine,  thy  present  aid  afiord ; 
That  1  may  reacb  the  beast."    The  god  alloWd 
His  prayer,  and,  smiling,  gare  him  what  he  could : 
He  reach^d  the  savage,  but  no  blood  he  drew, 
Dian  unarm'd  the  javelin  as  it  flew. 

This  chaf  d  the  boar,  his  nostrils  flamep  ezpire» 
And  his  red  eye-balls  roli  with  liyingfire. 
WhirPd  from  a  sling,  or  fbim  an  engine  thrown, 
'  Amidst  the  foes,  so  flies  a  mighty  stbne, 
As  flew  the  beast ;  the  left  wing  put  to  flight, 
The  ćhiefs  o'eihom,  he  rushes  on  the  rigfat. 
Empalamos  and  Pelagon  he  laid 
In  dust,  and  next  to  death^  but  for  their  fellows 

aid. 
Onesimus  far^d  worse,  prepar*d  to  fly ; 
The  fatal  fang  drove  deep  within  his  ihigfa, 
And  cut  the  nenres ;  the  nerves  no  morę  suitaio 
The  bulk;  the  bulk,  iinproppM,  fidls  headloag  on 
the  plain. 

Kestor  had  fiiil^d  the  &łl  of  Troy  to  see. 
But,  leaning  on  his  lance,  he  raulted  on  a  tree ; 
Then,  gathering  up  his  feet,  look*d  down  with^fesr. 
And  thought  his  monstrous  foe  was  still  too  near. 
Against  a  stump  his  tusk  the  monster  grinds. 
And  in  the  sharpenM  edge  new  yigour  finds ; 
Then,  trusting  to  his  ann<  young  Orthys  fbund* 
And  ranchM  his  hips  with  one  continu'd  wouad. 
Now  Leda's  twins,  the  futurę  stars,  appear : 
Wbite  were  their  liabits,  wbite  their  heraeą  were  ; 
Conspicuous  bofb,  and  both  in  aci  to  throw, 
Their  trembling  lances  braiidisb'd  at  the  fbe : 
Nor  had  they  mis8>d ;  but  he  to  thickets  flfld, 
ConceaPd  from  aiming  spears,  not  perrioua  tO 

the  steed. 
But  Telamon  rush*d  m,  and  hap*d  to  meet 
A  rising  root,  that  held  his  fasten'd  feet ; 
So  down  he  fell,  whom,  spiawling  on  the  ground. 
His  brother  from  the  wooden  gyves  unhound. 
Mean  time  the  Tirgin-huntress  was  not  slow 
T*  expel  the  shaft  from  her  cbntracted  bow  : 
Beneath  his  car  the  festen^d  arrow  stood. 
And  from  the  wound  appear'd  the  trickling  blood. 
She  blnshM  for  joy :  but  Melea^rus  rais^d 
His  Toice  with  loud  applause,  and  tbe  fidr  archer 
praitYL 
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He  was  tlie  fint  to  see,  and  fint  to  show 
Bis  firioMb  the  mark^  of  the  moceMfiil  blow. 
"  Nor  sbaU  thy  ndour  want  the  praises  due,* 
Ha  said ;  a  Tirtnous  emry  seiz^d  the  crew. 
Hiey  sbout;  iht  ahouting  aBimates  theirheaiis, 
'  And  alt  at  once  employ  thetr  thitmging  darts ; 
Bat,  oat  of  order  thrown,  in  air  they  join ; 
kad  mnititiide  makea  finutrafte  the  design. 
With  both  his  hands  the  proud  Ancseos  takeSy 
And  iloariahes  his  dooble-biting  ax : 
Tbfn,  loTwaid  to  his  ćaite,  be  took  a  stride, 
Before  the  rest,  and  to  his  fellows  cry^d, 
"  GiTe  place,  aod  mark  the  differenoe,  if  you  can, 
Between  a  womai^-warrior  and  a  man ; 
The  boar  is  dooai'd ;  nor,  tfaoogfa  Diana  lend 
Ho-  aid,  Diana  can  ber  beast  defend.** 
Thos  boastad  he ;  then  stretch^d,  on  tiptoe  stood, 
Secare  to  make  his  empty  promise  good. 
But  the  morę  wary  besist  preyents  the  blow. 
And  upwards  rips  the  groin  of  his  audacious  foe. 
Anccoa  ftilis ;  his  bcmds  froin  the  wound 
Rosh  out,  and  cłottpd  blood  distains  the  gronnd. 

Pirithoaa,  no  smal!  portion  of  the  war, 
Preas*d  on,  and  shook  his  lance :  to  whom  from  ikr, 
Thns  Thcsens  cry'd :  ''  O  stay,  my  better  part. 
My  morę  than  mistress ;  of  my  heart,  the  heart ' 
The  strong  oiay  figfat  aloof :  Ancsns  try*d 
His  foroe  too  near,  and  by  presoming  dy^d :" 
Ue  said,  and  wfaiłe  he  spake,  his  javełin  threw ; 
Hissing  in  air  th*  unerring  weapon  flew ; 
But  on  an  arm  of  oak,  that  stood  betwizt 
The  marks-man  and  the  mark,  his  lance  he  fixt 

Onoe  morę  bold  Jason  threw,  but  fisilM  to  wound 
The  boar,  and  siew  an  undeserving  hound ; 
And  throągh  the  dog  the  dart  was  naiPd  to  ground. 

Two  spears  from  Meleager^s  band  were  sent, 
With  eąnal  force,  but  variou8  in  th*  erent : 
Tl^  ftnst  was  fix'd  in  earth,  the  seoond  stood 
Od  the  boai^s  bristled  back,  and  deeply  drank  his' 
Kow while  the  tortnr*d  sayage  tnms  around,  [blood. 
And  Aings  abont  his  foam  impatient  of  the  wound, 
The  wound's  great  author  close  at  band  j^rorokes 
Hb  rsge,  and  plies  him  with  redoubled  strokes ; 
Wheels  as  he  wheds ;  and  with  his  pointed  dart 
Bzpiores  the  nearest  passage  tohis  heart. 
Suiek  and  morę  quick  he  spins  iu  giddy  gyres, 
Then  fidis,  and  iii  much  foam  his  sool  expire8. 
Thisact  with  sbouts  Heaven-high  the  friendly  band 
Appfamd,  and  strain  in  theirs  the  yictor^s  hand. 
Then  aU  approach  the  slain  with  vast  surprise, 
Admire  on  what  a  breadth  of  earth  he  lies ; 
A]id,scarce8ecure,reach out  their  spears afar,  [war. 
Andblood  their  pointa,  to  proTe  theirpartnershipof 

But  he,  the  conquering  chief,  his  foot  impress^d 
On  the  ^roog  neck  of  that  destructire  beast ; 
And,  gazing  on  the  nymph  witii  ardeut  eyes, 
**  Aocept,"  said  he, "  fiur  Nonacrine,  my  prize, 
Andythoogh  iirferior,  sufier  me  to  join 
My  labours,  and  my  part  of  praise,  with  thine :" 
At  this  Mcsents  ber  with  the  tusky  head 
And  chine,  with  rising  brisUes  roughly  spread. 
OładySbereceiT^dtbegift;  andseemMtotake 
With  donUe  pleasare,  for  the  giTer*s  sake. 
The  rest  were  seizM  with  sullen  discontent. 
And  a  dcaf  mnrmur  thrcwigh  the  sąuadron  went : 
AIIen^yM;  but  the  Thestyan  brethren  show^d 
The  leaat  respect,  and  thus  they  Yent  their  spleen 

alond : 
"  lay  down  thosehononr^  >poil8,  northink  to  share, 
Weak  wcnan  as  t||on  ait,  the  prise  of  nar : 


Ours  is  the  title,  thine  a  foreign  claim, 
Since  Meieagrus  from  our  lineage  came. 
Trust  ofot  thy  beauty ;  but  restore  the  prize, 
Which  he,  besotted  on  that  face  and  eyes, 
Would  rend  from  us."  At  this,  inflamed  with  spite,. 
From  her  they  snatch*d  the  gifit,  from  him  tho 

giTer*s  right. 
■  But  soon  th'  impatient  prince  his  fauchion  drew^ 
And  cry'd,  "  Ye  robbers  of  another'8  due, 
Now  leam  the  difference,  at  your  proper  cost, 
Betwixt  true  ndour,  and  an  empty  bóast.^ 
At  this  advancM,  and,  sudden  as  theword, 
In  proud  Piexippu8'  bosom  plung^d  the  sword : 
Toxeus  amazM,  and  with  amazement  slow, 
Or  to  rerenge,  or  ward  the  coming  blow, 
Stood  doubting ;  and,  while  doubting  thus  he  stood, 
Receiv*dthe  steel  bath'd  in  his  brother's  blood. 

Pieas^d  with  the  first,  unknown  the  second  news, 
Althaea  to  the  temples  pays  their  does 
For  her  son's  conquest ;  when  at  iength  appear 
Her  grisly  brethren  stretch'd  upon  the  bier : 
Pale,  at  the  sudden  sight,  she  chang^d  her  cheer. 
And  with  her  checr  her  robes ;  but  hearing  tell 
The  cause,  the  mauner,  and  by  whom  they  fell, 
Twas  grief  no  morę,  or  grtef  and  ragę  were  one 
Within  her  soul ;  at  last  twas  ragę  alone  ;.* 
Which,  buming  upwards,  in  succession  dries  . 
The  tcars  that  stood  considerin^  in  her  eyes. 

There  lay  a  log  unlightod  on  the  earth, 
When  she  was  laboui^ing  in  the  throes  of  birth  i 
For  th*  unbom  chief  the  &tal  sisters  came. 
And  rais'd  it  up,  and  toss'd  it  on  the  flame : 
Then  on  the  rock  a  scanty  measure  place 
Of  vital  flax,  nnd  tum*d  the  wheel  apace ; 
And  tuming  sung,  '*  To  this  red  brand  and  thee, 
O  new-bom  babę,  we  gi^e  an  eqnal  desUny  :*> 
So  yanish^d  out  of  Wew.    The  frightod  damę 
Sprung  hasty  Irom  her  bed,  and  quench'd  the  flame) 
The  log  in  secret  lock'd,  she  wept  with  care. 
And  that,  while  thus  preserv*d,  pr6serv*d  her  heir. 
This  brand  she  now  produc*d;  and  first  she  strews 
Thę  hearth  with  heaps  of  chips,  and  after  blows ; 
Thrice  heav*d  her  hand,  and,  heav*d,  she  thrice 
The  sister  and  the  mother  long  contest,  [represt : 
Two  doubtful  titles  in  one  tender  breast. 
And  now  her  eyes  and  cheeks  with  fury  glow, 
Now  pale  her  cheeks,  her  eyes  with  pity  flow; 
Now  lowering  looks  presage  approaching  storms, 
^nd  now  prevailing  Iotc  her  fiioe  reforma: 
ResolT'd,  she  doubts  again ;  the  tears,  she  dry*d 
With  blushing  ragę,  are  by  new  teirs  supplyM  t 
And  as  a  ship,  which  winds  and  wa^as  assail, 
Now  with  the  current  drives,  now  with  the  gale,> 
3oth  opposite,  and  neither  long  prevail, 
She  feels  a  double  force,  by  tums  obeys 
Th*  imperious  tempest,  and  th'  impetuous  seast 
Sofitres  Altb8Ba*s  mind :  first  she  relents 
With  pity,  of  that  pity  then  repents : 
Sister  and  mother  long  the  scałes  divide. 
But  the  beam  nodded  on  the  sister'8  side. 
Sometimes  she  sofUy  8igfa>d,  then  roar*d  alood  ; 
But  sighs  were  stifled  in  the  cries  of  blood. 

The  pions  impious  wretch  at  Iength  decreed. 
To  please  her  brothers'  ghosts,  her  son  shouldblced ; 
And  when  the  funeral  flames  began  to  rise, 
'<  ReceiTC,"  she  said,  «  a  sister*8  sacrifice : 
A  mother*B  bowels  bum  :**  high  in  her  hand, 
Thus  while  she  spoke,  she  held  the  fatal  brand ; 
Then  thrice  before  the  kindled  pile  she  bow*d. 
And  tlie  ihree  Furies  thrice  inTok*d  aloud : 
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**  Cooie,  eome,  rerenging  sisters,  come  and  jiew 

A  siBter  pay iug  a  dead  brothei^s  due : 

A  crime  1  punish,  and  acrimecomroit; 

But  blood  for  błood,  and  death  for  death,  is  fit: 

Oreat  crimcs  must  be  with  greater  crimes  repaid, 

And  flecond  fonerals  on  the  former  łaid. 

Łet  the  whole  househołd  in  one  min  iall, 

And  may  Diana'8  curse  o'ertake  us  all !' 

Shali  Fate  to  happy  Oenus  still  alłoir 

One  son,  whtle  Thestius  stands  depriW  of  two  ? 

Better  three  losŁ,  than  one  unpiinish^d  go. 

Take  then,  dcar  ghosts,  (while  yet  admitted  new 

In  Heli  you  wait  my  duty)  take  your  due : 

A  costiy  offering  on  your  tomb  is  laid, 

lVhen  with  my  btood  the  price  of  yours  is  paid. 

**  Ah !  whither  am  I  hurry*d  ?  Ah !  forgive, 
Ye  Shades,  and  let  your  sister^s  issue  Iive : 
A  mothercannot  give  him  death ;  though  he 
peserres  it,  he  desen^es  it  not  from  me.       [siain, 

"  Then  shall  th'  unpunish'd  wretch  insnlt  the 
Triumphant  Hve,  not  only  liTe,  but  reign ; 
Wbile  you,  thin  Shades,  the  sport  of  winds,  are  tost 
0*er  dreary  płains,  or  tread  the  burning  coast. 
I  caunot,  cannot  bear ;  tis  past,  ^tis  donc ; 
Perish  this  impious,  this  detested  son ; 
Perish  his  sire,  and  perish  1  withal ;  [fali. 

And  let  the  house>8  heir,  and  the  hop^d  kingdom 

"  Wbcre  is  the  mother  fled,  ber  pious  love. 
And  where  the  pains  with  which  ten  moutbs  1 

8trove ! 
Ah !  hadst  thou  dy^d,  my  son,  in  infant  years, 
Thy  Httle  herse  had  been  bedew^d  with  tears. 

'*  Thou  ltv*8t  by  me;  to  me  thy  breatb  resign ; 
-  Minę  is  the  merit,  the  demerit  thine. 
Thy  life  "by  double  title  I  reąuire  ; 
Once  giTen  at  birth,  and  oncc  presenr^d  irom  fire: 
One  murder  pay,  or  add  one  murder  morę, 
Aud  me  to  them  who  fell  by  thee  restore. 

"  1  wottld,  but  cannot :  my  son's  image  stands 
Before  my  sight;  and  now  their  augry  hands 
My  brotbers  hołd,  and  rengeance  thóse  ezact, 
Tliis  pleads  compassion,  and  repents  the  &ct. 
'  *'  He  pleads  in  v&iu,  and  I  pronounce  his  doom : 
My  broUł^n*  though  unjustly,  shall  a*ercome. 
But,  having  paid  their  injur*d  ghosts  their  due, 
My  son  requires  my  death,  and  minę  shall  his 
pursue.** 

At  this  for  the  last  time  she  lifts  ber  hand, 
Arertshereyes,  and,  halfunwilling,  drops  thebrand. 
The  brand,  amid  the  flaming  fnel  thrown, 
Or  drew,  or  seem'd'to  dra  w,  a  dying  groan ; 
,The  fires  themselyes  but  faintly  lick*d  their  prey, 
Then  loath'd  their  impious  food,  and  would  have 
shrunk  away. 

Just  then  the  hero  cast  a  dolciul  ery. 
And  in  those  absent  flames  began  to  fry : 
The  blind  contagion  ragM  within  his  yeins ; 
But  he  with  manty  patience  borę  his  pains : 
He  fear^d  not  fate,  but  only  griev*d  to  die 
Without  an  honest  wound,  and  by  a  death  so  dry. 
*'  Happy  AncsBUS,  thrice  aloud  he  cr3r'd, 
With  what  becoming  fate  in  arms  he  dy'd  i^ 
Hien  calPd  his  brothers,  sisters,  sire,  around. 
And  ber  to  wbom  his  nuptial  tows  were  bound ; 
Perhaps  his  mother;  a  long  sigh  he  drew, 
Aud,  his  Yoice  fiuling,  took  his  last  adieu : 
For  as  the  flames  augmeut,  and  as  they  stay 
At  their  fuli  height,  then  languish  to  decay, 
They  rise,  and  sink  by  fits ;  at  last  they  soar 
In  one  bńght  bla^e,  and  then  descend  so  morę; 


Just  so  his  inward  heats,  at  height,  impatr, 
Till  the  last  burning  breath  shoots  out  the  sool  ia 
Now  lofty  Calydon  in  ruins  lies ;  [air. 

Ali  ages,  alldegrees,  unsluice  their  eyes; 
And  Heaven  and  Earth  rcsouud  with  munnurf, 

groans,  and  cries. 
Matrons  and  maidens  beat  their  breasts,  and  tear 
Their  habits,  and  root  up  their  scatter^d  hair. 
The  wretchcd  fatlier,  fatner  now  no  morę, 
With  sorrow  gunk,  lies  prostrate  on  the  fioor» 
Deforms  his  huary  locks  with  dust  obscene. 
And  curses  age,  and  loaths  a  lifie  proiong^d  with 

pain. 
By  Steel  hor  stubbom  soul  his  mother  freed. 
And  punish'd  on  hersclf  her  impious  deed. 
Had  1  an  hundred  tongues,  a  wit  so  large 
As  could  their  hundred  offices  discharge ; 
Had  Phoebus  all  bis  Heiicon  bestow'd, 
In  all  the  streams  inspiring  all  the  god  ; 
Those  tongues,  that  wit,  those  streams,  that  god» 

in  \'atn 
Would  offer  to  describe  his  sisters'  pain : 
They  beat  their  breasts  with  many  a  bruising  blow, 
Till  they  tum  livid,  aud  corrupt  the  suow. 
The  corpse  they  cherish,  while  the  corpse  remaims 
And  exercise  and  rub  with  fruitless  pains ; 
And  when  to  fuueral  flames  tis  borne  away, 
Hiey  kiss  the  bed  on  which  the  body  lay : 
Aud  when  those  fiineral  flames  no  longer  bum 
(The  dust  compos'd  withiu  a  pious  urn), 
£v*n  in  that  urn  tlteir  broŁher  they  confesi. 
And  hug  it  in  their  arms,^  and  to  their  bosom* 

press.  [ground. 

His  tomb  is  rais*d;  then,  streich^d  along  the 
Those  liviqg  monuments  his  tomb  ^urround : 
ET'n  to  his  name,  inscribM,  thc>ir  tears  they  pay» 
Till  tears  and  kisses  wear  his  name  away. 

But  Cyuthia  now  had  all  her  fury  speiit^ 
Not  with  less  ruin,  than  a  lace,  content : 
£xoepting  Oorge,  perish^d  all  the  seed. 
And  her  wbom  Hearen  for  Hercules  dccreed. 
Satiate  at  last,  no  longer  she  pursu^d 
The  weeping  sisters ;  but,  with  wings  eDdu'd 
And  homy  beaks,  aifd  seut  to  flit  in  air ;      fpair* 
Who  yearly  round  tbe  tomb  in  feather^d  flocks  re^ 
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OUT  OP  THB  SIGHTN  BOOK  OP 
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Tbe  author,  pursuing  the  dceds  of  Tlieseus,  re- 
lates  how  he,  with  his  friend  Pirithous,  were 
invited  t>y  Achelous,  the  rivep.god,  to  stay 
with  him,  till  his  waters  were  abated.  Ache. 
lous  entertains  them  with  a  relation  uf  his 
own  Iove  to  Perimele,  who  was  changcd  into  an 
island  by  Neptune,  at  his  request.  Pirithous, 
being  an  atheist,  derides  the  l^end,  and  denies 
the  power  of  the  gods  to  work  that  mlracle. 
Lelex,  another  companion  of  Theseiis,  to  eon- 
firm  the  story  of  Achelous,  relates  another 
metamorphosis  of  Baucis  and  Philemon  into 
trees :  of  which  he  was  partly  an  eye-witness» 


Th  os  Achelous  ends:  his  audience  hear 
With  admiration,  and,  admiring,  fe^ 
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The  powers  of  He&ven ;  except  lxion's  son, 
Wbo  lau;ch'd  at  all  tbe  gods,  believ'd  in  nonę ; 
He  shook  his  impious  bead,  and  thus  replies, 
**  These  legends  are  no  morę  than  pious  lies : 
You  attrtbuŁe  too  much  to  heavenly  sway. 
To  think  they  gixe  us  fonns,  aud  take  away." 

The  lest,  of  better  minds,  their  sense  declai^d 
Against  this  doctriue,  and  with  horrour  heard. 

Tben  Lei  ex  rosę,  au  old  experłenc'd  man, 
And  thus  with  sober  grarity  began: 
'*  Heaven^8  power  is  infinite:  earth,  air,  and  sea, 
The  manufaicture  mass,  the  making  power  obey>: 
By  proof  to  elear  yourdoubt;  in  Phrygian  ^ound 
Two  neighbouring  trees,  with  walls  encompassM 

round. 
Stand  on  a  moderate  rise,  with  wonder  shown. 
One  a  hard  oak,  a  softer  linden  one  : 
I  saw  the  place  and  them,  by  Pittheus  sent 
To  Phrygian  realms,  my  grandsire'8  goremment. 
Not  far  from  thence  is  seen  a  lakę,  the  haunt 
Of  coots,  and  of  the  fishing  cormorant : 
Herę  Jove  with  Hermes  came ;  but  in  disguise 
Of  mortal  men  conccaPd  their  deities: 
One  laJd  aside  his  thunder,  one  his  rod ;. 
And  many  toilsome  steps  togcther  trod  ; 
For  faarbour  at  a  thousand  doors  they  knockM, 
Not  one  of  all  the  thousand  but  was  lock'd. 
At  last  an  hospitable  house  they  found, 
A  homely  shed;  tbe  roof,  not  far  from  ground, 
Was  thatch'd  with  reeds  and  straw  together  bound. 
There  Bancis  and  Philemon  iK^d,  and  there 
Bad  liv»d  long  married,  and  a  happy  pair : 
Now  old  in  love  ;  though  little  was  their  storę, 
Inurd  to  want,  their  poverty  they  bore,» 
Nor  aimM  at  wealth,  professing  to  be  poor. 
For  master  or  for  servant  here  to  cali. 
Was  all  alike,  where  only  two  were  atl. 
Command  was  nonę,  where  equal  love  was  paid, 
Or  rather  both  commanded,  both  obey*d. 

"  From  lofty  roofe  the  gods  repulsM  before, 
Now  stooping,  enter'd  through  the  little  door ; 
The  man  (their  hearty  welcome  first  expre8sM) 
A  common  settle  drew  for  either  guest, 
Iniriting  each  his  weary  limbs  to  rest. 
Bnt  ere  they  sat,  officious  Baucis  lays 
Two  coshions  stuff'd  with  straw,  the  seat  to  raise; 
Coarse,  bnt  the  best  she  had ;  then  takes  the  load 
*Of  asbes  from  the  hearth,  and  spreads  abroad 
The  liTing  coals,  and  lest  they  should  expire, 
With  lca^es  and  barks  she  feeds  her  infant-fire: 
It  nnokes,  and  theo  with  trembling  breaih  she 

blows, 
TiU  in  a  cheeriuł  blaze  the  flames  arose. 
With  brush-wood  and  with  chips  she  strengthens 

these. 
And  adds  at  last  the  bongbs  of  rotten  trees. 
The  fire  thus  form'd,  she  sets  the  kettle  on, 
(Like  bumishM  gold  the  little  seether  shone) 
Next  took  the  coleworts  which  her  husband  got 
From  his  own  ground  (a  smali  weU-water'd  spot;) 
She  strippM  the  staiks  of  all  their  leares;  the  best 
She  cnlPd,  and  then  with  bandy  care  she  dressM. 
Bigh  o'er  the  hearth  a  chine  of  bacon  hung  ; 
Good  old  Philemon  seiz'd  it  with  a  prong. 
And  from  the  sooty  rafter  drew  it  down, 
Then  cut  a  slice,  but  scarce  enough  for  one : 
Yet  a  large  portion  of  a  little  storę, 
Which  for  their  sakes  alone  hte  wishM  were  morę. 
This  in  the  pot  he  plung^d  without  delay. 
To  tune  the  flesh^  and  drain  the  salt  away. 


The  time  between,  before  the  fire  they  sat, 
And  8horten*d  the  delay  by  pleasing  chat. 

"  A  beam  there  was,  on  which  a  beechen  pail 
Hung  by  the  handle,  on  a  driven  nail : 
This  fllPd  with  water,  gently  warmM,  they  set 
Before  their  guests;  in  this  they  bath'd  their  feet. 
And  after  with  clean  toweis  dry*d  their  sweat : 
This  done,  the  host  produc'd  the  genial  bed, 
Sallow  the  foot,  the  bordcrs,  and  the  sted, 
Which  with  no  costly  coverlet  they  sprcad. 
But  coarse  old  garments;  ^et  such  robes  as  theta 
They  laid  alone,  at  feast,  on  hcdydays. 
The  good  old  house wife,  tucking  up  her  gown«   ' 
The  tables  set ;  th*  invited  gods  lie  down. 
The  tńyet-table  of  a  foot  was  lame, 
A  biot  which  prudent  Baucis  orercame, 
Who  thrust,  beneath  the  limping  leg,  a  sherd,. 
So  was  the  mended  board  exactly  rear^d : 
Then  rubbM  .it  o'er  with  newlyrgather^d  mint, 
A  wholesome  herb  that  breath'd  a  grateful  scent. 
Palhis  began  the  feast,  where  first  was  seen 
The  party-colour'd  olive,  black  and  green : 
Autumnal  comels  next  in  order  senrkl, 
In  lees  of  winę  well  pickled  and  presery'd : 
A  garden-salad  was  the  third  supply, 
Of  endive,  radishes,  and  succory : 
Then  curds  and  cream,  the  flower  of  country  farę 
And  new-laid  eggs,  which  Baucis*  busy  care 
Tum'd  by  a  gentle  fire,  and  roasted  rare. 
All  these  in  earthen-ware  were  serrM  to  board  ; 
And  next  in  place  an  earthen  pitcher  stor^d 
With  liquor  of  the  best  the  cottage  could  affgrd. 
This  was  the  table*s  ornament  and  pride, 
With  figures  wrought:  like  pages  at  his  side 
Stood  beechen  bowls;  and  these  were  shining  clean«i 
YamishM  with  wax  without,  and  lin'd  witłiin. 
By  this  the  boiling  kettle  had  prepar>d, 
And  to  the  table  sent  the  smoking  lard  ; 
On  which  with  eager  appetite  they  dine, 
A  savory  bit,  that  senr»d  to  rdish  winę : 
The  wiue  itself  was  suiting  to  the  rest, 
Still  working  in  the  must,  and  lately  pres8*d. 
The  second  course  succeeds  like  that  before, 
Plums,  apples,  nuts,  and,  of  their  wintry  storę, 
I>ry  fięs  and  grapes,  and  wrinkled  dates,  were  set 
In  canisters,  t'  enlarge  the  little  treat: 
All  these  a  milk-white  honey^omb  surround, 
Which  in  the  midst  the  country-banąuet  crown*d. 
But  the  kind  hosts  their  entertainment  grace 
With  hearty  welcome,  and  an  open  face : 
In  all  they  did,  you  might  discem  witłi  ease 
A  willing  mind,  and  a  desire  to  please. 
'*  Mean  time  the  beechen  bowls  went  round,  ond 
still, 
Though  often  emptied,  were  obscryM  to  fili, 
FiUM  without  hands,  and  of  their  own  accord 
Ran  without  feet,  and  dancM  about  the  board. 
DcYotion  seiz'd  the  pair,  to  see  the  feast 
With  winc,  and  of  no  common  grapę,  increasM ; 
And  up  they  heM  their  hands,  and  fell  to  pray^v 
£xcu9ing,  as  they  could,  their  country  fere. 
One  goose  they  had  ('twas  all  they  could  allow) 
A  wakeful  centry,  and  on  duty  now, 
Whom  to  the  gods  for  sacrifice  they  vow : 
Her,  with  malicious  zeal,  the  couple  view*d  ; 
She  ran  for  life,  and  limping  they  pursu^d  : 

Fuli  well  the  fowl  perceiv*d" their  bad  intent. 

And  would  not  maJce  her  ma8ter's  compliment^ 
But  persecuted,  to  the  powers  she  flies, 

And  close  between  the  legs  of  Jo^e  she  liek 
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He  with  a  gracious  eftr  Łhe  suppliant  hearcl, 
And  saT^d  hor  life  j  then  what  he  was  declar»d, 
And  ownM  the  god.  •  The  neigbbourhood,'  said  he, 

•  Shall  justly  ]>eń8h  for  impiety : 
Yuu' stand  alonc  exempted  ;  but  obey 

With  speed,  and  follow  whf^re  we  lead  the  way : 
Xieave  these  accursM;  and  to  the  roountains  heigbt 
Ascend;  nor  once  look  backward  in  your  fligbt.' 
**  They  hastę;  and  what  thcir  tardy  feet  de» 

ny>d, 
The  trusty  staff  (theit  bctter  leg)  suppIyU 
An  arrow*s  flight  they  wanted  to  the  top, 
Aud  tbere  secure,  but  speiit  with  travel,  stop ; 
Then  tum  their  now  no  morę  forbidden  eyes^ 
.Łost  in  a  lake  the  floated  levcl  lies : 
A  watery  desert  coTcrs  all  the  plains, 
Their  cot  alone,  as  in  an  isle,  remains : 
Wondering  with  peeping  eycs,  while  they  de- 

plore 
Their  neighbours  <ate,  and  country  now'no  morę, 
Their  Uttle  shed  scarce  large  enough  for  two, 
Seems,  from  the  ground  increas^dj^  in  łieight  and 

bulk  to  grow. 
A  Btately  tempie  shoots  within  the  skies : 
The  crotchets  of  their  cot  in  columns  rise : 
The  pavement  pali8h'd  marbłe  they  behold, 
The  gates  with  sculpture  grac'd,  the  spires  and 

tilesof  gold. 
**  Then  thus  the  sire  of  gods,  with  looks  -se^ 

renę, 
'  Speak  thy  desire,  thou  only  just  of  men  $ 
And  thou,  O  woman,  only  worthy  found 
To  be  with  such  a  man  in  marriage  bound.' 
'*  A  while  they  whisper;   then,  to  Jove  ad- 

dress*d,  x. 

Philemon  thus  prefers  their  joint  reąuest. 

•  We  crave  to  senre  before  your  sacfed  shrine, 
And  ofier  at  your  altars  rites  divine : 

And  sińce  not  any  action  of  our  Ufe 
Has  been  polluted  with  domestic  strife, 
We  beg  one  hour  of  death ;  that  neither  she 
With  widow*8  tears  may  live  to  bury  me, 
Nor  weeping  1,  with  wither^d  arms,  may~bear 
My  breathless  Baucis  to  the  sepulchre.' 

"  The  godheads  sign  their  suit.    They  run  their 

race 
In  the  same  tenour  all  th'  appointed  space  ; 
Then,  when  their  hour  was  come,  While  they  relate 
These  past  adyentures  at  the  tomple-gate, 
Old  Baucift  is  by  old  Philemon  seen 
Sprouting  with  sudden  leaTes  of  sprigfatly  green : 
Old  Baucis  look*d  where  old  Philemon  stood. 
And  saw  his  Ien^then*d  arms  a  sprouting  wood : 
New  roots  their  fastenM  feet  begin  to  bind, 
Their  bodies  stifTen  in  a  rising  rind : 
T^en,  ere  the  bark  above  their  shoulders  grew^ 
They  gire  and  take  at  once  their  last  adieu; 
At  once,  *  Farewel,  O  faithful  spouse,*  they  said ;  ^ 
At  once  th'  enoroaching  rinds  their  doeinc  lips  iiN 

vade. 
£T'n  yet,  an  ancient  TyanSBan  shows 
A  spreading  oak,  that  near  a  linden  grows ; 
The  neighbonrfaood  confirm  the  prodigy, 
Grare  men,  not  yain  of  tongue,  or  like  to  lie. 
I  saw  myself  the  garlands  on  their  bougha, 
And  tablets  hung  for  gifls  of  granted  vows ; 
And-offieriog  (resher  up,  with  pious  prayer, 
'  The  good,'  said  I,  '  are  God's  peculiar  care. 
And  such  as  honour  Heaveii»  shaU  heaTenly  bo- 

sonr  sbare.' " 


THE  FABLE  OF  IPffTS  AND  UNT^E. 
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Thb  famę  of  this,  perhaps,  through  Crete  had 

flown ; 
But  Crete  had  newer  wonders  of  her  own, 
In  Iphis  changM;  for  near  the  Gnossian  boonds, 
(As  loud  repoft  the  mirade  resounds) 
At  Phssstus  dwelt  a  man  of  honest  blood. 
But  meanly  bom,  aud  not  so  rich  as  good  ; 
EsteemM  and  lov'd  by  all  the  neighbourhood  ; 
Who  to  his  wife,  before  the  time  as8ign*d 
For  child-birth  came,  thus  bluntly  spoke  his  mind. 
**  If  HeaTen,"  said  Lygdus,  "  will  youchsafe  to 
I  haye  but  two  petitions  to  prefer ;  Chear, . 

Short  paihs  for  thee,  fof  me  a  son  and  heir. 
Girls  cost  as  noany  throes  in  bringtng  forth; 
Beside,  when  bora,  the  tits  are  little  worth; 
Weak  puliug  things,  unabłe  to  sustain 
Their  share  of  labour,  and  their  bread  to  gaiii# 
If,  therefore,  thou  a  creature  shalt  produce, 
Of  80  great  charges,  and  so  little  nse, 
(Bear  witness,  Heaven,  with  what  reluctancy) 
Her  hapless  innocence  I  doom  to  die." 
He  said,  and  tears  the  coromon  grief  display, 
Of  him  who  bad,  and  her  who  must  obey. 

Yet  Telethusa  still  persists,  to  find  < 
Fit  arguments  to  move  a  fiither^s  mind; 
T*  e^tend  his  wishes  to  a  larger  scope. 
And  in  one  reęsel  not  confine  his  hope. 
Lygdus  continues  hard :  her  time  drew  near. 
And  she  her  beavy  load  could  scarcely  bear  ; 
When  słumbering,  in  the  latter  shadea  of  night, 
Before  th'  approaches  of  retuming  light, 
She  saw,  or  thought  she  saw,  before  her  bed, 
A  glorious  train,  and  Isis  at  their  head : 
Her  moony  homs  were  on  her  forehead  plac'd. 
And  yeltow  sheaves  ber  shining  temples  grac'd: 
A  mitrę,  for  a  crpwn,  she  wore  on  high; 
The  dog  and  dappled  buli  were  waiting  by ; 
Osiris,  sougbt  sJong  the  banks  of  Nile; 
The  siient  god ;  the  sacred  crocodile ; 
And,  łatt,  a  long  procession  moving  on, 
With  timbrels,  that  assist  the  labouring  Moon. 
Her  slumbers  seeniM  dispeird,  and,  broad  awake, 
She  heard  a  voice,  that  tiius  distinctly  spake. 
*'  My  votary,  thy  babę  from  death  defend. 
Nor  fear  to  saTe  whate'er  the  gods  will  send. 
Delude  with  art  thy  husband's  dire  decree : 
When  danrer  calls,  n*pose  thy  trost  on  me ; 
And  know  thou  hast  n^  senrM  a  thankless  deity.* 
This  promise  madę,  włth  night  the  goddess  fled; 
With  joy  the  woman  wakes,  and  ledVe8  her  bed ; 
Devoutly  lifts  her  spotless  bands  on  high. 
And  prays  the  powers  their  gifl  to  ratify. 

Now  grinding  pains  proceed  to  bearing  throes* 
Tili  its  own  weigfat  the  burtheu  did  disclose. 
'Twas  of  the  beauteous  kind,  and  brought  Ło  light 
With  secrecy,  to  shun  the  ftither^s  sight. 
Th'  indulgent  mother  did  her  care  employ. 
And  pass*d  it  on  her  husband  for  a  boy. 
The  nurse  was  conscious  of  the  fact  afone ; 
The  father  paid  his  vows  as  for  a  sou ; 
And  caU'd  him  Iphis,  by  a  common  name, 
Whioh  either  sex  with  equal  right  may  ciaim. 
Iphis  his  grandsire  was ;  the  wife  was  pleas*d^ 
Of  half  the  Araud  by  Fbrtune^s  farour  ea8'd : 
The  doubtful  name  was  us'd  without  deceit, 
Aud  trath  was  cover'd  with  a  pious  cheaL 
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The  habit  shcm^d  a  boy,  the  beauteouB  face 
With  manly  fierceness  mingled  female  grace. 
Nov  thirteen  years  of  age  were  swiftly  run, 
When  tbe  fond  fiither  tbonght  the  time  drew  on 
Of  aettling  in  the  woild  hu  only  son. 
lanthe  was  his  cboice ;  so  wondrous  fair, 
Her  form  alone  with  Iphis  could  compare  ; 
A  neigl^KNur^  daughter  of  his  own  dcgree,       [he. 
And  not  morę  blessM  with  Fortmie*s  goods  tban 
They  8001I  espous*d :  for  they  with  ease  were  join'd, 
W  bo  were  before  contracted  in  the  mind. 
Tbcjr  age  the  same,  their  inclinations  too : 
And  brcd  together  id  one  school  they  grew. 
Tfans,  &taUy  dispos^d  to  mutnal  fires, 
They  felt,  before  they  knew,  the  same  desirea. 
Bqiaial  their  flame,  uliequal  was  their  care ; 
One  lovVI  with  hope;  one  huigttish'd  indespair. 
Tbe  raaid  accns'd  the  lingering  days  alone : 
For  whom  she  thought  a  man,  she  thought  her  own. 
But  Iphis  bends  bencath  a  greater  grief  ^ 
As  fiercely  bnms,  bat  bopes  for  no  relief. 
F.v'n  her  despair  ądds  fuel  to  her  sire ; 
A  maid  with  madneas  does  a  maid  dcsire. 
And,  scarce  refraining  tears,  "  A  las,"  sud  she, 
What  issue  of  my  lorę  remains  for  me ! 
How  wild  a  passion  works  within  my  breasit ! 
With  what  prodigious  flames  am  1  possest ! 
Coold  I  the  care  of  Providence  descrre, 
Heaven  mnst  destroy  me,  if  it  would  presenre. 
And  that*s  my  fiite,  or  surę  it  wonid  haye  sent 
Some  ttsual  evil  for  my  punishment. 
Not  tbis  unkindly  corse;  to  ragę  and  bum, 
Where  Naturę  sbdws  no  prospect  of  return. 
Nor  cows  for  oows  consume  with  fruitless  fire  ; 
Kor  maies,  when  hot,  their  feliow-mares  desire: 
The  &ther  of  the  fold  snpplies  his  ewes ; 
Tfae  stag  through  secret  woods  his  bind  pursue^ ; 
And  błida  for  mates  the  males  of  their  own  species 

cboose. 
Her  females  Naturę  guards  from  female  flame, 
And  joins  two  seses  to  preserve  the  gamę : 
Wouid  I  were  nothing,  or  not  what  I  am ! 
Crete,  fam*d  for  monsters,  wanted  of  her  storę, 
TiU  my  new  Iove  produc^d  one  monster  morę. 
Thedanghter  of  the  Sun  a  buli  desir^d, 
Aod  yet  ev*n  then  a  małe  a  female  sir'd : 
Bn  pasaipn  was  extravaga]itly  new : 
Bot  minę  is  much  the  madder  of  the  twa 
To  things  impossible  she  was  not  bent, 
Bat  found  the  means  to  compass  her  inteut. 
To  cheat  his  eyes,  sbe  took  a  different  shape  ^ 
Yet  stilł  she  gainM  a  lover,  and  a  leap. 
ShouM  all  the  wit  of  all  the  world  conspire, 
Should  Dsdalus  assist  my  wild  desire, 
What  art  can  make  me  able  to  enjoy , 
Or  vfaat  can  change  lanthe  to  a  boy  ? 
Eztingnish  then  tby  passion,  hopeless  maid^ 
And  recollcct  thy  reason  for  thy  aid. 
Kaow.what  thou  art,  and  love  as  maidens  oaght, 
And  drirc  these  golden  wishes  from  tby  thought. 
Thoa  canst  not  hope  thy  fond  desires  to  gain ; 
Where  hope  is  wanting,  wishes  are  in  vain. 
Aod  yet  no  guards  against  our  joys  conspirei 
No  jcalous  husband  hinders  our  desire  ; 
My  parents  are  propitidiis  to  my  wish. 
And  she  herself  consenting  to  the  bliss. 
All  things  concur  to  protper  our  design  ; 
AU  things  to  prosper  any  loTe  but  min& 
And  yet  I  never  can  enioy  the  fiiir ; 
Tis  past  the  power  of  HeaTtn  te  grant  my  prayer. 


Heaven  bas  been  kiud,  as  far  as  HeaTen  can  be  j 

Our  parents  with  our  owif  ddsires  agree ; 

But  Naturę,  stronger  than  the  gods  above, 

Refuses  her  assistance  to  my  love ; ' 

She  sets  th%  bar  thąt  causes  all  my  pain : 

One  gift  refu8*d  makes  all  their  bounty  yain* 

And  now  the  happy  day  is  just  at  band. 

To  bind  our  hearts  in  Hymen's  holy  bóuid : 

Our  hearts,  but  not  our  tnodies.   Thus  acAłrs*(^ 

In  midst  of  water  I  complain  of  thirst. 

Why  com'0t  thou,  Juno,  to 'these  barren  rites. 

To  bless  a  bed  defrauded  of  delights  ł 

And  wby  should  Hymen  Uit  his  toreb  on  high. 

To  see  ^wo  brides  in  cold  embraces  He  ?" 

Thus  loTesick  Iphis  her  vain  passion  moums ^    . 
With  equal  ardour  fair  lanthe  burns, 
Invoking  Hymen^s  name,and  Juno's  power. 
To  speed  the  work,  and  hastę  the  happy  hour* 

She  hopes,  while  Telethusa  fears  the  day« 
And  strives  to  iutcrpose  some  new  delay : 
Now  feigns  a  sicknesai  now  is  in  a  fright 
For  this  bad  omen,  or  that  boding  sight. 
But,  having  done  whate^er  she  could  devis<^ 
And  empty*d  all  her  magazine  of  lies,    . 
The  time  approachM ;  the  nezt  ensuing  day 
Tbe  fatal  secret  must  to  light  betray. 
Tlien  Telethusa  bad  recourseto  prayer, 
She  and  her  daughter  with  disheyeU'd  hair; 
Trembling  with  fear,  great  Isis  they  ador'd, 
£mbrac'd  her  altar,  and  her  aid  implor^d. 

'*  Fair  queen,  who  dost  on  frttitful  Egypt  smtlc;» 
Who  8Way'st  the  sceptre  of  the  Pharian jsle, 
And  seven-foid  fiills  of  disemboguing  Nile ; 
Rcliere,  in  this  our  last  distress,"  she  said, 
"  A  suppliant  mother,  and  a  moumfulmaid. 
Thou,  goddess,  thou  wert  prescnt  to  my  sight  | 
Ileveal*d  1  saw  thee  by  thy  own  fair  light  s 
I  saw  thee  in  my  dream,  as  now  I  aee, 
With  all  thy  marks  of  awful  majesty : 
The  glorious  train  that  compass^d  thee  around  | 
And  heard  the  boUow  timbrePs  holy  sound. 
Thy  words  I  noted;  which  I  still  retain; 
Łet  not  thy  sacred  oracles  be  vain. 
That  Iphis  lives,  that  I  myself  am  firee 
From  shame,  and  punishment,  I  owe  to  thee. 
On  thy  protectton  all  our  hopes  depend : 
Thy  counsel  say*d  us,  let  thy  power  defend." 
^  Her  tears  pursu^d  her  words;  and  while  she 

spoke 
The  goddess  nodded,  and  her  altar  shook : 
The  tempie  doors,  as  with  a  blast  of  wind, 
Were  heard  to  clap  j  the  lunarhoms  that  bind 
The  brows  of  Isis  cast  a  blaze  around  ;. 
The  trembling  timbrel  madę  a  murmuring  sound* 

Some  hopes  these  happy  omens  did  impart; 
Forth  went  the  mother  with  a  beating  heart» 
Not  much  in  fear,  nor  fuUy  satisfyd ; 
But  Iphis  follow*d  with  a  largpr  strtde : 
The  whiteness  of  ber  skin  forsook  her  fa^e; 
Her  looks  emboIden'd  with  an  awful  grace  ; 
Her  'features  and  her  strength  together  grew. 
And  her  long  hair  to  curling  locks  withdrew. . 
Her  spofkling  eyes  witb  manly  yigour  shone^ 
Big  was  her  voice,  audacious  was  her  tonę. 
The  latent  parts,  at  length  rereaPd,  began 
To  shoot,  and  spread,  and  bumish  iuto  ma^. 
The  maid  becomes  a  youth ;  no  morę  delay 
Your  vow8,  but  look,  and  confidently  pay, 
Their  gifts  the  parents  to  the  tempie  bear: 
Tbe  TotiTe  tables  tbis  inscription  wear : 
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**  Iphis,  the  man,  has  to  the  Goddess  paid         ^ 
Tbe  s^ows,  that  Iphi^  offered  wl\en  a  maid.*' 

Now  when  the  star  of  day  had  sbown  his  face, 
Yenus  and  Juno  wtth  tbeir  preaence  grace 
The  nupŁial  ribes,  and  Hymen  from  above 
Dcscended  to  complete  tbeir  happy  Iove; 
The  gods  of  marriage  lend  their  mutual  aid ; 
And  the  warm  youth  eąjoys  the  Iovely  makL 


PYGMALlbN  AND  THE  STATUĘ, 

raOM  THB  TtHTH  BOOK  OP 

OVID'S   METAMORPHOSES. 


The  Propcetides,  for  their  impudent  behaTiour, 
being  tumed  into  stone  by  Yenus,  Pygmalion, 
p^ince  of  CjrpniSi  detested  aU  women  for  their 
sake,  and  resoIved  never  to  marry.  He  falls  in 
love  with  a  statuę  of  his  own  making,  wbich  is 
changed  into  a  maid,  vhpm  he  marrtes.  One 
of  his  descendants  is  Ctnyras,  the  fatiier  of 
Myrrha:  the  daughter  incestuously  lores  ber 
,own  fethcr ;  for  wbich  she  is  changed  into  a  tree 
which  bears  ber  name.  These  two  stories  im- 
mediately  fbllow  each  other,  and  are  adminibly 
well  connected. 


Pygmalion,  loathing  their  lascivious  life, 
Abhorr*d  all  womankind,  but  most  a  wife : 
So  single  chose  to  liye,  and  shunnM  to  wed, 
Well  pleas*d  to  want  a  consort  of  his  bed : 
Yet>  fearing  Idleness,  the  nurse  of  III, 
In  seulpturc  exercis*d  his  happy  skill ; 
And  canr^d  m  ivory  such  a  maid,  so  fair, 
As  Naturę  could  not  with  his  art  compare,  * 
Werę  she  to  work ;  but,  inher  own defence, 
Must  tak^  ber  pattem  here,  and  copy  hence. 
P]eas'd  with  his  idol,  he  commends,  adipires, 
Adores ;  and  last,  the  thing  ador^d  desires. 
A,very  virgin  in  ber  face  was  seen, 
And,  had  she  mov'd,  a  liring  maid  had  been ; 
One  would  have  thonght  she  could  have  stirT*d ; 

but  strore 
With  modesty,  and  was  asham'd  to  roore. 
Art,  bid  with  art,  so  well  perform*d  the  cheat, 
It  caught  the  canrer  with  his  own  deceit ; 
He  knows  'tis  madness,  yet  he  must  adore, 
f     And  still  the  morę  he  knows  it,  loTes  the  morę : 
The  flesb,  or  wh.¥  so  seems,  he  touches  oft, 
Wbich  feels  so  smooth,  that  he  belieres  it  soft. 
Fir*4  with,this  thought,  at  once  he  strain'd  the 
And  on  the  lips  a  buming  kiss  imprrśsM.     [breast, 
*Tis  true,  the  harden'd  breast  resists  the  gripe, 
And  the  cold  lips  return  a  kiss  unripe : 
But  when,  retiring  back,  be  lóok*d  again, 
To  tbink  it  ivory  was  a. thought  too  mean ; 
So  wouM  believe  shekiss'd,  and,  courting  morc, 
Again  embrac'd  ber  naked  body  o*er; 
And,  straininghard  the  statuę,  was  afraid 
His  hands  had  madę  a  dint,  and  hurt  tbe  maid : 
£xpl0T'd  ber,  limb  by  limb,  and  fear'd  to  find 
So  rude  a  gripe  had  left  a  livid  mark  behind : 
With  flattery  now  he  seeks  hcrmind  to  movc. 
And  now  with  gifls,  the  poweiful  bribes  of  love: 
He  fumisbes  ber  closet  first;  and  fills 
The  crowded  sheWes  with  rarities  of  shells ;  [drew, 
Adds   orient  pearls,  wbich  from  the  conchs  he 
And  all  the  sparkliug  stones  of  Tarioua  hue : 
And  parrots,  imitating  human  tongue, 
And  singtng  biids  Sn  sUrer  cages  haog^ 


And  every  fragrant  flower,  and  odorous  green,' 
Werę  sortcd  weU,  with  lumps  of  ambcr  laid  be- 
Rich,  fasbioiiablc  robes  ber  person  deck,     [twcen  :_ 
Pcndahts  ber  ears,  and  pearls  adom  ber  neck : 
Her  taper^d  fingers  too  with  lings  are  grac*d. 
And  an  embroider*d  zonę  surrounds  her  dender 

waisŁ 
Thus  like  a  queen  array'd,  so  ricbly  dress'd, 
Beautoous  she  show'd,  but  naked  showM  the  best. 
Thcn  from  the  floor  he  raisM  a  royal  bed, 
With  coverings  of  Sidonian  purple  spread : 
The  solemn  rites  performM,  be  calls  her  bride,. 
With  blandishments  inrites  her  to  his  side, 
Ahd  as  she  were  with  yital  sense  possessM, 
Her  head  did  on  a  plumy  pillow  rest 

The  feast  of  Yenus  caiue,  a  solemn  day. 
To  wbich  the  Cypriots  due  dcvotion  payj 
With  gilded  honis  the  milk-white  heifers  led, 
SlaughterM  before  the  sacred  altars,  bied  : 
Pygmalion  offering,  first  approach'd  the  shrine. 
And  tben  with  prayers  implor^d  the  powers  di^ine: 
'*  Almighty  gods,  if  all  we  mortals  want, 
If  all  we  can  require,  be  yours  to  grant; 
Make  this  fair  statuę  minę,"  he  wculd  bave  said. 
But  changed  his  words  for  shame,  and  bnly  pray^d, 
"  Oive  me  the  likeness  of  my  ivory  maid." 

The  golden  goddess,  present  at  the  prayer, 
Weil  knew  he  meant  th*  inanimated  fair, 
And  gave  the  sign  of  granting  his  desire ; 
For  tbrice  in  cheerful  flames  ascends  the  fire. 
The  youtb»  retuming  to  his  mistrcss,  hies. 
And  impudent  in  hopc,  with  ardent  eyes. 
And  beating  breast,  by  the  dear  st&tue  lies. 
He  kisses  her  wbite  lips,  rene\i's  the  bliss. 
And  looks  and  thinks  Łhey  redden  at  the  kiss : 
He  thought  them  warmM  before;  norlonger  stays^ 
But  next  his  hand  on  ber  hard  bosom  lays : 
Hard  as  it  was,  beginiiing  to  relent, 
U  seemM  the  breast  bcncath  his  fingers  bent ; 
He  felt  again,  his  fingers  madę  a  print,  [dint. 

Twas  flesb,  but  flesh  so  firm,  it  rosę  against  tbe 
The  pleasing  tas)c  he  fails  not  to  renew ; 
Soft,  and  morę  soft  at  every  touch  it  g^rew : 
Like  pliant  wax,  when  chafing  hands  reduce 
The  former  mass  to  form,  and  frame  to  use. 
He  would  believe,  but  yet  is  still  in  pain. 
And  tries  his  argument  of  sense  again, 
Presses  the  pulse,  and  feels  the  leapiiig  Tein  : ' 
ConyincM,  o'crjoy'd,  his  studied  thanks  and  praise 
To  |ier  who  madę  the  miracle,  be  pays :   ^  , 

Then  lips  to  lips  be  join*d  j  now  fireed  firom  fear,  • 
He  found  the  favour  of  the  kiss  sincere : 
At  this  the  waken'd  image  op'd  her  eyeś,      [priec.  • 
And  view'd  at  once  the  light  and  łover,  with  sur- 
The  goddess,  present  at  the  match  she  madę, 
So  bless'd  the  bed,  such  fruitfulness  convey»d, 
That  ere  ten  moons  had  sharpenM  eithcr  bom. 
To  crown  their  bliss,  a  lovefy  boy  was  bom ; 
Papbos  his  name,  who,  grown  to  manhood,  wall^d 
The  city  Paphos,  firom  the  founder  call'd. 


CINYRAS  AND  MYRRHA. 

OUT  OP  THE  TBNTH  BOOK  OF 

OVID'S    METAMORPHOSES. 


There  needs  no  connection  of  this  story  with  the 
fbnner:  for  the  bc|fiauing  of  thii  ima>»diatety 


TRANSLATIÓNS  PROM  OVID'S  METAMORPHOSES. 


fiollows  the  end  of  tbe  last :  tbe  reader  is  oniy  to 
take  Botice,  that  Orpbeufl,  who  relates  both,  was 
by  biith  a  Hincian ;  and  his  country  fiir  distant 
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from  Cypnis  wber*  Myrrha  was  boni,  and  from '  Hence  hopes,  and  ye  foAidden  th&ughts  away ! 


Arabia  whither  she  fled.  Yoa  will  see  the  reason 
of  tbia  notę,  soon  after  tbe-first  linet  of  this 


O  that  1  bad  been  bom  m  such  a  olime. 

Not  here»  where  tis  the  country  makes  the  crime! 

But  whither  wonld  my  impioos  iancy  stray ! 


Nor  him  alone  produc*d  thefrnitful  qaeen; 

Bat  Cinyras,  who,  like  his  sire,  bad  been 

A  happy  princc,  had  he  not  been  a  sire. 

Dau^ten  and  fathers,  from  my  song  retire : 

I  sing  of  horrour ;  and,  conld  I  prevail, 

You  should  not  bear,  or  not  belieye,  my  ta1e> 

Yet  if  the  pleasare  of  my  song  be  such, 

Tbat  you  will  bear,  and  credit  me  too  much, 

Aitentive  listen  to  the  last  event, 

And  with  the  sin  belierc  the  punishment  t 

Since  Naturę  conld  behold  so  dire  a  crime, 

I  gritulateat  least  my  natire  cliroe, 

That  soch  a  land,  which  such  a  monster  borę, 

So  lar  18  distant  from  our  Thracian  shore. 

Lei  Araby  extol  ber  happy  coast, 

Her  cinnamon  aftd  sweet  amomum  boast, 

Her  ira^rant  flowers,  ber  trees  with  procious  tears, 

Her  second  hanrests,  and  ber  double  years ; 

How  can  tbe  land  becaU'd  so  UessM^  that  Myrrha 

bears? 
Not  all  ber  odorous  tears  can  cleanse  her  crime, 
Her  plant  alone  deforms  the  happy  ciime : 
Copid  denies  tohare  inflam*d  thy  heart, 
Disowns  thy  love,  and  rindicates  his  dart ; 
Some  fary  gaye  thee  those  infemal  pains. 
And  sfaot  her  Tenom*d  Tipers  in  thy  veint. 
To  bate  thy  sire,  had  merited  a  cursc : 
But  sach  an  impions  lorę  deserv'd  a  worse. 
Tbe  neighbouring  monarchs,  by  thy  beauty  led, 
ConCend  in  crowds,  ambitious  of  thy  bed : 
The  world  is  at  thy  choice,  except  but  one, 
Escept  but  him,  thou  canst  not  choose,  alone. 
She  knew  it  too,  the  miserabte  maid, 
£re  impions  lorc  ber  better  thoughts  betray^d, 
And  'tbus  within  ber  secret  soul  she  sald : 
"  Ab  Myrrha !  whither  wonld  thy  wisbestend  ? 
Ye  guds  ye  sacred  laws,  my  soul  defeud 
From  sach  a  crime  as  all  manktnd  detest. 
And  nerer  lodg^d  before  in  human  breastl    . 
Boi  is  it  ain  ?  Or  makes  my  mind  alone 
Th*  una^n*d  sin  ?  For  Naturę  makes  it  nonę. 
nY^bat  tyrant  then  these  envious  laws  began. 
Madę  not  for  any  other  beast  but  man ! 
Tbe  fathcr-buU  his  daughter  may  bestride, 
The  horaemay  make  hismother-mare  a  bride; 
What  piety  forbids  the  lusty  ram, 
Or  morę  salacious  goat,  to  rut  their  dam  ? 
Tbe  ben  is  free  to  wed  her  chick  she  borę, 
And  make  a  husband,  whom  she  hatch*d  beibre. 
AU  creatnres  else  areof  a  happier  kind, 
Wbom  nor  iU-natnr^d  laws  from  pleasure  bind, 
Nor  thoughts  of  sin  disturb  th^r  peace  bf  mind* 
But  man  a  slare  of  his  own  making  liyes ; 
The  fbol  denies  himself  what  Naturę  gi?es : 
Too  bosy  senAes,  with  an  OTer-oare 
To  make  us  better  tban  our  kind  ćan  bear, 
Hare  dashHl  a  spice  of  enry  in  the  Itfws, 
And,  straining  up  too  high,  haTe  spoiPd  the  cause. 
Yet  some  wise  nations  break  tfaeir  cruel  chains, 
Aud  own  no  laws,  but  those  wbich  love  ordains : 
Where  happy  danghters  with  their  tir?t  are  join*d. 
And  piety  ia  doably  paid  in  kind. 


His  worth  deserres  to  kindle  my  desires. 

But  with  the  ]ove  that  daughters  bear  to  sires. 

TheUf  had  not  Cinyriets  my  fatber  been, 

What  hinder*d  Myrrha's  hopes  to  be  his  queen  } 

But  the  peryerseness  of  my  fate  is  such, 

Tbat  h6*8.not  minę,  becanse  he'8  piine  too  muchjL 

Out  kindred  blood  debars  a  better  tie ; 

He  roight  be  nearer,  were  be  not  so  nigh. 

Eyes  and  their  objects  never  mu^  unitę, 

Some  distance  is  requlr'd  to  help  the  sight: 

Fain  would  1  travel  to  some  foreign  shore, 

Nerer  to  see  my  nati^e  country  morę, 

So  mighti  to  myself  myself  restore; 

So  mjght  my  mind  these  impious  thoughts  remove^ 

And,  ceasing  to  behold,  might  cease  to  love. 

But  stay  1  must,  to  feed  my  Aunish^d  sight. 

To  talk,  to  kiss ;  and  morę,  if  morę  I  might ; 

Murę,  impious  maid  !  What  morę  canst  thou  de- 

To  make  a  monstrous  mixture  in  thy  linę,      [sign. 

And  break  all  statutes  human  and  divine  ? 

Canst  thou  be  caUM  (to  save  thy  wratched  life) 

Thy  mother^s  rival,  and  thy  fatber^s  wife  ? 

Confound  so  many  saci^  names  in  one, 

Thy  brother^s  mother !  sister  to  thy  son ! 

And  fear^st  thou  not  to  see  th'  infemal  band^, 

Tbeir  beads  with  snakes,  with  torches  arm'd  their 

hands. 
Fuli  at  thy  fiBce,.th*  a?enging  brands  to  bear, 
And  shake  the  serpents  from  their  bissing  bair  ł 
But  thou  in  time  th*  increasing  ill  contro!. 
Nor  fiest  debauch  the  body  by  the  soul  j 
Secure  the  sacred  quiet  of  thy  mind. 
And  keep  the  sanctions  Naturę  bas  design'd. 
Suppose  1  should  attempt,  th'  attempt  were  vain^ 
No  thoughts  like  minę  his  sinless  soul  profane : 
Observant  of  the  right ;  and  O,  that  he 
Could  cure  my  madness,  or  be  mad  like  me  1" 
Tbus  abe;  but-Cinsrras,  who  daily  seea 
A  crowd  of  noble  suitors  at  his  knees, 
AmoBg  somany,  knew  not  whom  to  choose^ 
Irresolute  to  grant,  or  to  refuse. 
But,  having  told  their  names,  inqair*d  of  her, 
Who  pleas^d  ber  beat,  and  whom  she  would  pre- 

fer? 
The  blushing  maid  stood  silent  with  surprise^ 
And  on  her  fatber  fbc^d  her  ardent  eyea. 
And  looking  8igh'd :  and  as  she  sigh^d,  began 
Round  tears  to  shed,  that  scalded  as  they  ran. 
The  tender  sire,  who  saw  her  blush  and  ery, 
Ascrib^d  it  all  to  maiden-modesty ; 
And  dry^d  tbe  GaUipg^rops,  and*  yet  morę  kind, 
He  8trok'd  her  cheek$,  and  holy  kisses  join^d : 
She  felt  a  secret  yenom  fire  her  blood. 
And  Ibnnd  morę  pleasure  than  a  daughter  should  } 
And,  ask*d  again,  what  lover  of  the  crew 
She  Iik'd  tbebest  ^  she  answer^d,  "  One  like  yoiL? 
Mistaking  what  she  meant,  her  pious  will 
He  prais'd,  and  bade  ber  so  continue  still : 
The  word  of  pious  heard,  she  blushM  with  sbame 
Of  secret  guilt^  and  could  iiot  bear  the  name. 

'Twas  now  the  mid  of  night,  when  slumbers  cios** 
Our  eyes,  and  sooth  our  cares  with  soft  repose  ^ 
But  no  repose  could  wretched  Myrrha  find, 
Her  body  rolling,  as  she  roWd  her  raiud  i 
Mad  with  desire,  she  ruminates  her  siu. 
And  wiibes  all  her  wisbes  o^er  aga  im. 
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Now  she  despairs,  and  itow  resoKes  to  tiy ; 
Would  not,  and  would  agaiD,«be  knows  not  why; 
Stops^  and  retums,  makes  and  retracts  the  vow ; 
Fain  would  begin,  but  anderstands  not  how : 
As  when  a  pine  is  hewn  upon  the  plains, 
A  od  thd  last  mortal  stroke  alone  remains, 
Labouring  tn  pangs  of  death,  and  threatenincr  all,  ' 
This  way  and  that  sbe  nods,  consideńng  whcre  to 
So  Myrrha'8  mind,  impeiPd  on  either  aide,        [fali : 
Takes  eyery  bent,  but  cannot  long  abide : 
Irresolute  on  which  the  shoold  rely, 
At  last,  unfix'd  in  all,  is  only  fix'd  to  diet 
On  that  sad  tliought  ahe  lests ;  Besolv*d  on  death, 
Sbe  rtses,  and  prepares  to  choak  ber  Jbreath : 
Then  while  about  the  beam  ber  zonę  sbe  ties, 
*'  Dear  Cinyras,  fiiteweH,"  she  softly  cries ;      ^ 
**  For  thee  1  die,  and  only  wish  to  be 
Not  hated,  when  thou  kno^'st  1  die  for  thee : 
Pardon  the.crime,  in  pity  to  the  canse:" 
This  &aid,  aboat  ber  neck  the  noose  she  draws ; 
The  nurse,  who  lay  without,  her  faithlul  goard, 
Thougb  not  in  worife,  the  mnrmors  overfa^axl, 
And  sighs  and  hoUow  sounds ;  surpris^d,  with  firi^ht 
She  starts,  and  leares  her  bed,  and  springs  a  light: 
Unlocks  the  dbor,  and  enteńng  out  of  broith^ 
The  dyiog  saw,  S3td  instruments  of  death; 
She  shrieks,  she  cuts  tb^  zonę  with  trembling  hastę. 
And  in  her  anns  her  fi^nting  chaige  embrac^d : 
Kext  (for  she  now  hadletsure  for  her  tears) 
She  weeping  ask^d,  in  these  her  Uoomiug  years, 
What  unforeseen  mislbrtune  caus'd  ber  care, 
To  loath  her  life,  and  languish  in  despair ! 
The  mald  with  down-cast  eyes,  and  mute  with  grief, 
For  death  unfinishM,  and  iU-tim'd  relief, 
Stood  suUen  to  her  suit :  the  beldame  press^d 
The  niore  to  know,  and  bar^d  ber  with«r'd  breast, 
Adjur^d  her,  by  the  kindly  food  sbe  drew 
From  those  dry  founts,  her  secret  iU  to  show. 
Sad  Myrrba  sigb*d,  and  tum'd  her  eyes  asidef 
The  nurse  stiU  urg*d,  and  would  not  be  deny'd : 
Nor  only  promis^d  secresy ;  but  pray*d  ^ 

Sbe  might  ha^e  leave  to  give  her  offn^d  aid. 
'*  Good  will,**  she  said,  "  my  wantof  strength  sup- 
And  diligenoe  sball  give  wlut  age  deniea.    [plies, 
If  strong  desires  thy  mibd  to  fury  move, 
With  charms  and  med^cines  1  can  cure  thy  love : 
If  euTious  eyes  their  hurtful  rays  have  cast, 
Mor^  powerful  verse  shall  free  thee  from  the  blast : 
If  Heaven  offended  sends  thee  this  discaae, 
Ofiended  Heaveu  with  prayers  we  can  appease. 
What  then  remain,  that  can  these  cares  procure  ? 
Thy  house  is  flourishing,  thy  fortunę  surę : 
Thy  careful  mother  yet  in  health  sunri^es. 
And,  to  thy  comfort,  thy  ki  nd^  fatber  lires." 
The  yirgin  started  at  her  fiither*s  narae, 
And  sigh'd  profoundly,  conscious  of  tibe  sbame: 
Nor  yet  the  nurse  her  impious  lore^iyinM: 
But  yet  8urmis'd,  that  love  disturb'd  her  mind : 
Thus  tbinking,  she  pursued  her  point,  and  laid 
And  lulPd  within  her  lap  the  mouming  maid ; 
Then  softly  sooth'd  ber  thus,  *'  I  gness  yourgrief : 
You  love,  my  child ;  your  love  shall  find  relief. 
My  long  expertenc*d  age  shall  be  your  guide ; 
Rely  on  that,  and  lay  distrust  aside^ 
No  breath  of  air  fchall  on  the  'secret  blow, 
Nor  shall  (what  most  you  fear)  your  fiather  know." 
Struck  once  again,  as  with  a  thunder-clap, 
The  gnilty  virgtn  bounded,  from  ber  lap, 
And  threw  her  body  pros^te  on  tbe  bed, 
And»  t#  conceal  her  Uuabes^  bid  ber  head^ 


There  silent  lay,  aud  wamM  her  with  her  hand 

To  go :  but  she  recetv'd  not  the  command  ; 

Remaining  still  importnnate  to  know : 

Then  Myrrba  thus ;  "  Or  ask  no  morę,  or  go  : 

1  pi^ythee  go;  or  staying  spare  my  sbame ; 

What  thou  wouldst  hear,is  impious  ev*n  to  name.*^ 

At  this,  on  high  the  beldame  holds  her  hands. 

And,  trembling  both  with  age  and  terrour,  staoKis* 

Adjures,  and  fiuing  at  her  feet  entrcats,    fthreats; 

Soothes  her  with  blandishments,  and  frigfats  with 

To  tell  tfie  crime  intęnded,  or  disclose 

What  part  of  it  ahe  knew,  if  she  no  fiłrther  kaows  : 

And  last,  if  cohsci(ras  to  her  counseł  madę, 

Confinsa  anew  the  promise  of  ber  aid.       [preasM 

Now  Myrrba  rais^d   her  head;  but  aoon,   op* 
With  sbame,  reclin'd  it  on  ber  nurse^s  breast ; 
Bath'd  it  with  tears,  and  strove  to  ha^e  confess'd : 
Twice  she  began,  and  stopp'd ;  again  she  try'€l  ^ 
The  fidtering  tongue  its  oiHce  still  deny'd: 
At  last  her  veil  befere  h.er  face  she  spread. 
And  drew  a  long  preludtng  sigh,  and  said, 
**  O  happy  mother,  in  thy  marriage  b^  J" 
Then  grDan'd,  and  cea8'd;  the  good  old  wonfita 

shook,  ' 

Stłff  were  1^  eyes,  and  ghastly  was  her  lock  : 
Her  hoary  hair  uprigfat  with  horrour  stood, 
^ade^to  ber  g^rief)  morę  knowing  than  she  wo«Idi 
Much  sbe  reproacfa^d,  and  many  things  ahe  8ai4» 
To  cure  the  madness  of  th'  unhappy  maid : ' 
In  vain :  for  Myrrba  stood  convtct  of  iU ; 
fier  reason  vanquish'd,  but  unchang^d  her  will : 
Perverse  of  mind,  unaUe  to  reply, 
She  stood  re8olv*d  or  to  possess  or  die. 
Ąt  length  the  fondness  of  a  nurse  prevail'd 
Against  her  better  sense,  and  virtuć  £ail*d : 
'*  Enjoy ,  my  child,  sinoe  such  is  thy  desire, 
Thy  toye,"  she  said ;  she  durst  not  say,  thy  ure» 
"  Łive,  though  unhappy,  live  on  any  tenns :'" 
Then  with  a  second  oath  her  faith  confirms. 

The  solemn  feast  of  Ceres  now  was  near, 
When  long  wbite  linen  stoles  the  matrona 
Rank'd  in  procession  walk  thó  pious  traio, 
Offering  flrst-fruits,  and  spikes  of  yellow  gratn  : 
For  nine  long  nights  tbe  nuptial  bed  they  id&un. 
And,  sanctifying  barvest,  lie  alone. 
Mix>d  with  the  crowd,  the  queen  foraook  her  lord« 
And  Cerń*  powcr  with  aecret  rites  ador^d* 
The  royal  couch,  now  vacant  for  a  time, 
The  crafty  crone,  officious  in  her  crime, 
The  corst  occaaion  took :  the  king  she  found 
Easy  with  winę,  and  deep  in  pleasure  drown^d, 
Prepar^d  fbr  Iotc  :  the  beldame  blew  the  flam^ 
ConfessM  the  passion,  but  conceaPdthe  nante. 
Her  form  she  praisM ;  the  monarch  ask^d  her  yesura. 
And  she  reply*d,  the  same  tbat  Myrrba  bear& 
Winę  and  conmiended  bcauty  fir^d  his  thought ; 
Impatient,  he  commandi  berto  be  brought. 
Pleas*d  with  ber  chai^e  perform'd,  sbe  hies  h^r 

home, 
Andgratulatesthe  nymph,  the  task  was  orercome. 
Myrrba  was  joy'd  the  welcome  news  to  hear  ; 
But,  clogg^d  with  guilt,  the  joy  was  ifisinceie  : 
So  rarious,  so  discordant  is  tbe  nund, 
That  in  our  will,  a  difFerent  will  we  find. 
III  she  pres.^'d,  and  yet  pursuM  ber  liąst  ;* 
For  guilty  pleasures  gi  ve  a  double  gust, 
Twas  depth  of  nigfat :  Arctophylaa  had  driveii 
His  lazy  wain  hatf  round  tbe  nortbern  HeaYen^ 
When  Myrrba  hastenM  to  the  crime  desir^d  ; 
The  Moonbeheld  her  fint,  and  fint  retii^d; 
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ne  itan  aniaz'd  ran  backwaid  from  the  sij^Ł, 
Aod,  fhmnk  within  tbeir  tockets,  lo«t  their  lighU 
Icarius  first  withdraws  his  boly  flame : 
Ule  Yirgin  sign,  in  HeaTen  the  second  name, 
Sides  down  the  bclt,  and  ftx>m  ber  station  flies, 
Aad  nij^bt  with  sableclouds  invo1ve9  the  skies. 
Boki  Myrrha  stiil  pursaet  her  black  intent : 
Ske  stmDbled  thiice,  (an  omen  of  iJb?  event ;) 
Ibricc  shriekM  the  ftinenU  owi,  yet  on  she  went, 
Secure  of  siMune,  becauae  secure  of  sigbt ; 
ET'n  bashfAl  sinsare  impudentby  night. 
ŁinkM  band  in  band,  th'  accomplice  and  the  damę, 
Thńr  way  exploring,  to  the  chamber  came: 
Hie  door  was  ope,  they  blindly  grope  their  way, 
Where  dark  in  bed  th'  expecting  monarch  lay ; 
Tbns  fiu-  ber  coorage  hcld,  but  here  forsakes  | 
Her  Mnt  kneet  kiiock  at  erery  step  she  makea. 
The  nearer  to  her  crime^  the  morę  wichin 
Sbe  foeh^femorse,  and  horrour  of  her  sin  ; 
Bepenta  too  late  her  criminał  desire. 
And  wisbee,  tbatnnknown  sbe  could  retire; 
Her  tingcring  t))iis,  the  nurse  (who  fear^d  dday 
The.fiatal  secret  might  at  length  betray) 
PaU'd  Ibrward,  to  compicte  the  workbegun. 
And  said  to  Cinyias, "  ReceiTe  thy  own :» 
Thns  saying,  she  deiiTer'd  kind  to  kind, 
Accari'd,  and  thdrdeTotedbodie8Join|d. 
The  aire,  unknowing  of  tbe  crime,  admits 
flis  bowels,  and  pro&nes  the  hallow^d  sheets ;     * 
He  found  she  trembled,  but  believ>d  she  stroje 
With  maiden  modesty,  against  het  love ;     [moTe. 
And  sougłit  #ith  flattering  words  vain  fiuncies  to  re- 
Perhaps  he  said,  <<  My  daugbtcr,  oease  thy  fears," 
(Because  the  tttle  suited  with  her  years) 
And,  '*  Father,**  ahe  might  whisper  him  again, 
Tbat  names  night  not  be  wanting  to  the  sin. 
FaU  of  ber  sire,  sbe  left  th'  incestuous  bed. 
And  carried  in  her  womb  the  crime  she  bred : 
Anotber,  aad  anotfaer  night  she  came ; 
For  fireąuent  sin  had  left  no  aense  of  shame : 
t^ll  Cinyias  desir^d  to  see  her  fiu:e, 
Whote  body  he  had  hcld  in  close  embrtee. 
And  btought  a  taper  $  the  revealer,  Ught, 
Ezpos^d  both  crime  and  criminał  to  sight : 
Griisf,  mgR-,  amazement,  could  no  speech  afford. 
Bot  from  the  sheath  be  drew  th'  avenging  sword : 
Tbe  iniilty  fled  ;  the  benefit  of  night, 
Tlat  C&TonrM  first  the  sin,  secur>d  the  fligfat 
Łofig  wandering  throngfa  the  spacious  i^lds,  she 
Her  voyage  to  th'  Arabian  continent;  [bent 

Then  pas«>d  the  region  whicfa  Panchsea  join'd, 
Aad  flyii^  left  the  balmy  plains  bebind.      [length 
ISiaetimes  tbe  Moon  had  mew>d  ber  boms;  at 
"With  trarel  wcary,  nnsapply*d  with  strength, 
]Uid  with  the  bartben  of  ber  womb  oppressM, 
febsean  fidds  afford  her  needfiil  rest : 
Theie,  loatbing  life,  and  yet  of  death  afiaid, 
In  aQg:ni8h  of  her  spirit,  thns  she  pray*d : 
**  Ye  powers,  if  any  so  propitious  are 
T*  aecept  ny  penitence,  and  hear  my  prayer  ; 
YoDT  jndgments,  I  oonfess,  are  justly  sent : 
Gfcatsins,  deserreas  grebt  a  punisbment : 
Yet  sińce  my  lile  tbe  living  will  pro&ne. 
And  aince  my  death  the  happy  dead  will  stain, 
A  Biddle  state  yonr  mercy  may  bestow, 
Betwnt  the  reaJms  aboTe,  and  those  below : 
Some  other  form  to  wretcbed  Myrrha  give» 
Nor  Ict  her  wholly  die,  nor  frholly  liTe.'* 
The  prayers  of  penitents  are  nerer  vain ; 
At  lóuiŁ,  she  did  ber  last  requeit  obtaitt  f . 
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For,  wbile  the  spoke,  the  ground  began  to  rise. 
And  gather^d  round  her  feet,  her  legs,  and  thighs  t 
Her  toes  in  roots  descend,  and,  spreading  wide, 
A  firm  foundation  for  the  trunk  proTide : 
Her  solid  bonea  conrert  to  solid  wood. 
To  pith  her  marrow,  and  to  sap  ber  bhx>d : 
Her  arms  are  booghs,  her  flngers  change  their  kind^ 
Her  tender  skin  is  harden'd  into  rind. 
And  now  the  rising  tree  her  womb  invests, 
Now,  sbooting  iipwardsstill,  inrades  her  breasts. 
And  shades  the  neck ;  and,  weary  with  delay, 
She  sunk  her  head  within,  and  met  it  hałf  the  way. 
And  thongh  with  onlward  shape  she  lost  her  sense, 
With  bttter  tears  she  wept  her  last  offaice ; 
And  stiU  she  weepa,  nor  shedsher  tears  tn  Tain ; 
'  For  still  the  precions  drops  her  name  retain. 
MeantimethemisbegotleBinfontgrows,  i 

And,  ripe  for  birth,  distends  with  deadly  tiuroes 
The  swelling  rind,  with  unamilhig  ttriib. 
To  leave  the  wooden  womb,  and  pushes  into  Itfew 
The  mother-tree,  as  if  opp^s'd  with  paiu, 
Writhes  here  and  there,  to  break  the  bark,  in  rains 
And,  like  a  labouring  woman,  would  hare  pTay'd, 
But  wfnts  a  Toiće  to  cali  Łncina*s  aid : 
The  bending  bole  sends  out  a  h(^low  somid. 
And  trickling  tears  ftll  thlcker  on  the  ground. 
Tbe  mild  Lucina  came  uncalPd,  and  stood 
Beside  the   struggUng  bonghs,  and   beard   the 

groaning  wood :  » 

Hien  reach^d  her  midwife  band,  to  speed  tbe  throes , 
And  spoke  the  powerfuf  spells  tbat  babes  to  birth 
The  bark  dirides,  tbe  IWing  load  to  free,   [disdose. 
And  safe  delirers  the  conynlsiTe  Tree, 
The  ready  nymphs  receire  tbe  crying  child, 
And  wash  him  in  the  tears  the  parent  plant  distilPd. 
They  swathM  him  with  their  scarft ;  beneath  him 

apread  [head. 

The  gnwud  with   herbs;  with  roses  rais'd  faii 
The  loTeły  babę  was  bom  with  erery  gfaoe : 
Ey'n  Enry  must  have  prais'd  so  foir  a  fhde : , 
Such  was  his  foi^m,  as  painters,  wben  they  show 
Their  utmost  arf,  on  naked  Lores  bestow : 
And  that  their  arms  nodifference  might  betray, 
<liye  him  a  bow,  or  his  from  Cupid  take  away. 
Time  glides  along  with  undi8C0ver'd  basie, 
The  futurę  but  a  length  bebind  the  past : 
So  swift  are  yesn,  the  babę,  whom  just  before 
His  grandsire  gót,  and  whom  his  slster  borę  ; 
The  drop,  the  thing  which  late  the  tree  enclos'dy 
And  late  the  yawninghark  to  lifo  espos^d*; 
A  babę,  a  boy,  a  beauteous  yonth  appears ; 
And  lorelier  than  bimself  at  riper  years. 
Now  to  the  <incen  of  love  he  gave  desires, 
And|  with  ber  pains,  reveng'd  bis  motber^  firefl» 


CEYX  AND  ALCyONE. 

OQT  OP   THK   TIMTH   BOOK  OF 

OVlD'S  METAMOKPHOSE& 


CbwMctfibii  «f  Ifttf  Aftfe  isśA  Iks/bfMT. 
Ceyx,  tbe  son  of  ŁnciliBr  (tbe  moming  star),  and 
king  of  Tiachin  in  Tbessaly,  wat  married  to 
Alcyone  daughter  to  JEolus  god  of  tbe  winds. 
Both  tbe  buiJband  aad  tbe  wife  loved  each  other 
with  ao  entire  affiection.  Dedalion,  tbe  elder 
brotber  of  Cey«,  whom  be  mcoeedod,  barins 
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been  turned  into  a  falcon  by  Apollo ;  and  Chione, 
I>aedalioii's  daughter,  slain  by  Diana ;  Ceyx 
prepared  a  sfaip  to  sail  to  Claros,  there  to  con- 
sult  the  oracie  of  Apollo,  and  (as  Ovid  seems  to 
intimate)  to  inquire  how  the  anger  of  the  gods 
tnight  be  atone<L 


The8 B  prodigies  affect  the  pioas  prinoe,      [sińce. 

But,  morę  perplex'd  with  those  that  bappen'd 

He  jpurposes  to  seek  the  Clariań  god, 

Avoiding  Delphos,  bis  morę  &m'd  i^»ode, 

Since  Phiegian  robbers  madę  tmsafe  the  rood. 

Vct  could  not  he,  firom  hep*  be  lov'd  so  well, 

The  &Łal  voyage,  he  resonr^d,  conceal : 

fiut  when  she  saw  ber  lord  prepared  to  part, 

A  deadly  cold  ran  shirering  to  ber  heart : 

Her  faded  cheeks  are  chang'd  to  boxen  hue. 

And  in  ber  eyes  the  tears  are  ever  new : 

She  thrice  essay^d  to  speak  ;  hęr  accents  hung. 

And  ialteriog  dy'd  unfinish*d  on  ber  tongue, 

Cr  TanishM  into  sigbs :  with  loog  delay 

Ber  voioe  retuni'd ;  and  found  the  wonted  way. 

**  Tell  me,  my  lord,"  she  said,  **  wbat  fiiult  uuknown 

Thy  once-belov'd  Alcyone  bas  done  ? 

Whither,  ab  whither  is  thy  ktndness  gone  ? 

Can  Ceyx  thcn  sustain  to  leave  his  wife, 

And,  unconcemM,  fbrsakc  the  sweets  of  life  ? 

What  can  thy  mind  to  tbis  long  joumey  move, 

Cr  need'st  thou  absence  to  renew  thy  love  ? 

Yet,  if  thou  goest  by  land,  though  grief  pussess 

My  Boul  ev*n  then,  my  fears  wtU  be  the  less. 

But  ab  !  be  wam'd  to  sbun  the  watery  way, 

The  face  is  frightiul  of  the  stormy  sea. 

For  lata  1  saw  a-drift  disjointed  planks. 

And  empty  tombs  erected  on  the  banks. 

Nor  let  fyise  hopes  to  trust  betray  thy  mind, 

Because  my  sire  in  caTes  constrains  the  wind, 

Can  with  a  breath  a  ciamorous  ragę  appease, 

They  fearbis  whistle,  and  fbrsake  the  seas  ; 

Not  so,  for,  once  indulg'd,  they  sweep  the  main, 

Deaf  to  the  cali,  or  bearing  hear  in  Tain ; 

But,  bent  on  mischief,  bear  the  wares  before. 

And,  not  oontent  with  seas,  insult  the  shore  ;  ' 

When  ocean,  air,  and  earth,  at  once  engage, 

And  rooted  forests  fly  before  their  ragę : 

At  once  the  clasbing  clouds  to  battle  move. 

And  lightnings  run  across  the  fields  above : 

I  kiiow  them  well,  and  mark^d  their  rude  comport, 

Wbile  yet  achild,  within  my  fatber's  court : 

In  times  of  tcmpest  they  command  alone. 

And  he  but  sits  precarious  on  the  tbrone : 

Ttie  morę  1  know,  the  morę  my  fears  augment. 

And  fears  are  oft  prophetic  of  tb'  erent. 

But,  if  not  fears  or  reasons  will  prerail, 

If  Fate  has  ax'd  tbee  obstinate  to  sail, 

Qo  not  without  thy  wife,  but  let  me  bear 

My  partof  danger  with  an  equa]  share, 

And  presentsuffer  wbat  I  only  fear : 

Then  o*er  the  bounding  billows  shall  we  fly,         ' 

Secure  to  live  together,  or  to  die." 

These  reasons  mov'd  ber  starlike  husbaiid's  heart. 

But  śtill  he  held  his  purpose  to  depart : 

-for,  as  he  IotM  ber  equal  to  bis  life, 

He  would  not  to  the  seas  expose  bis  wife ; 

Nor  could  be  wrought  bis  voyage  to  refirain. 

But  sougbt  by  arguments  to  sootb  ber  pain ; 

Nor  these  a^aiPd ;  at  length  be  ligbts  on  one, 

With  whicb  so  difficult  a  cause  he  won : 

**  My  love,  so  short  an  absence  cease  to  fear. 

For,  by  my  fotber^a  boly  flamei  1  twear. 


Before  two  Moons  their  oib  with  ligbt  adortf^ ' 
If  Heavcn  allow  me  life,  I  will  return.'* 

Tłiis  promise  of  so  short  a  stay  prevaiU  ; 
He  sooa  equips  the  ship,  supplies  the  sails. 
And  gi  yes  the  word  to  lanch ;  she  trembiiug  Yiewt 
Tbis  pomp  of  death,  and  parting  tears  renewc : 
Łast,  with  a  Iciss,  she  took  a  long  ferewel, 
Sigh'd,  with  a  sad  presage,  and  swooniug  fcU: 
While  Ceyx  seeks  dolays,  the  lusty  crew, 
Rais^d  on  their  banks,  their  oars  in  order  drew 
To  their  broad  breasts,  the  ship  with  fury  flew. 

The  queen,  recoverM,  rears  ber  humid  eyes. 
And  first  ber  busband  on  the  poop  espies 
Shaking  his  band  at  dtstaace  on  the  main ; 
She  took  the  sign,  and  shook  ber  hand  again. 
Still  as  the  ground  recedes,  retracts  ber  yiew 
With  sharpen'd  sight,  till  she  no  longer  knew 
The  much-lov*d  fece ;  that  comfort  lost  suppliea 
With  less,  and  with  the  galley  feeds  ber  eyea  ; 
The  galley  borne  from  view  by  rising  gales, 
She  foUowed  with  ber  sight  the  flying  saiis : 
When  ev'n  the  flying  sails  wcre  seen  no  morę, 
Forsaken  of  all  sight,  she  left  the  shore. 

Then  on  ber  bridal  bed  ber  body  throws, 
And  sougbt  in  sleep  ber  weary'd  eyes  to  cloae  ; 
Her  husbaud's  pillow,  and  the  widow'd  part 
Which  once  he  press'd,  renewM  the  former  smart. 

Aud  DOW  a  breeze  from  shore  began  to  blow, 
The  sailon  ship  their  oars,  and  cease  to  row  ; 
Then  boist  their  yards  a-trip,  and  all  their  saiU 
Let  fali,  to  court  the  wind,  and  catch  the  gales  : 
By  tbis  the  vessd  half  ber  course  bad  run, 
Aud  as  'much  rested  till  the  rising  "Sun ; 
Both  shores  were  lost  to  sight,  when  at  the  close 
Of  day,  a  stiffer  gale  at  east  arose : 
The  sea  grew  wbite,  the  rolling  wave8  from  fisr, 
Like  heralds,  first  denouncr  the  watery  war. 
-  Tliis  seen,  the  master  soon  began  to  ery, 
"  Strike,  strike  the  topsail ;  let  the  main-śbeet  fly. 
And  furl  your  sails  :"  the  wiuds  repel  the  sound. 
And  in  the  8p6aker's  mouth  the  speech  is  drown'd. 
Yet,  of  their  own  accord,  as  danger  taught, 
Each  in  his  way,  officiously  they  wrought ; 
Some  stów  their  oars,  or  stop  the  leaky  sides, 
Anotber,  bolder  yet,  the  yard  bestrides. 
And  folds  the  sails ;  a  fourth,  with  labour,  lares 
Tb*  intruding  seas,  and  wares  ejects  on  waves. 

In  tbis  confusion  wbile  their  work  they  ply, 
The  winds  augment  the  winter  of  the  sky. 
And  wagę  intestine  wars;  the  suflering  seas 
Are  toss'd,  and  mingled  as  their  tyrants  please. 
The  master  would  command,  but,  in  despair 
Of  safety,  stands  aniazM  with  stupid  care. 
Nor  what  to  bid  or  what  forbidhe  knows,  j 

Th*  ungovemM  tempest  to  such  fury  grows  ;  | 

Vain  is  his  force,  and  vainer  is  his  skill ; 
With  such  a  coniDurse  comes  the  flood  of  ill :        ^ 
Thecries  of  men  are  mix*d  with  rattling  sbrowdAi 
Seas  dash  on  seas,  and  clouds  encounter  clouds :   ^ 
At  once  from  cast  to  west,  firum  pole  to  pole,  i 

The  forky  lightnings  flash,  the  roaring  thunden 
rolL  ^ 

Now  waves  on  waves  ascending  scalę  the  skiesJ 
And,  in  the  fires  above,  the  water  fries : 
When  yellow  sands  are  sifted  from  below, 
The  glittering  billows  givc  a  golden  show : 
And  when  the  fouler  bottom  spews  the  black, 
The  Stygian  die  the  tainted  waters  takc  : 
Then  frothy  wbite  appear  the  flatted  seas, 
Aad  cbange  their  colour,  changing  their  diseaM. 
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Ukt  firiow  flts  tbe  Tiachin  ressel  finds, 
lad  ttor  snblime  she  rides  npon  the  whids ; 
Jb  fran  a  tofty  nimmit  looks  from  high, 
AhI  from  the  cionds  beholds  the  nether  gky ; 
Not  from  tbe  depth  of  Heli  tbey  lifttheir  sight, 
iod  at  a  distanoe  see  superior  Hght : 
Tbc  luhmgbiUows  mske  a  lood  report, 
And>beat  her  sides,  as  batteriog  rams  a  fort : 
Qr  a>  a  lion,  boimding  in  his  way, 
Wilii  force  augmeDted  bears  against  his  prey, 
Sideloqgto  seize :  or,  uoappalPd  with  iear, 
Spiia^  on  the  toils,  and  mshes  on  the  spear : 
Se  9eat  impeU'd  by  winds  with  added  power 
Aaanłtthe  sides,  and  o'er  the  batches  tower. 

Tbe  pianka,  tbetr  pitchy  corerings  washM  away, 
Kow  yield ;  and  now  a  yairning  breach  display : 
The  roaring  waters  with  a  hostile  tide 
hak  tfcrongh  the  ruins  of  her  gaping  aide* 
Heaa  time  in  sheets  of  rain  the  sky  descends^ 
Aad  ocean  swellM  with  waters  upwards  tends. 
One  rising,  fidling  one )  the  hca^ens  and  sea 
Keet  at  their  eonfines,  in  the  middie  way : 
Tke  lails  are  drunk  with  ahowen,  and  drop  with 
^eetwaters  mingłe  with  the  briny  main.      {raiu, 
^  rtarappears  to  lend  his  friendly  Itght : 
I^zkaeasand  tempest  make  a  double  night/ 
^  Hasfaing  fires  disclose  tłie  deep  by  turns, 
^  vhi]e  the  ligfatnings  biaze,  the  water  bonu. 

Nav  aU  thewmTes  their  scatter'd  fbrce  nnitey 
int  at  a  soMier,  foremost  in  the  fight, 
lUcs  way  for  others,  and  an  host  alone 
Kil  praases  on,  and  urging  gains  the  town ; 
^  Yhile  th*  invading  biilows  come  a4>rea8ty 
^  herotenth  adTaiic'd  before  the  rest, 
S*e^alł  before  him  with  impetaous  sway, 
Aad  from  the  wmlls  deaoends  upou  the  prey ; 
^fbUoving  enter,  partremain  withóut, 
Witb  CBfy  hear  their  fellows  conqnering  shont. 
And  Bóant  on  others  backs,  in  hope  to  share 
^  city,  thus  beoome  the  seat  of  wat. 

ia  aoiTersaLcry  resonnds  alood, 
Ifae  ttikws  run  in  heaps ;  a  helpless  crowd ; 
^frila,  and  courage  £iUs,  no  succour  near ; 
isasay  wa^es,  as  many  deaths  appear. 
^  *«eps,  and  yet  despairs  of  iate  relief; 
^  nimot  weep,  bis  fears  congeal  his  grief, 
^itapid,with  dry  eyes  expects  his&te. 
^*tth  kod  shrieka  laments  his  lost  estate, 
lad  ods  tboae  happy  wbom  their  funerals  wait. 
nil  wretch  with  prayers  and  tows'  the  gods  im- 
JUl^^^  the  skies  he  cannot  see,  adores.     [ploies, 
wotheron  his  friends  his  thooghts  bestows, 
nitanfid  fiither,  and  his  ftiithfo]  spouse. 
■W  enetoos  worldłii^  in  his  anxious  mibd 
^^•b  only  on  the  weaith  he  left  behind. 

AU  Oyx  bis  Alcyone  employs, 
J*  ^  li  gńeres,  yet  in  her  absence  joys : 
^  tife  be  wiahesy  and  wpnld  stiłl  be  near, 
yfcg  with  him,  bot  wishes  him  with  her : 
2J^*ith  lastloóka  he  seeks  his  natiye  shore, 
^Kk  Fate  bas  destinHi  him  to  see  no  morę ; 
2|^|tht,  bot  in  the  dark  tempestuous  night 
Kkaew  not  wfaitber  to  direct  his  sight. 
■>*biri  tkc  seas,  soch  darkaess  blinds  tbe  sky, 
w  tiie  black  night  receires  a  deeper  dye. 

t^gUdyshipranronnd;  the  tempest  tole 
Bttt,  and  orer-board  tbe  mdder  borę. 
^  Wbw  Domits ;  atnd,  with  a  scomiul  brow, 
M  of  her  coiiqiiest  gain^d,  ioralts  tbe  warei 
Mqw| 


Nor  lighter  (alls,  than  if  somegianttotfe 
Pindus  and  Athos,  with  the  freigfat  they  borę, 
And  to8s'd  on  seas:  press^d  with  the  pondcrous 

blow  ' 

Down  sinks  the  ship  within  th*  abyss  below : 
Down  with  the  yessel  sink  into  the  main 
The  many,  nerer  morę  to  rise  again.  - 
Some  few  on  scatter*d  ptanks  with  fniitless  care 
Lay  hołd,  and  8wim,but,  while  tbey  swim,  despain 

£Vn  he  who  faite  a  sceptre  did  command 
Now  grasps  a  floating  fiagment  in  his  hand. 
And,  whtłe  he  struggies  on  the  stoimy  main, 
Invokes  his  fiither,  and  his  wife,  in  vain  ; 
Bot  yet  his  consort  is  his  greater  care ;   ' 
Alcyone  he  names  amidst  his  prayer, 
Names  as  a  oharm  against  the  wayes,  and  whid  $ 
Most  in  his  mdutb,  and  erer  in  his  mind : 
Tir^d  with  histoil,  all  hopes  of  safety  past, 
Fnnń  prayers  to  wishes  he  desoends  at  last ; 
That  his  dead  body^  wafted  to  the  sands, 
Might  have  its  burii&l  from  her  firiendly  hands* 
As  oft  as  he  can  catch  a  gulph  of  air/ 
And  peep  abore  the  seas,  he  names  the  fj^ir. 
And,  ev'n  when  plong'd  beneath,  on  her  he  ravetf|^ 
Murmuring  Alcyone  bdow  tlie  wayes  ; 
At  last  a  fUling  billów  sCops  his  breathi 
Breaks  o'er  his  bead,  and  whęfans  him  undemeath. 
Bright  Lucłfer  nnlike  hiniself  appcars 
That  nif^t,  his  heayenly  form  obscur^d  with  tears; 
And  sińce  be  was  forbid  to  leaye  the  skies, 
He  muffled  with  a  doud  his  moumfiil  eyes. 
Mean  time  Alcyone  (his  fate  unknown) 
Computes  how  many  nights  he  had  been  gone, 
Obsenres  the  waning  Moon  with  hpurly  yiew, 
Numbers  her  age,  and  wishes  fbr  a  new ; 
Against  the  promis'd  time  proyides  with  care, 
And  bastens  in  the  woof  the  robes  he  was  to  wcari 
And  fbr  herself  employs  anotfaer  łbom, 
New  dress^d  to  meet  l^r  lord  retoming  home, 
Flattering  her  heart  with  joys  that  neyer  were  to 

come: 
She  fiimM  the  temples  with  an  odorons  flame. 
And  oft  before  the  sacred  altars  came. 
To  pray  fbr  him,  who  was  an  empty  name. 
All  powers  implor^d,  but  far  aboye  the  rest 
To  Juno  she  her  pious  yows  address^d,  ^ 

Her  much-loy^d  lord  Arom  perils  to  protect. 
And  safe  o^er  seas  his  yoyage  to  direct : 
Theii  pray^d  that  she  might  still  possess  his  heart. 
And  no  pretending  riyal  share  a  part^ 
This  last  petition  beord  of  all  her  prayer, 
The  rest  dispers'd  by  winds  were  lost  in  air. 

Bat  she,  the  goddess  of  the  nuptial  bed, 
Tir'd  with  her  yain  deyotions  for  the  dead, 
Resoly'd  the  tainted  hand  should  be  repelPd, 
Which  inoense  oflfer^d,  and  her  altar  held : 
Then  Iris  thus  bespoke :  "  Thou  fkithfiilmald, 
By  whom  the  queen*s  commands  are  well  conyey'd. 
Hastę  to  the  hoose  of  Sleep,  and  bid  the  god, 
Who  niles  the  night  by  yisions  with  a  nod, 
Prepare  a  dream,  in  fignre  and  in  form 
Resembling  him  who  perishM  in  the  stortt  t 
This  fonn  before  Alcyone  present,  / 

To  make  her  certain  of  the  sad  event.** 

Indfi^d  with  robes  of  yarious  hue  she  flies, 
'And  flying  draws  an  arch  (a  segment  of  the  skies): 
Then  leayes  her  bending  bow,  and  firom  the  steep 
Descends  to  search  the  silent  hoose  of  Sleep. 

Near  the  Cunmerians,  in  his  dark  abode 
Deep  ia  a  c«v«nB»  dwcdit  thft  drwwąy  god  ; 
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Wbose  gloomy  manslon  nor  the  risiog  San, 
Kor  setting,  Tisits,  nor  the  ligbtsome  noon  ; 
But  lazy  rapoura  round  the  region  fly, 
Perpetual  twilight,  and  a  doubtftd  sky ; 
No  crowing  cock  does  there  his  wings  display. 
Nor  with  his  bomy  biU  proroke  the  day : 
Nor  watchful  dogs,  nor  the  morę  wakećil  geese, 
Disturb  with  nightly  noise  the  sacred  peace  i 
Nor  beast  of  Natare,  nor  the  tamę  arei  nigb, 
Nor  trees  with  tempests  rock'd,  nor  human  ery; 
But  safe  repose  witłiout  an  air  of  breath 
Dwells  bere»  and  a  dnmb  ąuiet  next  to  death. 

An  arm  of  Lethe,  with  a  gentle  flow 
Arising  upwards  from  the  rock  bdow, 
The  pałace  moats,  and  o*er  the  pebbles  creeps, 
Aiid  with  soft  murmurs  cails  the  ooming  Sleeps ; 
Around  its  entry  noddingpoppies  grow, 
And  all  cool  simples  that  sweet  rest  bestow ; 
Night  firom  the  plants  their  deepy  virtue  drains. 
And  passing  sheds  it  on  the  silent  plains : 
No  door  there  was  th*  unguarded  house  to  keep. 
On  creaking  hingestumM,  to  break  his  sleep: 

,  But  in  the  gloomy  court  was  rais'd  a  bed, 
StuflPd  with  black  plumes,  and  on  an  ebon-sted : 
Black  was  the  corering  too,  whffre  lay  the  god 
And  slept  supine,  his  limbs  display'd  abroad : 
Abputhis  head  ftintastic  yisions  fly, 
Which  Yarious  images  of  thtngS  supply. 
And  mock  their  forms;  the  lea^es  on  trees  not 

morę. 
Nor  bearded  earsin  fields,nor  sandsuponthe  shore. 

The  yiigin,  entering  bńght,  indu!lg*d  the  day 
To  the  brown  cave,  and  brosh^d  the  dreams  away : 
The  god,  disturb*4  with  his  new  glare  of  light 
CasŁ  sudden  on  his  &ce,  unseal^d  his  eight, 
And  raisM  his  tardy  head,  which  sunk  again. 
And  sinking  on  his  bosom  knock'd  his  chin : 
Atlength  shookoffbinriself;  and  ask*d  the  damę, 
(  And  asking  yawn^d)  for  what  intent  she  came  ? 

To  whom  the  goddesa  thus :  *'  O  sacred  Rest, 
Sweet  pleasing  sleep,  of  all  the  powers  the  best ! 
O  peace  of  nund, repairer of  decay,  '  [day, 

Whose  balms  renew  the  limbs  to  labours  ,of  the 
Care  shuns  thy  soft  approacb,  and  sullen  flies 
Adom  a  dream,  expressing  human  form,      [away ! 
The  sbape  of  him  who  suffer^d  in  the  stonn. 
And  send  it  flitting  to  the  Tmchin  court, 
The  wreck  of  wretched  Ceyx  to  report : 
Before  his  queen  bid  the  pale  spectre  stand, 
Who  begs  a  Tain  relief  at  Juno's  band.** 
She  said,  and  scarce  awake  her  eyes  couM  keep, 
Unable  to  support  the  fnmes  of  sleep : 
But  fled  returaing  by  the  way  she  went, 
And  8werT'd  along  her  bow  with  swift  ascent, 

The  god,uneasy  till  he  slept  again, 
ResoWM  at  once  to  rid  himself  of  pain ; 
And,  though  against  hts  custom,  calPd  aloud, 
£xoiting  Morpheus  from  the  sleepy  crowd: 
Morpheus  of  all  his  nuraerous  train  express'd 
The  sbape  of  man,  and  imttated  best  ^ 
The  walk,  th«$  words,  the  gesture,  coold  snpply, 
The  habit  mimie,  and  the  mień  belie ; 
^lays  well,  but  all  his  action  is  confinM; 
£xtending  not  beyond  our  human  kind. 
Another  birds,  and  beasts,  and  dragons  apes. 
And  dreadftil  images,  and  monster  staapes : 
This  demon,  Icelos,  in  HeaTen's  high  hall 
The  gods  have  namM ;  but  men  Pbobeter  calli 
A  third  is  Phantasns,  whose  actions  roli 
On  meaner  thonghts,  and  things  deroid  of  fool; 


Earth,fruit8,  and  flowers,  he  repreaents  indreamf. 
And  solid  rocks  nnmoW,  and  mnning  streams : 
These  three  to  kings  and  chiefe  their  8cenesdi^ay» 
The  rest  before  th'  ignoble  commons  play : 
Of.  these  the  chosen  Moipheusis  dispatchM : 
Which  done,  the  lazy  monarch  oTerwatch'd 
Down  from  his  propping  elbow  drops  his  head, 
DissoWd  in  sleep,  and  sbrinks  witbin  his  bed. 

Darkling  the  demon  glides  for  fii^t  prepar^dU 
So  soft  that  scarce  his  fanniog  wings  are  beard. 
To  Trachin,  swift  as  thought,  the  flitting  abade 
Through  air  his  momentary  jouraey  madę :     * 
Then  lays  aside  the  steerage  of  his  wings, 
Forsakes  his  proper  form,  assumes  the  ldng'a; 
And  pale  as  death,  despoiPd  of  bis  array, 
Into  the  queen*s  apartment  takes  his  way. 
And  stands  before  the  bed  at  dawn  of  day : 
Unmov'd  his  eyes,  and  wet  his  beard  appeaars  ; 
And  shedding  Tain,  but  seeming  real  tears  ; 
The  briny  water  dropptngfrom  his  hairs; 
Then  staring  onlier,  with  a  ghastly  look 
And  hoUow  roice,  he  thus  the  queen  bespoke  ; 
'*  Know'st  thott  not  me !  Not  yet,  unhappy  wife  f 
Or  are  my  features  peTish*d  with  my  life  ? 
Look  once  again,  and  for  thy  husband  lost, 
Ło  all  thafs  left  of  him,  thy  husband's  ghost ! 
Thy  Yows  for  .my  return  were  all  in  vain  ; 
The  stormy  south  o*ertook  ns  in  the  main  ;  ^ 
And  nerer  shalt  thou  see  thy  liyiog  lord  again- 
Beąr  witness,  HeaTon,  I  calPd  on  thee  in  deatfa. 
And  while  I  calPd,  a  billów  stopp*d  my  breath  z 
Think  not  that  flying  Famę  reports  my  tkte  ; 
1  present,  I  appear,  and  my  own  wieck  relatew 
Rise,  wretched  widów,  rise,  nor  undeplor^d 
Permit  my  ghost  to  pass  the  Stygtan  ford : 
But  rise,  preparM,  in  black,  to  monm  thy  pe- 
rishM  loid." 

Thus  said  the  player-god ;  and,  adding  art 
Of  Yoice  and  cesture,  so  performM  his  part, 
She  thought  (to  like  her  loYe  the  shade  appears) 
That  Ceyx  spake  the  words,  and  C&pi  ałied  tho 

tears. 
She  groan'd,  her  inward  soul  with  grief  oppnest, 
She  sigh*d,  she  wept ;  and  sleeping  beat  her  breast  s 
Then  stretch*d  her  arms  f  embrace  his  body  bare^ 
Her  clasping  arms  enclose  but  empty  air: 
At  this  not  yet  awake  she  cry>d,  "  Oh  stay. 
One  is  our  (iite,  and  common  is  our  way  !**  ^ 
So  dreadf^l  was  the  dream,  so  loud  she  spoke, 
That,  startiiig  sudden  up,  the  slumber  broke  ^ 
Then  cast  ber  eyes  around  in  hope  to  Yiew- 
Heriranisb^d  lord^  and  find  the  vision  true: 
For  now  the  maids,  who  waited  her  commands. 
Ran  in  with  lighted  tapere  in  their  banda. 
Tir'd  with  thesearch,  not  finding  what  sbe  aeeks, 
With  crael  blows  she  ponnds  her  blubber*d  cheeks| 
Then  from  ber  beaten  breast  tbe  linen  tarę. 
And  cut  the  gołden  caul  that  bound  her  hair. 
Her  nurse  demands  the  cause;  with  louder  ciiea 
She  prosecutes  her  griefs^aad  thus  replies. 

**  No  morę  Alcyone,  she  8uffer*d  destb 
With  herlovM  lord,  when  Ceyz  lost  his  breatis  : 
No  flattery,  nofalse  comfort,  gireme  noae. 
My  shipwreck*d  Ceyz  is  for  ever  gone ; 
I  saw,  I  saw  him  manifest  in  Tiew, 
His  Yoice,  his  figurę,  and  his  gestures  knews 
His  lustre  lost,  and  e^ery  ItTing  grace, 
Yet  I  retainM  the  features  of  his  foce ;  P^A^i 

Though  with  pale  cheeks,  wet  beard,  and  droopii^ 
Nonę  but  my  Ceyx  coold  appear  so  fiiir  : 
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lól 


I  waM  hare  straiuM  bim  with  a  strict  embrace, 
But  tfarongh  my  anns  he  siipt,  and  vanish'd  from 

the  place : 
Tbere,  ew*n  ja«t  tbere  he  rtood ;"  and  as  she  spoke, 
Wbere  last  the  spectre  was,  she  cast  her  look : 
Fsin  would  ahe  bope,  and  $az*d  tipon  the  ground 
Jf  sny  printed  footstep»  mlght  be  Ibund. 

Then  sighM  and  said :  "  This  I  too  well  ibreknew. 
And  my  prophetic  fear  presais^d  too  tnie : 
Tras  whaC  I  beg^ó,  when  mth  a  bleeding  heart 
I  took  my  leave,  and  sufier^d  thee  to  part, 
Or  I  to  ^  aiong,  or  thou  to  stay, 
Nerer,  ah  nerer  to  dWide  our  way ! 
Hsppier  for  me,  that  al)  our  hours  assign*d 
T(«etber  we  had    liv>d;  ev*n  not   ia  death  dis- 
So  bad  my  Ce3nc  still  been  living  here,      [join'd ! 
Or  with  my  Ccyit  I  ha^  perishM  there  : 
Nov  I  die  absent  in  the  Tast  prcrfound ; 
And  me  without  myself  the  seas  have  drownM : 
The  storms  were  not  so  cnieł ;  sbould  1  8trive 
To  lightea  łife,  and  such  a  grief  8urvive ; 
But  neitber  will  I  strire,  nor  wretched  thee 
In  death  forsake,  but  keep  thee  company. 
ftnot  <me  common  sepulchre  contains 
Oar  bodięs,  or  one  urn  our  last  remains, 
Yet  Ceyx  and  Alcyone  sball  join, 
Tbeir  names  remember'd  in  one  common  linę." 

No  fkrtherToice  hermigbty  grief  aftbrds. 
For  sighs  eome  rushing  in  betwixt  her  words. 
And  stopt  her  tongne;  but  what  her  tong^e  deny^d, 
Soit  tears  and  groans,  aud  dumb  complaints  sup- 

piyd. 

TWas  moming ;  to  the  port  she  takes  ber  way, 
And  stands  upon  tbe  margtn  of  the  sea : 
That  place,  that  very  spot  of  ground  sbe  sought,     | 
Or  tfaither  by  her  d^iny  was  broaght, 
Wbere  last  he  stood :  and  while  she  sadly  said, 
TwBs  here  he  left  me,  lingering  here  delay*d 
His  parting-  kisa  ;  and  there  bis  anobors  weigb'd  ', 
Thns  ^Kiildng,  while  her  thoughts  past  actions 

tracę, 
Aod  cali  to  mind,  adroonisb^d  by  the  place, 
Sharp  at  her  utmost  ken  sbe  cast  her  eyes, 
Aod  somewhat  floating  from  afor  descries ; 
Jtfleem*d  a  corpse  adrift,  to  distant  sight, 
But  at  a  distance  wbo  coułd  jndge  aright } 
It  wafted  nearer  yet,  and  then  she  knew 
That  what  beforesbe  but  surmis'd,  was  true : 
A  corpae  H  waa,  but  wbose  it  was,  unknown, 
Yet  mov*d,  howe*er,  she  madę  tbe  case  her  own : 
Took  the  bad  omen  of  a  sbipwreck*d  man, 
As  for  a  stranger  wept,  and  tbus  began : 

**  Poor  wretcb,  on  stormy  seas  to  lose  thy  life, 
Unbappy  thon,  but  morę  thy  widow*d  wife !" 
At  this  she  paus'd  $  fur  now  the  flowing  tide 
Bad  hrougfat  the  body  nearer  to  the  side : 
Tbe  morę  she  looks,  the  morę  her  fears  increase, 
At  neaier  sijtbt ;  and  sbe*s  berself  the  less  : 
Kow  diiren  ashore,  and  at  ber  feet  it  lies, 
flie  knows  too  much,  in  knowing  wbom  she  sees : 


A  bird  new-made  about  the  banks  she  plies, 
Nor  far  from  shore,  and  short  escursions  tries  ; 
Nor  seeks  in  ąir  ber  humble  flight  to  raise, 
Content  to  skim  the  surface  of  the  seas ; 
Her  bill,  though  s1ender«  aends  a  creaking  noise, 
Aod  imitates  a  lamentable  voice : 
Now  lighting  wbere  the  bloodless  body  lies, 
She  with  a  funeral  notę  renews  lier  cries'. 
At  all  her  stretch  her  liŁtle  wings  she  spread, 
And  with  ber  feather^d  annsembrac'd  the  dead  : 
Thea,  flickeringto  his  pallidlips,  she  stroye 
To  priut  a  kiss,  tbe  last  essay  of  }ove : 
Whether  the  vital  toucb  reviv'd  the  dead, 
Or  that  the  moving  waters  rais^d  his  head 
To  meet  the  kiss,  tbe  rulgar  doubt  alone ; 
For  surę  a  present  miracle  was  shown. 
The  gods  tbeir  sbapes  to  winter-birds  translate. 
But  both  obnozious  to  tbeir  former  fate. 
Tbeir  conjngal  affection  still  is  ty'd, 
I  And  still  tbe  moumful  race  is  mnltiply*d ; 
Tbey  bill,  they  tread;  Alcyone  compress*d 
Seven  days  sits  brooding  on  her  floating  nest : 
A  wintery  ąueen :  ber  sire  at  length  is  kind, 
Calms  every  storm,  aiid  busbes  erery  wind : 
Prepares  his  empire  for  his  daughter*s  ease, 
And  fbr  bis  hatching  n(:płiews  ^mooths  the  s^tąs.- 
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TuesB  some  old  man  sees  wanton  in  tbe  air. 
And  praises  the  unbappy  coostant  pair. 
Then  to  his  friend  tbe>  Iong-neck*d  corraoranŁ 
The  former  tale  reviving  others  woes :        [shWs, 
<*  That  sable  bird,»  be  cries,  **  which  cuta  the  flood 
With  slender  legs,  was  onoe  of  royal  blood| 
His  ancestors  from  mighty  Tras  proceed, 
The  brave  lAomedon,  and  Ganymede 
( Whose  beauty  temi^ted  Jove  to  steal  tbe  boy). 
And  Priam,  bapless  prioce !  who  fbll  with  Troy : 
Uimself  was  Hector^s  biotber,  and  (had  Fate 
But  gi?eii  tbis  bopeful  youtb  a  loogerdate) 
Perbaps  bad  rival*d  warlike  Hector^s  worth, 
Thougb  on  the  motber^s  side  ofmeaner  birtb; 
Fair  AlyxothoS,  a  country ma^d, 
Barę  j£sacus  by  stealth  in  Ida*s  shade. 
He  fled  the  noisy  town,  and  pompous  court, 
Lov*d  the  lone  hills,  and  simple  niral  sport. 
And  seldom  to  tbe  city  would  resort. 
Yet  he  no  rustic  clownisbness  profest. 
Nor  was  soft  Iotc  a  stranger  to  bis  breast : 
The  youtb  had  long  the  nymph  Hesperia  woo'dy 
Oft  through  the  thicket  dr  tbe  mead  parsu*d  t 
Her  baply  on  her  fother's  bank  he  spy'd, 
While  fearless  she  ber  silver  tresses  dry'd ; 


-^  .»«,w.  «uv  muw^»,  <ii  >.uwwiu5  wuviu  <»««  a<^i^» .  Awa^  shc  flcd  t  ikot  stags  with  balf  such  speed, 

Her  busband*8  coipse ;  at  this  sbe  loodly  shrieks,  Beibre  the  prowling  wolf,  scud  o'er  tbe  mead ; 

**  Tiahe,  tis  be,"  she  cries,  and  tears  her  checks.  Not  ducks,  wben  they  the  safer  flood  forsake^ 

ll.»  ł •_     « ^ J       _* • A_    a.ł 1_  T» ł.l    I 1 1 - lA. ł_    AŁ.-    1^1.^ 


Her  faair,  her  yest,  and,  stooping  to  the  sands, 
About  his  neck  she  cast  her  trembling  hands. 

"  And  is  it  tbus,  O  dearer  tban  my  life, 
Tbns,  tiras  letam^st  thou  to  thy  longing  wife !" 
She  said,  and  to  tbe  neighbonring  mole  sbe  strode 
(KaisM  tbere  to.  break  tb'  incnrsions of  the  flood): 
Headlong  firom  hence  to  plunge  berself  ftfae  springs, 
Bot  sbooCs  along  snppoitęd  on  her  wings  ^ 


PursuM  by  bawks,  so  Swift  regal  n  the  lakę. 

As  fbst  he  follow'd  in  the  hot  career: 

Desire  tbe  lover  wiog^d>  the  virgin  fear. 

A  snake  nnseen  now  pierc*dther  beedlessfoot; 

Suick  through  the  veins  tbe  venom*d  juices  sboot  > 

She  fell,  and  'scap*d  by  death  his  fieroe  pursuit. 

Her  lifeless  body,  frighted,  be  embrae'd. 

And  cry'd,  •'  Not  this  1  dreaded,  but  tby  baste : 


1Q2 


DRYDENS  POEMS. 


o  faad  mylone  been  less,  or  less  thy  fear ! 
The  victory  thus  booght  is  fiar  too  dear. 
Aocursed  snake !  yet  1  morę  curs^d  than  be ! 
He  gave  the  woucd ;  the  canse  was  g^vęn  by  me. 
Yet  nooe  shaU  say,  that  unrevengM  you  dyM.' 
He  spoke;  then  climb*d  a  ciifiPs  o^er-hanging  side, 
And,  resolute,  leap'd  oq  the  foaming  tide. 
Tethys  rece\v'd  him  gently  od  the  wave ; 
The  death  be  soughtdeny*d,  and  featbers  gave. 
Dcbarr'd  the  surest  remedy  of  grief, 
And  forc*d  to  iive,  be  carat  th'  unask^d  relief. 
Then  on  his  airy  pintons  upwaid  flies. 
And  at  a  second  fali  successless  tries : 
The  downy  plume  a  quick  descent  denies. 
Enrag^d,  be  ofteo  dives  beneatb  the  wave. 
And  there  in  Yain  expects  to  find  a  grave. 
His  ceaselesB  sorrow  for  th'  unhappy  mald 
Meager^d  his  look,  and  on  his  spirits  preyM. 
^tin  near  the  sonnding  deep  be  Hves ;  his  name 
fnm  frequent  diying  and  emerging  came." 
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.  "\-"WbQlly:tran8lated. 


:  :C(mmSi(m  ^fhe  ind  f^  th^  Eieomih  Booi. 

'  ifisaicńs/the  son  o/  Vnam,  loTing  a  country  life, 
ibrsakes  the  court:  li^ing  obscurely,  he  falls  in 
]ove  witb  a  nymph  $  who,  flying  fh>m  him,  was 
killed  by  a  serpent;  for  grief  of  this,  he  would 
hare  drowned  himself ;  but,  by  the  pity  of  the 
gods,  is  tomed  into  a  cormorant.  Priam,  not 
hearing  of  iBsacus,  belieres  him  to  be^dead,  and 
raises  a  tomb  to  preserre  his  memory.  By  this 
transition,  which  is  one  of  the  finest  in  all  Ovid, 
the  poet  naturally  ftdls  into  the  story  of  the 
Trojan  war,  which  is  summed  ńpy  in  t^e  present 
book,  but  so  very  briefly,  in  many  places,  that 
Ovid  seems  morę  short  than  Yirgil,  contrary  to 
his  usual  style.  Yet  the  house  of  Famę,  which 
is  here  described,  is  one  of  the  most  beautiful 
pieces  in  the  whole  Metamorphó^.  T^e  fight 
of  Achilles  and  Cygnus,  and  the  fray  betwixt 
the  Lapithce  and  Centaurs,  ytdd  to  no  other 
part  of  this  poet :  and  particularly  the  loves 
jmd  death  of  Cyllarus  and  Hylonome,  the  małe 
and  female  Centaur,  are  wonderfuUy  moving. 


Pri  AM^  to  whom  the  story  was  unknown, 

As  dead,  deplor^d  his  metamorphos'd  son  i 

A  cenotaph  his  name  and  title  kept,  [wept 

And  Hector  rouud  the  tomb,  with  all  his  brothers 

This  pious  Office  Paris  did  not  share; 

Absent  alone,  and  author  of  the  war, 

Which,  for  the  Spartan  queen>  the  Óreoians  drew 

'T*  ayenge  the  rape,  and  Asia  to  subdue. 

A  thousand  ships  were  mann'd,  to  sail  the  sea : 
Kor  had  theirjust  resentraentsfound  delay,. 
Had  not  t^e  winds  and  wares  oppos'd  their  way. 
At  Aulis,  with  united  powers,  they  meet ; 
But  there,  cross  winds  or  calms  detatn'd  the  fleet, 

Kow,  while  they  raiae  an  altar  on  the  shore. 
And.  Jove  with  soiemii  sacrifice  adore ; 
A  boding  sign  the  priests  and  people  sec: 
A  faake  of  size  inunense  asoends  a  tree. 


And,  in  the  leaiy  sammit,  spyM  a  nest, 
Which,  o'er  her  callow  young,  a  sparrow  pressM. 
Eight  were  the  birdsunfledg^d;  their  mother  flew. 
And  hoyer^d  round  her  care ;  but  still  in  view : 
Til^the  fierce  reptilc  first  devour'd  the  brood  ; 
Then  seiz'd  the  fluttering  dam,  and  dnink  her 
This  dire  ostent  the  fearful  people  view ;     [blood. 
Calchas  alone,  by  Phosbus  taught,  foreknew 
What  Heaven  decreed :  and  witb  a  smiling  glance, 
Thus  gratulates  to  Greece  her  happy  chance. 
"  O  Argive8,  we  shali  conquer ;  Troy  is  ours. 
But  long  delay s  shalł  first  afflict  our  powers : 
Ninę  years  of  labour,  the  nine  birds  portend  ; 
The  tenth  shall  in  the  town'8  destrucŁion  end.'* 
Tbe  serpent,  who  his  maw  obscene  had  fiU^d, 
The  branches  in  his  curlM  embraces  held: 
But,  as  in  spires  he  stood,  pe  tum'd  to  stone : 
The  stony  snake  retain'd  the  figurę  still  his  own. 
Yet  not  for  this  the  wind-bound  nary  weighM  ; 
Slack  were  their  saiłs ;  and  Neptuue  dis<^y'd. 
Some  thought   him   loth   tbe   town   should    be 

destroyM,  . 
Whosebuiiding  had  his  hands  divine  employ*d  : 
Not  so  the  seer :  who  knew,  and  known  foreshow^d, 
The  Wrgin  Fbo&be  with  a  virgin's  blood 
Must  first  be  reconcilM ;  the  common  caose 
Prevaird ;  adS,  pity  yidding  to  the  laws. 
Fair  Iphigenia,  the  devoted  maid, 
Was,  by  the  weeping  priests,  in  linen  robes  arrayM  ; 
All  mourn  her  ftite ;  but  no  relief  appear'd : 
The  royal  victim  bound,  the  knife  already  rear>d  r 
When  that  offended  power,  who  caus'd  their  woe, 
Relcnting  oeas*d  her  wrath ;  and  8topp*d  thecom- 

ing  blow. 
A  mist  beJlbre  the  ministers  she  cast ; 
And,  in  the  virgfn's  room,  a  hind  she  plac'd. 
Th'  oblation  slain,  and  Phoebe  reconcil'd, 
Tbe  storm  was  hush*d,  and  dimpled  Ocean  smilM  : 
A  favourable  gale  arose  from  shore, 
Which  to  the  portdesir^d  the  Grecian  galleys  borę. 
FuU  in  the  midst  of  this  created  space,      [place 
Betwixt  Heaven,  Earth,  and  Ski^,  there  stands  a 
Confining  on  all  three ;  with  triple  bound  ; 
Whence  all   things,  though  remote,  are  Yiew^d 

around, 
And  thither  bring  their  undulating  sound. 
The  palące  of  łoud  Famę ;  ber  seat  of  power  ; 
Plac*d  on  the  summit  of  a  lofty  tower ; 
A  thousand  xwinding  entries,  long  and  wide, 
Recetve  of  fresh  reports  a  flowing  tidc 
A  thousand  crannies  in  the  walłs  are  madę  ; 
Nor  gate  nor  bars  excłude  the  busy  trade. 
*Tis  buiłt  of  brass,  the  better  to  diffuse 
The  spreading  sounds,  and  multiply  the  ńews; 
Wbere  echoes  in  repeated  echoes  play : 
A  mart  for  erer  fuli,  and  open  night  and  day. 
Nor  silence  is  within,  nor  votce  express. 
But  a  deaf  noise  of  sounds  that  never  ceaae  ; 
ConfusM,  and  chiding,  like  the  hollow  roar 
Of  tides,  reoeding  from  th'  insulted  shore : 
Or  like  the  broken  thundcr,  heard  tirom  far, 
"WTien  Joveto  distance  drive8,the  rolling  war. 
The  courtsare  filPd  with  a  tumultuous  din 
Of  crouds,  or  issuin^forth,  or  entering  in  : 
A  thoroughfare  of  news :  where  some  devise 
Things  never  heard;  some  mingle  truth  with  lics: 
The  trouUed  air  with  empty  sounds  they  beat ; 
Intent  to  hear,  and  eager  to  repeat. 
Errour  sits  brooding  there ;  with  added  train 
Of  vain  credulity,  and  joys  aa  vaiii  i 
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Saspieioiij  with  sedition  joinM,  are  near; 
And  rammirs  rais'd,  and  munuure  inixM,  and  pa- 
nic fcar. 
Famę  sits  aloft ;  and  secs  the  subject  ground, 
And  seas  about,  and  skies  above;  inquinng  all 
around. 

The  goddesa  givcs  th*  alarm ;  and  soon  is  known 
The  Grecian  fleet,  descending  on  the  town. 
Fix'd  OD  defeoce,  the  Trojans  aro  not  slow 
To  i^uaid  their  shore  from  an  especŁ^  foe. 
Tliey  incet  in  %ht :  by  Hector's  fiital  hand 
Pmtesilaus  fajls,  and  bites  the  strand, 
Which  with  expense  of  blood  the  Grrrians  won : 
And  proT»d  the  strensrth  unknown  of  Priam'8  soiu 
KsA  to  their  cost  the  Trojan  leadcrs  felt 
TTie  Grecian  heroes,  and  what  deaths  they  dealt. 

Frotn  these  first  onsets,  the  Siga^n  shore 
Was  strew*d  with  carcases,  and  stain'd  with  gore  : 
Neptun ian  Cygnus  troops  of  Greeks  had  slaio  ; 
Achilles  in  his  car  had  scour*d  the  plain, 
And  clear'd  the  Trojan  ranks :  whereVr  he  fought, 
Cygnos,  or  Hector,  through  the  fields  he  sought: 
Cygnus  he  found ;  on  hira  his  force  essay^d  : 
Por  Hector  was  to  the  tenth  year  dclay'd.     [yoke. 
His  whfte>manM  steeds,  that   bow'd  beneath  the 
He  cheei*d  to  courage,  with  a  gentle  stroke ; 
ThenfurgM  his  ficry  chariot  on  the  foe  : 
And,  rising,  shook  his  lance^  in  act  to  throw. 
But  first  he  cry'd,  "  O  youth,  be  proud  to  bear 
Tby  death,  enobled  by  Pelides'  spear." 
The  lance  pnrsucd  the  voice  without  dęby; 
Nor  did  thewhizzing  wcapon  miss  the  way, 
But  piercM  his  cuirass,  with  such  fiiry  sent. 
And  »!gn'd  his  bosom  with  a  purpie  dint. 
At  this  theseed  of  Neptune;  *«  Goddess-bom, 
For  ornament,  not  use,  these  arms  are  worn; 
This  hehn,  and  heavy  baokler,  I  can  spare, 
As  only  decorations  of  the  war : 
So  Mars  is  ann'd  for  glory,  not  for  need, 
Tls  soinewhat  morę  from  Neptune  to  proceed, 
Than  from  a  daughter  of  the  sea  to  spring : 
Tby  sSpe  is  mortal ;  minc  is  ocfan*s  king. 
Secure  of  death,  I  should  contemn  thy  dart, 
Thongh  naked,  and  impassable  depart  :'* 
He  said,  and  threw :  the  trembling  weapon  passM 
Tbrougfa  nine  bull-hides,  each  linder  other  plac'd. 
On  his  broad  shield,  and  stuck  within  the  last. 
Achilles  wrench^d  it  out ;  and  sent  again 
The  hostile  gift :  the  hostilc  jrift  was  vain. 
He  tryM  athird,  a  tou^h  well-chosenspear^ 
Th'  invioIabIc  body  stood  sincere, 
Thougb  Cygnus  then  did  no  dcfence  provide, 
But,  scorniu],  ofrer»d  his  unshicldcd  side. 

Not  otherwise  th*  impatientherofar'd, 
Than  as  a  buli,  encompassM  with  a  guard. 
Amid  the  circus  roars :  provok'd  from  far 
By  sight  of  scarlct,  and  a  sanguine  war, 
They  qait  their  ground,  bis  bended  horns  elude, 
In  rain  porsiiing,  aod  in  vain  pursued. 

Before  to  farther  fight  he  would  advance, 
He  stood  con^dering,  and  8urvey'd  his  lance. 
Doubts  jf  he  wieldcd  not  a  wooden  spear 
Without  a  point:  he  look'd,  the  point  was  there. 
"  This  is  my  hand,  and  this  my  lance,"  he  said, 
"  By  which  so  many  thousand  focs  are  dead. 

0  whithcr  is  their  usual  virtiie  fled  ? 

1  had  it  once  ;  and  the  Lymcssian  wali. 
And  Tęnedos,  confess*d  it  in  their  folf. 

Thy  streams,  Cafcus,  rollM  a  crimson  flood : 
And  Tbebes  ran  red  with  ber  owa  natiyes  blood. 


Twice  Telephus  employ*d  their  piercing  steel,  * 

To  wound  łłim  first,  and  aftf  rward  to  heal. 

The  yigonr  of  this  arm  was  never  vain : 

Ąnd  that  my  wonted  prowesś  I  retaiń, 

Witness  these  heaps  of  slaughter  on  the  plain."    . 

He  said,  and  doubtf^l  of  his  former  deeds. 

To  some  new  trial  of  his  force  proceeds. 

He  chose  Menaetes  from  among  the  rest ; 

At  faim  he  lanchM  his  spear,  and  piercM  his  breast: 

On  the  bard  earth  the  Lycian  knockM  his  head. 

And  lay  supine ;  and  forth  the  spirit  fled. 

Then  thus  the  bero :  "  Neither  can  1  blame 
The  hand,  or  javclin ;  both  are  still  the  same. 
The  same  I  will  employ  against  this  foe ; 
And  wish  but  with  the  same  success  to  ^hrow.* 
So  spoke  th«!  chief;  and  while  he  spoke  he  threw; 
The  weapon  with  unerńng  fury  flew, 
At  his  IdPt  shoulder  aimM :  nor  entrance  found ; 
But  back,  as  from  a  rock,  with  swift  rebound 
Harmless  rctumM :  a  bloody  mark  appear*d, 
Which  with  ialse  joy  the  flatter'd  bero  cheer*d. 
Wound  there  waiT  nonę ;  the  blood  that  was  io. 

▼iew, 
The  lance  before  from  slain  Menstes  drew. 

Headlong  he  łeapsfrom  off  his  lofty  car, 
And  in  close  fight  on  foot  renews  the  war. 
Raging  with  high  disdain,  repeats  his  blows ; 
Nor  shield  nor  armour  can  their  force  oppose ; 
Hu^'-e  cantlets  of  his  buckler  strew  the  ground,     ^ 
And  no  defence  in  his  bor^d  arms  is  found. 
But  on  his  flesh  no  wound  or  blood  is  seen ; 
The  sword  itself  is  bhinted  on  the  skin. 

This  vain  attempt  the  chief  no  longer  bears  ; 
But  round  his  hollow  temples  and  his  ears 
His  buckler  beats :  the  son  of  Neptune,  stunnM 
Witli  these  repeated  buffets,  quit8  his  ground; 
A  siekły  swtat  sućceeds,  and  shades of  night ;       \ 
Inrertcd  Naturę  swims  before  his  sight : 
Th*  insnltinp:  victor  presses  on  the  morę, 
And  treads  the  steps  the  vanquish'd  trod  before,  • 
Nor  rest,  nor  rcspitc  gives.     A  stone  there  lay 
Bebind  his  trembling  foe,  and  8topp'd  his  way  : 
Achilles  took  the  advantage  which  he  found, 
0*er-tum'd,  and   pushM   him  backward  on  the 

ground. 
His  buckler  hołd  him  under,  while  he  prc«s»d, 
With  both  his  knces  abovft,  his  pantinr;  breast. 
Unlac^d  his  hełm  :  about  his  chin  the  twist  ^ 

He  try*d ;  and  soon  the  sfranpłed  soul  dismissM. 

With  eager  hastę  h<^  went  to  strip  the  dead ; 
The  vanquish*d  body  from  his  arms  was  fled. 
His*sea-god  sire,  t'  immortalize  his  famę, 
Had  turn'd  it  to  the  hird  that  bears  his  name. 

A  truce  succeeds  the  labours  of  this  day. 
And  arms  suspended  with  a  long  delay. 
While  Trojan  walls  are  kept  with  watch  and  ward  ; 
The  Greeks  before  their  trenches  mount  the  guard : 
The  feast  approachM;  when  to  the  Wue-eyed  maid 
His  vows  for  Cysmus  slain  the  victor  paid. 
And  a  wbite  heifer  on  ber  altar  laid. 
The  reeking  entrailson  the  fire  they  threw; 
And  to  the  gods  the  gratefrd  odour  flew : 
Heaven  had  its  part  in  sacrifice :  the  rest 
Was  broiPd  and  roasted  for  the  futurę  feast, 
The  chief  invited  guests  were  set  around  ; 
And  hunger  first  assuag'd,  thebowls  were  crown*d, 
Which  in  dcep  draughts  their  cares  and  labours 

drown'd. 
The  mellow  harp  did  not  their  ears  efnploy, 
And  mute  was  «U  the  warlike  symphony  \ 
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Disooune,  the  food  of  sools,  was  their  delight. 

And  pleasing  chat  prolong^d  the  suizMnęr^s  night 

The  subject,  deeds  of  arms,  and  valour  shown, 

Or  on  the  Trojan  side,  or  on  their  own. 

Of  dangers  undertaken,  famę  achieW, 

They  talk>d  by  tums ;  the  talk  by  tums  relierM. 

What  things  but  these  could  fierce  Achilles  tell, 

Or  what  could  fierce  Achilles  hear  so  well  ? 

The  last  great  act  perfonn'd,  of  Cygnus  slain. 

Bid  most  the  martial  audience  entertain : 

Wondering  to  find  a  body,  free  by  fate 

From  8t«e],and  which  could  ev*n  that  steel  rebate : 

Amaz'd  th^r  admiration  they  renew ; 

And  scaroe  Pelides  coi^d  believe  it  tnie. 

Then  Nestor  thus ;   "  What  once  this  age  has 
In  foted  Cygnus,  and  in  him  alone,  [known, 

These  eyes  ha^e  seen  in  Cseneus  long  before, 
Whose  body  not  a  thousand  swords  could  borę. 
Csneus,  in  courage,  and  in  strength,  exceU'd, 
And  still  his  Othrys  with  his  famę  is  fillfd : 
Sut  what  djd  most  bis  martial  deeds  adom, 
(Though  sińce  hechang^d  his  sex)  a  woman  bom.*' 

A  novelty  so  strange,  and  fuli  of  fintę. 
His  listening  aiidienoe  ask'd  him  to  relate. 
Achilles  thus  commends  their  common  suit : 
"  O  iather,  first  for  prudence  in  repute. 
Tell  with  that  eloąnence  so  much  tby  own, 
What  thou  hast  heard,  or  what  of  Caeneus  known. 
What  was  he,  whence  his  change  of  sex  begun, 
What  trophies,  joinM  in  wars  with  thee,  he  won  ? 
Who  conąuer^d  him,  and  in  what  fatal  striie 
The  yottth,  withoot  a  wound,  could  lose  his  life  ?' 
Nelejdes  then :  "  Though  tardy  age,  and  time 
Have  shrunk  my  sinews,  and  decay^d  my  prime  ^ 
Thongh  much  I  have  forgotten  of  my  storę, 
Yet  not  exhansted,  I  remember  morę. 
Of  all  that  arms  achiev'd,  or  peace  designM, 
^ataction  still  is  fresher  in  my  mind 
Than  aught  beside.    If  reverend  age  can  gi^e 
To  fiutłi  a  sanction,  in  my  third  I  IItc. 

'*  'Twas  in  my  second  century,  1  survey'd 
Yonąg  Csenis,  then  a  iair  Thessalian  maid : 
Csmis  the  bright  was  bom  to  high  command  ; 
Ą  princess,  and  a  native  of  thy  land, 
Birine  Achilles :  every  tongue  proclaim'd 
Her  heauty,  and  her  eyes  all  hearts  inflam'd.  - 
Peleus,  thy  sirę,  perhaps  had  sought  her  bed, 
Among  thie  rest ;  but  he  had  either  led 
Thy  mother  then,  or  was  by  promise  ty'd ; 
But  she  to  him,  and  all,  alike  her  loye  deny>d. 

'<  It  was  ker  fortunę  once  to  take  her  way 
Along  the  sandy  margin  of  the  sea : 
The  power  of  ocean  Tiew^d  her  as  she  pass*d, 
And,  lov'd  as  soon  as  seen,  by  force  embrac'd. 
So  Famę  reports.    Her  ylrgin  treasure  seizM, 
And  his  new  joys  the  rayisher  so  pleas'd, 
That  thus,  transported,  to  the  nymph  he  cry'd : 
'  Ask  what  thou  wUt,  uo  prayer  shall  be  deny'd.' 
This  also  Famę  relates:  the  haughty  £sir, 
Who  not  the  rape  ev^  of  a  god  could  bear, 
This  answer,  proud,  retura'd : '  To  mighty  wrongs 
A  mighty  recompense,  of  right,  belongs. 
Olve  me  no  morę  to  sufler  such  a  shame ; 
But  change  the  woman,  jfbr  a  better  name ; 
One  gift  for  all  :*  sbe  said ;  and  while  she  spoke, 
A  stera,  majestic,  manly  tonę  she  took. 
A  man  she  was :  and  as  the  godhead  swore. 
To  Casneus  tura'd,  who  Camis  was  before. 

"  To  this  the  k>Ter  adds,  without  request : 
Ho  lorce  of  tteel  shonld  Tiolate  lus  breast. 


Glad  of  the  gifb,  the  new-made  warrior  goes ; 
And  arais  among  the  Greeks,  and  longs  for  equal 

foes. 
"  Now  brave  Pirithous,  bold  lxion*s  son, 
The  loTC  of  fair  Hippodame  had  won. 
The  cloud-begotten  race,  half  mcu,  half  beast^ 
hivited,  came  to  grace  the  nnptial  feast : 
In  a  cool  cave's  recess  the  treat  was  madę, 
Whose  entrance  trees  with  spreading  boughs  o'er- 

shade.  [came, 

They  sate:  and,  sommonM  by  the  bridegroom^i 
To  mix  with  those,  the  Lapithaean  name  : 
Nor  wanted  I :  ^he  roofs  with  joy  resouud  :  j 

And  Hymen,  15  Hymen,  rung  arouud. 
Rais'd  altars  shone  with  holy  fires^  the  bride, 
Loyely  herself  (and  loveIy  by  her  side 
A  bevy  of  bright  nymphs,  with  sober  grace), 
Came  glittering  like  a  star,  and  took  her  place : 
Her  heayenly  form  beheld,  all  wish'd  her  joy ; 
And  little  wanted,  but  in  vain,  their  wisdies  all 

employ. 
'*  For  one,  most  brutal  of  the  brutal  blood, 
Or  whether  winę  or  beauC^'  fir'd  his  blood, 
Or  both  at  once,  beheld  with  Instful  eyes 
The  bride ;  at  once  resolv'd  to  make  his  prize. 
Down  went  the  board ;  and,  fastening  on  her  hair, 
He  seiz'd  with  sudden  force  the  frighted  foir. 
'Twas  Enry tiis  began :  his  bestial  kind 
His  crime  pursued ;  and  eachas  pleas'd  hia  miud, 
Or  her,  whom  chance  presented,  took:  the  feast 
An  image  of  a  taken  town  expre8S'd.  [rise, 

"  The  caye  resounds  with  female  shrieks;  we 
Mad  with  reyenge,  to  make  a  swift  reprise : 
And  Theseus  first ;  *  What  frenzy  has  possess^, 
O  Eurytus,'  he  cry'd,  <  tby  brutal  breast. 
To  wrong  Pirithous,  and  not  him  alone. 
But,  while  1  liye,  two  friends  coiyoinM  in  one  V 

"  To  justify  his  threat,  he  thrusts  aside 
The  crowd.of  Centaurs,  and  redeems  the  bride ; 
The  monster  nought  replyM:  for  words  were  yain; 
And  deeds  could  only  deeds  unjust  maintain : 
But  answers  with  his  hand ;  and  forward  pressM, 
With  blows  redoubled^  on  his  &ce  and  breast. 
An  ample  goblet  stood,  of  antique  mold. 
And  rough  with  figures  of  the  rising  gold  ; 
The  hero  snatch'd  it  up,  and  toss'd  in  air. 
Fuli  at  the  front  of  the  foul  rayisher : 
He  falls ;  and  falling  yomits  forth  a  flood 
Of  winę,  and  foam  and  brains,  and  mingled  blood. 
Half  roaring,  and  half  neighing,  tbrough  the  hall, 
'  Arms,  arms,'  the  double-fbrm'd  with  fury  cali. 
To  wreak  their  brother^s  death :  a  medley  fiight 
Of  bowis  and  jars,  ut  first,  supply  the  fight, 
Once  instruments  of  feasts,  but  now  of  Fate: 
Winę  animates  their  ragę,  and  arms  their  hate. 
*'  Bold  Amycus,  from  the  robb'd  yestry  brings 
The  chalioes  of  Heayen,  and  holy  things 
Of  precious  weisrht :  a  sconce  that  hung  on  higł^ 
With  tapers  filPd,  to  light  the  sacristy, 
Tora  from  the  cord,  with  his  unhallow*d  hand 
He  threw  amid  the  lapithsean  band. 
On  Celadon  the  ruin  fell ;  and  lelt 
His  face  of  feature  and  of  form  bereft: 
So,  when  some  brawny  sacrificer  knocks^ 
Before  an  altar  led,  an  offer^d  ox. 
His  eye-balls  rooted  out  are  thrown  to  gronnd. 
His  nose  dismantled  in  his  mouth  is  found. 
His  jaws,  cheeks,  front,  one  undistinguishM  wound. 

"  This  Belates,  th'  ayenger,  could  not  brook  ; 
But,  by  the  foot,  a  maple-boaid  he  took. 
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And  kntM  at  Amycos ;  his  chin  is  bent 
j^DSt  his  ćhest,  and  down  the  Centaur  sent  j 
Wbom  sputteńttg  Moody  teeth,  the  second  blow 
Of  his  drewn  sword  dispatcb^d  to  shades  below. 
**  Grincus  was  near ;  and  cast  a  furious  look 
Od  the  side-altar,  cen8'd  with  sacred  smoke, 
And  bright  with  flaming  fires.     *  The  gods,'  he 

cryM, 
*  fisTe  with  their  holy  trade  our  hands  8upply'd : 
Wbj  use  we  not  their  gifts  ?'  Then  from  the  floor 
An  altar-stone  be  hcavM,  with  all  the  load  it  borę : 
Altar  and  altar^s  fireight  together  flew 
Where  thickest  throng'd  the  Lapithsean  crew ; 
And,  at  onoe,  Broteas  and  Oryus  siew : 
Oiyns'  mother,  Mycale,  was  known 
Down  from  her  sphere  to  draw  the  iabonring  Moon. 

<*  Eicadius  cry*d,  '  UnpunishM  shall  not  go 
Hiis  hety  if  arms  ara  found  against  the  (be.* 
He  look*d  about,  where  on  a  pine  were  spread 
Tbe  Totłve  homs  of  a  8tag*s  branching  head : 
At  Grineos  tbese  he  throws;  so  just  they  fly, 
That  the  shnrp  antlers  stiick  in  either  eye : 
Breathleaa  and  blind  he  fell,  with  blood  be8mear'd, 
His  eye-balls,  beaten  out,  hungdangling  on  his 

beard. 
Fierce  Rhaetus,  from  the  hearth,  a  boming  brand 
Sekcts,  and  whirling  waves;  till  from  his  band 
Tbe  fire  took  flame  ^  then  dash*d  it  from  the  right 
On  fiur  Charaxus'  tempies,  near  the  sight : 
Ihe  whistłing  pest  came  on,  and  pierc*d  the  bonę 
And  caught  the  yeUow  hair,  that  shrivel'd  while 

it  shone  : 
Ciog^t,  like  dry  stabble  fir'd,  or  like  seerwood ; 
Tet  frt>m  the  wound  ensned  no  purple  flood ; 
Bat  look^d  a  bubbling  mass  of  frying  blood. 
His  blazing  locks  sent  forth  a  crackling  sound. 
And  luss'd,  like  red  hot  ir^n  within  the  smitby 

drown^d. 
The  wounded  warrior  shook  his  flaming  hair, 
Then  (what  a  team  of  horse  could  hardly  rear) 
HeheaTesthethrcshoId-stone^  butcouldnotthrow^ 
Tbe  weight  itaelf  forbad  tbe  threaten'd  blow; 
Wbicb,  dropping  from  his  lifted  armt,  came  down 
FuU  on  Cometes'  head,  and  crush^d  his  crown. 
Kor  Rh«tn8  then  retainM  his  joy :  but  sald, 
*  So  by  their  fcllows  may  our  foes  be  spęd  !> 
Tben  with  redoubled  strokes  he  plies  his  head : 
The  burning  lever  not  deludes  his  pains; 
Bat  drives  the  bałter^d  skuli  within  the  brains. 
"Thns  flnsh'dy  the  conąueror,  with  foroe  re- 

uew'dy 
E^agrus,  Dryas,  Cknythos  pursnea : 
Fint,  Corythus,  with  downy  cheeks,  he  siew ; 
Whose  &]l  when  fierce  £vagnis  had  in  view, 
He  cry^,  '  What  palm  is  from  a  beardless  prcy  ?' 
Rhaetns  prerents  what  morę  he  had  to  say ; 
And  drove  within  his  mouth  the  fiery  desib, 
Whidi  enter^d  hissing  in^  and  chok'd.hisbreath. 
At  Dryas  nes^jt  he  flew ;  but  weary  Chance 
No  longer  woold  the  same  success  advance. 
Bat  while  he  whirIM  in  fiery  circies  round 
Tbe  brand,  a  sfaarpen'd  stake  strong  Dryas  found ; 
And  in  thef  shoalder*s  joiut  inflicts  the  wonnd. 
Tbe  weapon  stmck:  which  roaring  ont  witb  pain 
Me  drew :  nor  longer  durst  the  fight  maintaiu. 
Bot  tamM  his  back,  for  fear ;  and  fled  amain. 
With  him  fled  Omens,  with  like  dread  possessM ; 
Thanmas  and  Medon,  wounded  in  the  breast  j 
And  Mermeros,  in  the  late  race  renown'd, 
KowlimpiogTBB^andtardy.witbhiswoasd.   , 


Pholus  and  Melaneus  ftt>m  fight  withdrew. 

And  Abas  maim'd,  wbo  boars  encountei^mg  siew : 

And  Aogur  Astylos,  whose  art  in  Tain  ^ 

From  fight  dissuaded  the  fouMooted  trnin, 

Now  beat  the  hoof  with  Nessus  on  the  plain; 

But  to  his  fellow  cry»d,  *  Be  aafeły  slow, 

Thy  death  deferr*d  is  due  to  great  Alcides'  bow.' 

**  Mean  time  strong  Dryas  urg'd  his  chance  so 
Tbat  Lycidas,  Areos,  imbreus  fell ;  [well, 

All  one  by  one,  and  fighting  face  to  face : 
Crenaeus  fled,  to  friil  with  morc  dis^race : 
For,  fearful,  whtłe  he  lookM  behind,  he  borę 
Betwixt  his  nose  and  front  the  blow  before. 
Amid  the  noise  and  tumult  of  the  fray, 
Snoring  and  drunk  with  winę,  Aphidas  lay. 
Ev*n  then  the  bowl  within  his  band  he  kept. 
And  on  a  bear'8  rough  hide  securely  slept. 
Uim  Phorbas  with  his  flying  dart  transflx*d ; 
*  Take  thy  next  draught  with  Sty  gianwaters  mix*d, 
And  sleep  thy  fili,'  th'  insulting  victor  cy'd ; 
Surpriz'd  with  death  unfełt,  the  Centaur  dy*d  ; 
The  ruddy  vomit,  as  he  breath'd  his  soul, 
Repass^d  his  throat,  and  fiUM  his  empty  bowl. 

*'  I  saw  Petreus'  arms  employ^d  around 
A  well-grown  oak,  to  root  itfrom  the  gronnd. 
This  way,  and  that,  he  wrenchM  the  fibrous  bands« 
The  trunk  was  like  a  sapling  in  his  hands. 
And  stiU  obey'd  the  bent :  while  tbus  he  stood, 
Perithotts'  dart  droTO  on,  and  naiPd  him  to  the 

wood. 
Lycus  and  Chromys  feU,  by  hlm  oppressM : 
Helops  and  Dictys  added  to  tbe  resŁ 
A  nobler  palm :  Helops,  through  either  ear 
Transfix'd,  receiT*d  the  penetrating  s|»ear. 
This  Dictys  sa# ;  and,  seiz^d  with  sudden  frigfat, 
Leapt  headlong  from  the  bill  of  steepy  height ; 
And  crush'd  an  ash  beneath,  that  could  not  bear 

his  weight. 
The  sbatter*d  tree  receiyes  his  fiUI,  and  strikes, 
Within  his  full-blown  paunoh,  the  sharpen*d  spikes. 
Strong  Aphareus  had  heav'd  a  mighty  stone, 
The  fragment  of  a  rock,  and  woold  have  thrown; 
But  Theseus,  with  a  club  of  harden'd  oak, 
The  cubit-bohe  of  the  bold  Centaur  broke. 
And  left  him  maim*d ;  nor  aeconded  the  stroke : 
Tben  leapt  on  tali  Bianor's  back,  (wbo  borę 
No  mortal  borthen  but  his  own,  before) 
Press'd  with  his  knees  his  sides ;  the  double  man,      \ 
His  speod  with  spurs  increas*d,  unwilling  ran. 
One  band  the  hero  fastcnM  on  his  locks ; 
His  other  ply*d  him  with  repeated  strokes. 
The  club  hnng  round  his  ears  and  batter*d  brows; 
Hefalls;  and,  lashing  up  his  heels,  his  rider  throws. 

**  The  same  Herculean  arms  Ncdymnus  wound. 
And  lay  by  him  Lycotns  on  the  gronnd  ; 
And  Hippasus,  whose  beard  his  breast  inrades; 
And  Ripbeus,  haantcr  of  the  woodland  shades  ; 
And  Tereus,  us'd  with  mountain>bears  tó  strive. 
And  fit>m  their  dens  to  draw  th*  indignant  beasta 
alive. 

*'  Demoleon  could  not  bear  this  hntefat  sight,  - 
Or  the  loog  fortunę  of  th'  Athenian  knight: 
But  puird  with  all  bis  (orce,  to  disengage 
From  €arth  a  pine,  the  product  of  an  age : 
The  root  stuck  fast :  the  broken  trunk  he  sent 
At  Theseus :  Theseus  fnistrates  his  intent. 
And  leaps  aside,  by  Pallas  wam'd,  the  blow 
To  shnn  (for  so  he  said;  and  we  bcliev*d  it  so). 
Yet  not  in  rain  th*enormous  weight  was  cast, 
Which  Crantor'8  body  simder'd  at  the  waist;  - 
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Thy  fiather'8  sąnlre,  Achilles,  and  his  care; 
Whom  conc^er^d  in  tbe  Delopeian  war, 
Their  kingj  his  present  ruin  to  prevent, 
A  pledj$e  of  peace  iinpior>d,  to  Peleus  9ent. 
Thy  sirc,  with  griering  eyes,  beheld  his  fate ; 
And  cry*d,  <  Not  long,  lov*d  Crantor,  shalt  thou 

wait 
Thy  vow'd  reveng:e.»  At  onoe  he  said,  and  threw 
His  ashen-spear,  which  quiTcr'd  as  it  flcv, 
With  all  his  force  and  ali  his  soul  applyM ; 
The  sharp  point  enter^d  in  the  Centaur'8  side : 
Both  handsy  tx>  wrench  it  out,  the  monster  join'd; 
And  wrench'd  it  out;  but  left the  steel  behind. 
Stnck  in  his  lungs  it  stood :  enrag?d  he  rears 
His  hoofs,  and  down  to  ground  thy  fother  bears. 
Thus  trampled  under  foot,  his  shield  defends 
His  head  j  bis  other.band  the  lance  protends. 
Ev'n  while  he  lay  extended  on  the  dust, 
He  spęd  tbe  Centaur,  with  one  single  thnist. 
Two  morę  his  lance  before  tran8fix*d  fronoi  far ; 
And  two  his  sword  had  siain  in  closer  war. 
To  these  was  added  Dorylas :  wbo  spread 
A  buiPs  two  goring  horns  around  his  head. 
With  these  he  pushM ;  in  blood  aiready  dy'd : 
Him,  fearless,  I  approachM,  and  thus  defy*d : 
'  Now,  mouster,  now,  by  proof  it  shall  appear, 
Whether  thy  horns  are  sharper,  or  my  spear.' 
At  this,  I  threw :  for  want  of  other  ward, 
He  lifted  up  his  band,  his  front  to  guard. 
His  band  it  pass^d,  and  fix'd  it  to  his  brow  : 
Loud  Bhouts  of  ours  attend  the  lucky  blow : 
Him  Peleus  finish*d,  with  a  seoond  wound, 
Which  through  the  navel  pierc'd :  he  reePd  around. 
And  draggM  bjs  dangling  bowels  on  the  ground : 
Trodwhat  be  dragg'd,  and  whathetrod  he  crush'd: 
And  to  his  mother-earth,  with  empty  belly,  rush>d. 

"  Nor  could  thy  form,  O.Cyllarus,  foresbow 
Thy  fate  (if  form  to  monsters  men  allow) : 
Just  bIóom*d  thy  beard,  thy  beard  of  golden  hue : 
Thy  locks,  in  golden  wayes,  about  thy  shoulders 

flew. 
Sprightly  thy  look :  thy  shapes  in  every  part 
So  clean,  as  might  instruct  the  8Culptor's  art, 
As  fiar  as  man  extcnded :  where  began         ^ 
The  beast,  the  beast  was  eqnal  to  the  man. 
Add  but  a  horse^s  head  and  neck,  and  he, 
O  Castor,  was  a  courser  worthy  thee. 
So  was  his  back  proportion'd  for  the  seat ; 
So  rosę  his  brawny  chest;  so  swiftly  mo?'d  h\ę 

feet. 
Cool-black  his  colour,  but  like  jet  it  shone ; 
His  legs  and  flowing  taił  were  wbite  aiohe. 
BeIov*d  by  many  maidens  of  his  kind. 
But  fair  Hylonome  possess*d  his  mind; 
Hylonome,  for  features,  and  for  face, 
£xcelUng  all  the  nymphs  of  double  race : 
Kor  less  ber  blandishments,  than  beauty,  move  5 
At  once  both  loving,  and  confessing  love. 
For  him  she  dress'd ;  for  him  with  female  care 
She  comb^d,  and  set  in  curls  ber  aubum  hair. 
Of  roses,  Tioleta,  and  Ulies  mix'd. 
And  sprigs  of  flowing  rosemary  betwixt, 
She  form'd  tbe  chaplet,  that  adorn'd  ber  front : 
In  waters  of  the  Pegassean  fount. 
And  in  the  streams  that  irom  the  fountain  play, 
She  wa8h'd  ber  face,  and  bathM  ber  twice  a  day. 
The  scarf  of  furs,  that  hung  below  hrr  side. 
Was  ermin,  or  the  panther's  spotted  pride : 
Spoils  of  no  common  beast :  with  equal  flame 
They  lov'd:  their  ^lvan  pleasufCB  were  the  same: 


All  day  they  hunted ;  and  when  day  expir*4j 
Together  to  some  shady  cave  retir^d. 
Invited,  to  the  nuptials  both  repair : 
And,  side  by  side,  they  both  engage  in  war. 

*'  Uncertain  from  what  band,  a  flying  dart 
At  Cyllarus  was  sent,  which  pierCd  his  beart. 
The  javelin  drawn  from  out  the  mortal  wound, 
He  fiiints  with  staggering  steps,  and  seeks   the 

ground : 
The  fi^ir  within  her  arms  rcceiv*d  his  fali. 
And  strove  his  wandering  spirits  to  recall : 
And,  wbile  her  band  the  streaming  blood  oppos*d, 
Join^d  face  to  face,  bis  lips  with  bers  she  clo6*d. 
Stifled  with  kisses,  a  sweet  death  he  dies ; 
She  fills  the  fields  with  uudistinguisbM  cries  : 
At  least  her  words  were  in  her  clamour  drown^d; 
For  my  stunn'd  ears  receiv'd  no  vocai  sound. 
In  madness  of  her  grief  she  seiz'd  the  dairt 
New  drawn,  and  reeking  from  her  ]o%'er's  heart; 
To  her  bare  bosom  the  sharp  point  apply*d. 
And  wounded  feU,  and  łalling  by  his  sidpy     [dy'd^ 
Embrac^d  him  in  her  arms,  and  thus  embracing 

"  £v'n  still,  metbinks,  I  see  Pbasocomes  ; 
Strange  was  his  habit,  and  as  cód  his  dress. 
Six  lions  bides,  with  thongs  together  fast. 
His  upper  part  defended  to  his  waist ; 
And  where  man  ended,  the  continued  Test  . 
Spread  on  his  back  the  houss  and  trappings  of  a 

beast 
A  stump  too  heavy  for  a  team  to  draw 
(It  scems  a  ftible,  though  the  iact  I  saw) 
He  threw  at  Pholon ;  the  descending  blow 
Divides  the  skuli,  and  clea^es  his  head  in  two. 
The  brains,  from  nose  and  mouth,  and  either  ear, 
Came  issuing  out,  as  through  a  colendar 
The  curdłed  miik :  or  from  ^the  press  tbe  whey, 
Driyen  down  by  weights  above,  is  drain'd  away. 

**  But  him,  while  stoopingdowntospoil  the  slain, 
PicrcM  through  the  paunch,  1  tumbled  on  tbe  planu 
Then  Chthonius  and  Teleboas  I  siew : 
A  fork  the  former  arm^d;  a  dart  his  feUow  threw, 
The  javelin  wounded  me  (behold  the  scar). 
Then  was  my  time  to  seek  the  Trojan  war ; 
Then  I  was  Hector's  match  in  open  field  ; 
But  he  was  then  unborn ;  at  least  a  child  j 
Now,  I  am  notbing.     I  foibear  to  tell 
By  Periphantes  how  Pyretus  fell ; 
Ttie  Centaur*  by  the  knigfat :  nor  will  I  stay 
On  Amphix,  or  what  d<iiŁhs  he  dealt  that  day  9 
What  honour,  with  a  pointłess  lance,  he  won, 
Stuck  in  tbe  front  of  a  four-footed  nun. 
What  fieune  young'Macareus  obtain*d  in  fight: 
Or  dwell  on  Nessus,  now  retum*d  fVom  flight. 
How  prophet  Mopsus  not  alone  divin*d, 
Whose  valour  equal*d  his  foreseeing  miód. 

"  Aiready  Caeneus,  with  his  conąucring  hand, 
Had  slaughter^d  five,  the  boldest  of  their  band : 
Pyrachmus,  Heljrmus,  Antimacbus, 
Bromus  the  brave,  and  stronger  Stiphelua : 
Their  names  I  number*d,  and  remcmber  well. 
No  tracę  remaining,  by  what  wounds  they  felL 

*''Łatreus,  the  bulkiest  of  the  double  rac«, 
Whom  the  spoiPd  arms  of  slain  Halesus  grace, 
In  years  retaining  still  his.youthlul  might, 
Though  his  black  hairs  were  interspersM  with 

wbite, 
Betwixt  th'  embattled  ranks  began  to  pranoe, 
Proud  of  his  hełm,  and  Macodonian  lance ; 
And  rode  the  ring  around ;  that  eitber  bost 
Might  hear  him,  while  he  madę  this^empty  boast 
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*ABd  from  a  stmmpet  shall  we  soffer  shame? 
?or  C»ni8  stiTl,  not  Ca?neas  is  thy  name : 
And  still  the  native  soitness  of  thy  kind 
Trerails,  and  leaves  the  wofflan  in  thy  mind. 
Bcmeraber  what  thou  wert :   wbat  price  was  paid 
To  change  thy  sex  :  to  make  thee  ngt  a  maid ; 
And  but  a  man  in  show  :  go,  caid  and  spin ; 
Aad  \eare  the  business  of  the  war  to  men.' 

"  While  thus  the  boaj^ter  exercis*d  his  pride, 
The  &tal  spear  of  Ceneus  reach'd  his  side : 
Jii»t  in  the  inixti]re  of  the  kinds  it  ran ; 
Betwixt  the  nether  beast  and  npper  man. 
Tht  monster,  mad  with  ragę,  and  stung  with  smart, 
His  lance  dirccted  at  the  hero*s  heart  : 
]t  strook  ;  but  bounded  firom  his  harden'd  breast; 
like  hail  from  tiles,  which  the  safe  house  incest  ^ 
Nor  seemM  the  stroke  with  morę  efiect  to  come> 
Than  a  smali  pebble  falilng  on  a  drum. 
He  next  his  fauchion  try^d,  in  closer  fight; 
BiJt  the  keen  fauchion  had  no  power  to  bite. 
He  tfanist ;  the  blunted  point  retuniM  again. 
'  Since  downright  blows,'  he  cry'd, '  and  thrusts  are 

vain, 
ni  proYe  his  side :'  in  strong  embraces  beld, 
He  provM  his  side ;  his  side  the  sword  repelPd  : 
His  hollow  belly  echo'd  to  the  stroke  ; 
UntouchM  his  body,  as  a  solid  rock ;  [broke. 

Aim'd  at  his  neck  at  last,   the  blade  in  shiyers 

'*  Th>  impassiye  kniglit  stood  Kile;  to  deride 
His  ragę,  and  offerM  oft  his  naked  side : 
At  leogth,  *  Now,  monster,  in  thy  tum,'  he  cryM, 
*  Try  thou  the  strength  of  Cseneus:'  at  the  word 
Hethruft;  and  in  his  shoułder  plung^d  the  sword. 
Then  wrHhM  his  hatid;  and,  as  he  drove  it  down, 
Deep  in  his  breast,  madę  many  wounds  in  one. 

"  The  Centaurs  saw,  enrag'd,  th'  unhopM  success  ^ 
And  rnshing  on,  in  crowds,  together  press; 
At  him,  and  him  alone,  their  darts  tbey  threw : 
Repn1s'd  they  firom  his  fiit^  body  flew. 
A]iiaz'd  they  stood ;  till  Monychns  b(^n, 
'  O  shame!  a  nation  conquer'd  by  a  man  ! 
A  woman-man ;  yet  morę  a  man  is  he, 
Tfaan  ail  our  race ;  and  what  he  was,  are  we. 
Kow,  what  avail  our  nenres  ?  th*  united  force, 
Of  two  the  strongest  creatures,  man  and  horse : 
Nor  goddess-bom,  nor  of  Ixion'8  seed. 
We  seem,  (a  lover  built  for  Jano*s  bed) 
Kaster^d  by  this  half  man.    Whole  mountains 

throw 
Wrth  woods  at  once,  and  bury  him  below. 
This  only  way  remains.    Nor  ne^  we  doubt 
To  choak  the  soal  withiu,  though  not  to  force  it 

ont. 
Heap  weigtats,  instead  of  wounds :'  he  chanc'd  to  see 
Where  southem  storms  had  rooted  np  a  tree ; 
Hiis,  rais'd  from  earth,  against  the  foe  he  threw; 
Th*  example  shown,  his  fellow  brutes  piirsue. 
Vitb  forest-loads  the  warrior  they  invade; 
Othrys  and  Peiion  soon  were  void  of  shade; 
And  spreading  groyes  were  naked  mountains  madę. 
Piess^d  with  the  burthen,  Csneus  pants  for  breath  | 
And  on  his  shoalders  bears  the  wooden  death. 
To  heare  th'  intolerable  weight  he  tries ; 
At  length  it  rosę  aboye  his  mouth  and  eyes  ; 
Yet  still  he  heayes,  and,  struggling  with  despair, 
Shakes  all  aside,  ai^  gaips  a  gulp  of  air : 
A  sboit  relief,  whicb  but  prolongs  his  pain  ; 
He  ^nts  by  fits ;  and  then  respires  again : 
At  lastf-  the  burthen  only  nods  aboye, 
A|  whóa  an  eartłiquake  9tir9  th*  Idean  grore^ 


Doubtful  his  death :  he  suffocated  seem'd 

To  most;  but  otherwise  our  Mopsos  deem'd. 

Who  sald,  he  saw  a  yellow  bird  arise 

From  out  the  pile,  and  cleave  the  liquid  skies : 

I  saw  it  too :  with  golden  teathers  bright. 

Nor  e^er  before  beheld  so  strange  a  sight. 

Whom  Mopsus  viewing,  as  it  soar'd  around 

Our  troop,  and  heard  the  pinions  rattlin?  sound, 

*  Ali  hail,'  becry*d,  *  thy  country's  grace  and  love; 

Once  firsŁ  of  men  below,  now  first  of  birds  aboye.' 

Its  authortothe  story  gave  belief; 

For  us,  our  courage  was  increas*d  by  grief : 

Asham'd  to  see  a  single  man,  pursu*d 

With  odds,  to  sink  beneath  a  multitude. 

We  push'd  the  foe,  and  fon^d  to  shamefiil  fight ; 

Part  feU ;  and  port  escap^d  by  fayour  of  the  night,** 

This  tale,  by  Nestor  told,  did  much  displease 
Tlepotemus,  the  seed  of  Hercules : 
For,  oflen  he  had  heard  his  father  say, 
That  he  himself  \yas  present  at  the  fray; 
And  morę  than  shar^d  the  glories  of  the  day. 

"  Old  Chronicie,"  he  said,  "  amongthe  rest, 
You  might  have  nam*d  Alcides  at  theleast : 
Is  he  not  worth  your  praise } "   The  Pylian  prince 
SighM  ere  he  spoke;^tlien  madę  this  proud  defenoe. 
'*  My  former  woes,  in  \ong  oblivion  drownM, 
I  would  have  łost ;  but  you  renew  the  wound : 
Better  to  pass  him  o^er,  than  to  relate 
The  cause  1  have  your  mighty  sire  to  hate. 
His  famę  has  filPd  the  world,  and  reach*d  the  sky ; 
(Which,  oh,  I  wish,  with  truth,  I  could  deny}! 
We  praise  not  Hcctor;  though  his  name,  we  know, 
Is  great  in  arms ;  *tis  faard  to  praise  a  foe. 

"  He,  your  great  fether,  level'd  to  the  ground 
Messcnia's  towers :  nor  better  fortunę  found 
Elis,  and  Pylas ;  that  a  neighbouring  state. 
And  this  my  own  :  both  guiltlcss  of  their  hte. 
*'  To  pass  the  rest,  twelve,  wanting  one,  he 
siew ; 
My  brcthren,  who  their  birth  fi*om  Neleus  drew. 
Ali  youths  of  early  promise,  had  they  liy'd  ; 
By  him  they  perish»d :  I  alone  8urviv'd. 
The  rest  were  easy  conąuest :  but  the  fote 
Of  Peticlymenos  is  wondrous  to  relate. 
To  him  our  common  grandsire  of  the  main 
Had  given  to  change  his  form,  and,  chang^d,  re- 
sume again. 
Vary'd  at  plcasure,  every  shape  he  tryM  j 
And  in  all  beasts  Aloides  still  defy'd : 
Vanqui8h'd  on  Earth,  at  length  he  soar^d  above ; 
ChangM  to  the  bird,  that  bears  the  bolt  of  Jove : 
The  new-dissembled  eaglc,  now  enduM 
With  pcak  and  pounoes,  Hercules  pursuM, 
And  cufTd  his  manty  cheeks,  and  tore  his  face  ; 
Then,  saf  ■  retir*d,  and  tour'd  in  empty  space. 
Alcides  borę  not  longhis  flying  foe. 
But,  bending  hh  ineyitable  bow, 
Reach'd  him  in  air,  suspended  as  he  stood  ; 
And  in  his  pinion  fix*d  the  feathcrM  wood. 
Light  was  the  wound  ;  but  in  the  sinew  hung 
The  point ;  and  his  disabled  wing  unstrung. 
He  wheePd  in  air,  and  stretch^d  his  yans  in  yainf 
His  yans  no  longer  could  his  flight  sustain : 
For  while  one  gather'd  wind,  one,  unsupply^d, 
Hung drooping  down;  nor  pois'd  his  other  side. 
He  fell:  the  shaft,  that  slightly  was  impress'd, 
Now  from  his  hcayy  fali  with  weight  increasM 
Droye  through  his  neck,  aslant;  he  spurns  the 

ground. 
And  the  soul  issues  through  the  weazon'8  wound. 


108 


DRYDEN'S  POEMS. 


"  Now,  brave  commander  of  the  Rhodian  seas, 
What  praise  is  due  from  me  to  Herpules ) 
Silence  is  all  the  veugeance  I  derree 
For  my  slain  brothers ;  but  'tis  peaoe  with  thee." 

Thus  trith  a  flowing  tongue  old  Nestor  spoke : 
Then,  to  fuU  bowU  each  other  they  proToke : 
At  lengtb,  with  weariness  and  winę  oppress^d, 
They  rise  from  table,  and  withdraw  to  rest. 

The  sire  of  Cygnus,  monarch  of  the  main, 
Mean  time,  laments  his  son,  in  battle  slain : 
And  vow8  the  victór's  deatb,  nor  yows  in  vain. 
Por  nine  long  years  the  smother^d  pain  he  borę 
(Achilles  was  not  ripe  for  fiite  before) : 
Then  when  he  saw  the  promis^d  hour  was  near, 
He  thus  bespoke  the  god  that  guides  the  year. 
**  Immortal  ufTspring  of  my  brother  Jove ;     , 
My  brightest  nephew,  and  whom  best  I  love, 
Whose  hands  were  joinM  with  minę  to  laise  the 

wal] 
Of  tottering  Troy,  now  nodding  to  ber  fidl ; 
Dost  thou  not  moum  our  power  employ'd  in  yttin, 
And  the  defenders  of  our  city  slain  ? 
To  pass  the  rest,  could  noble  Hector  lie 
Unpit3r*d,  dragg^d  around  bis  natire  Troy  ? 
And  yet  the  murderer  lires :  blmielf  by  far 
A  greater  plague,  than  all  the  wasteful  war : 
He  |iTes ;  the  proud  Pelides  liyes,  to  boast 
Our  town  destroyM,  our  common  labour  lost ! 
O,  oould  I  meet  him !  But  I  wish  too  late  ; 
To  proTe  my  trident,  is  not  in  his  fate. 
But  let  him  try  (for  thafs  alloWd)  tby  dart. 
And  pierce  his  only  penetrable  pak.*' 
Apollo,  bows  to  the  superior  throne ; 
And  to  his  uncle's  anger  adds  his  own. 
Then,  in  a  clood  inYo1v*d,  he  takes  his  fligfat, 
Where  Oreeks  and  Trojans  mixM  in  mortal  figfat; 
And  found  out  Paris  iurking  where  he  stood. 
And  8tain'd  his  arrows  with  plebeian  blodd : 
Phcebus  to  him  alone  tbe  god  confess^d, 
Then  to  the  racreant  knight  he  thus  address^d : 
"  Dost  thou  not  blush,  to  spend  thy  shafts  in  rain 
On  a  degenerate  and  ignoble  train  ? 
If  famę,  or  better  Tengeanoe,  be  thy  care, 
There  aim,  and,  with  one  arrow,  end  the  war.'' 

He  said ;  and  show'd  from  far  the  blazing  shield 
And  sword,  which  but  Achilles  nonę- could  wield ; 
And  how  he  moTM  a  god  and  mow*d  the  standing 
The  deity  bimself  directs  aright  [field. 

Th'  envenomV]  shaft ;  and  wings  the  fatal  flight. 
Thus  feil  the  foremost  of  the  Grecian  name; 
And  he,  the  base  adulterer,  boasts  the  fam& 
A  spectacle  to  gl  ad  the  Trojan  train ; 
And  pleaBe  old  Priam^  after  Hector  slain. 
If  by  a  female  band  he  had  foreseen 
He  was  to  die,  his  wish  had  rather  been 
The  lance  and  double  ax  of  the  fair  warrior  queen. 
And  now,  the  terrour  of  the  Trojan  field, 
The  Gredan  honour,  ornament,  and  shield. 
High  on  a  pile,  th*  unconąuer^d  chief  is  plac'd : 
The  god,  that  arm'd  him  first,  oonsum'd  at  last, 
Of  all  the  mighty  man,  tbe  smali  remains 
A  little  um^  and  scaroely  fillM,  containsi 
Yet  great  in  Homer,  still  Achilles  liyes ; 
And,  equal  to  himself,  himself  surriyes. 

His  buckler  owns  its  fonner  lord ;  an4  bringt 
New  cause  of  strtfe  betwixt  contending  kings ; 
Who  worthiest,  after  him,  his  sword  to  wield, 
Or  wear  his  armour,  or  sustain  hit  shield. 
Ey*n  Diomedc  sate  mute,  with  down-cast  eyes  j 
ConsciouB^of  wonted  worth  to  win  tbe  prize : 


Nor  Menelaus  presomM  thestf  arms  to  cl 

Nor  he  the  king  of  men,  a  greater  name. 

Two  rival8  only  rosę :  Laertes'  son. 

And  the  vast  bulk  of  Ajax  Telamon. 

The  king,  who  cherish'd  each  with  equal  lore^ 

And  from  himself  all  euvy  wouŁd  remove, 

Łeft  both  to  be  determin'd  by  the  laws ; 

And  to  the  Grecian  chiefs  transferr^d  the  cause* 
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The  chiefs  were  set,  the  sołdiers  crown*d  the  field 

To  these  the  master  of  the  seyenfold  shield 

Upstarted  fieroe,  and,  kindled  with  dtsdaiD, 

Eager  to  speak,  unabie  to  contain 

His  boiling  ragę,  he  rolPd  bis  eyes  around 

The  shore,  and  Grecian  galleys  haul'd  a-groand. 

Then  stretching  out  his  hands, "  O  Jove,»»  be  cry'd, 

**  M  ust  then  our  cause  before  the  fleet  be  try'd  ł 

And  dares  Ulysses  for  the  prize  contend, 

In  sight  of  what  he  durst  not  onoe  defend  } 

But  basely  fled  that  memorable  day, 

When  I  from  Hector^s  hands  redeem*d  the  flaming 

So  much  'tis  safer  at  the  noisy  ber  [prey. 

With  worda  to  liourish,  than  eugage  in  war. 

By  different  methods  we  maintain*d  our  right. 

Nor  am  I  madę  to  talk,  nor  he  to  figfat. 

In  bloody  fields  I  labour  to  be  great ; 

His  arms  are  a  smooth  tongue,  and  soft  deceit. 

Nor  need  I  speak  my  deeds,  for  those  you  see  ^ 

The  Sun  and  day  are  witpesses  for  me. 

Let  him  who  fights  unseen  relate  his  own. 

And  Youch  the  silent  stars  and  oonscious  Moon* 

Great  is  the  prize  demanded,  i  confess, 

But  such  an  abject  rival  makes  it  less. 

That  gift,  those  honours,  he  but  hopVł  to  gain, 

Can  lcave  no  room  for  Ajax  to  be  yain : 

Losing  he  wins,  because  his  name  will  be^ 

Ennobkd  by  ddeat,  who  durst  contend  with  me. 

Were  minę  own  yalour  questłon*d,  yet  my  blood 

Without  that  plea  would  make  my  title  good : 

My  sire  was  Telamon,  whose  arms,  employ'd 

With  Hercules,  these  Trojan  walls  destroy*d ; 

And  who  before,  with  Jason,  sent  from  Greece, 

In  the  first  ship  brought  borne  the  gołden  fleece : 

Great  Telamon  from  JEacn^  deriTCs 

His  birtb  (th'  inąuisitor  of  guilty  lives 

In  shades  below ;  where  Sisyphus,  whose  son 

This  thief  is  thought,  rolls  up  the  restless  heayy 

stone). 
Just  .Sacus  the  king  of  gods  above 
Begot:  thus  Ajax  is  the  third  from  Joye. 
Nor  sbould  I  seek  advantage  ftom  my  linę, 
Unless,  Achilles,  it  were  mix*d  with  thine : 
As  next  of  kin  Achilles'  arms  I  claim ; 
This  feUow  would  ingraft  a  foreign  name 
Upon  our  stock,  and  the  Sisyphian  seed 
By  fraud  and  theft  assetts  his  iather^s  breed« 
Then  must  I  lose  these  arms,  because  I  came 
To  fight  uncaU'd,  a  Toluntary  name  ? 
Nor  shunn*d  the  cause,  but  o£fer'd  you  my  aid, 
While  he,  long  lurkfng,  was  to  war  betray'd : 
Forc'd  to  the  fiold  he  came,  but  in  tbe  rear  ; 
And  feign'd  distraction  to  oonceal  his  fisar : 
Till  one  morę  cunning  caught  him  in  the  smune^ 
(Ul  for  himself)  and  dragg'd  him  into  wac^ 
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Kow  leŁ  ft  bero^s  ftnns  a  coward  Test, 
And  he,  whoahimii^d  aU  hpnours,  gain  tbeb«st; 
Aad  let  one  stand  ezduded  fram  my  right,' 
Robb^d  of  my  kiiiBmaii^s  aims,  who  fint  appear^d 

in  figjht. 
Better  lor  os,  al  home  be  bad  remain'd, 
Had  it  been  tme  the  madaess  whicb  be  feign'd, 
Or  ao  believM ;  the  lesa  had  been  our  shame, 
Tbe  less  bis  ooanselPd  crime,  which  bnuids  the 

Oroctan  name ; 
Nor  Pbiloctetcs  had  been  left  enclos^d 
lo  a  bare  iaje,  to  wants  and  patns  expos'd, 
Wbere  to  the  rocks,  with  solitary  groans. 
Hu  sui&rings  and  our  baseness  he  bemoans  ; 
And  wishes  (so  noay  Heaven  his  wish  fiilfil) 
Tbe  dne  rewaid  to  him  who  cansM  his  ill. 
Now  he»  with  iis  to  Troy'8  destruction  sworn, 
Onr  brother  of  the  war,  by  whom  are  borne 
Alcides*  arrows,  pent  in  tiarrow  bounds, 
With  oold  and  bonger  pinch^d,  and  pain'd  with 

woonds. 
To  find  him  foćid  and  dothing,  most  employ 
Against  the  birds  the  shafts  dne  to  the  ćite  of 

Troy. 
Yet  still  he  liYes,  and  lives  firom  treason  firee, 
Beeanse  he  left  Ulysses'  company : 
Poor  Ptslamede  might  wish,  so  void  of  aid 
Sather  to  have  been  left>  than  so  to  death  betray'd. 
Hie  coward  borę  the  man  immortal  spite, 
Wbo  sham'd  him  ont  of  madness  into  fight: 
Nor,  daring  otherwise  to  rent  his  bate ; 
Accns'd  him  fint  of  treason  to  the  state ; 
And  then  for  proof  produc'd  the  gdden  storę 
Himsdf  had  hidden  in  his  tent  bdbre : 
Thns  of  two  champions  he  depriv'd  our  bost. 
By  eńle  one,  and  one  by  treason  lost.    • 
Thas  f^hts  Ulysses,  thus  his  famę  estends, 
A  formidable  man,  but  to  his  friends : 
Gieat,  for  wfaat  greatness  is  in  words  and  sound: 
ET^n  &itfafal  Nestor  less  in  both  is  found : 
Bat  that  he  might  without  a  rival  reign, 
He  left  his  &ithlul  Nestor  on  the  plain ; 
Foiaook  his  friend  ev'n  at  his  utmost  need, 
Whoy  tir'd  and  tardy,  with  his  wounded  steed, 
CryM  out  for  aid,  and  caH*d  him  by  his  name; 
Bnt  Cowardioe  bas  neither  ears  nor  shame : 
Thns  fled  the  good  old  man,  bereft  of  aid, 
And,  for  as  much  as  lay  in  him,  betrsyM. 
That  this  is  not  a  &hłe  forg*d  by  me, 
like  one  of  his,  an  Ulyssean  lie, 
I  Tooch  erhi  Diomede,  who,  though  his  friend, 
Cannot  that  aet  eiEcnse,  much  less  defend : 
He  caird  him  back  alood,  and  taz^d  his  fear ; 
And  sare  enonią^h  he  heard,  but  durst  not  hear. 
"  Tbe  gods  with  eqoal  eyes  on  mortals  look ; 
He  jostly  was  ibrsaken,  who  forsook : 
Wanted  that  suoconr  h«  refosM  to  lend, 
Foond  erery  Mlow  sucb  another  friend  : 
No  wonder,  if  be  roar^d  that  aU  might  hear. 
Hit  elocution  was  increas'd  by  fear : 
]  beard,  I  nm,  1  fbund  him  Qut  of  breath. 
Pale,  trembling,  and  balf  dead  with  fiear  of  death. 
Tboó^  be  had  jodg^d  himself  by  bis  own  laws, 
And  itood  condemnM,  I  help^d  the  common  cause: 
With  my  bnMd  bodder  bid  him  from  the  foe, 
(Ct*b  the  shield  trembling  as  he  lay  beiow) 
Aodfrom  impendłng  late  the  coward  fteed : 
Oood  HeaTen  foi^TC  me  for  so  bad  a  deed! 
Httill  be  will  penistj  and  urge  the  strife, 
fint  kt  bim  gł«e  me  back  his  foifeit  Ufe : 


Let  bim  return  to  that  opprobrious  field; 
Again  creep  under  my  protecting  shield : 
Let  him  lie  wounded,  let  the  foe  be  near. 
And  let  his  quivering  heart  confess  his  fear; 
There  put  hun  in  the  Tery  jaws  of  Fate ; 
And  let  him  plead  bis  cause  in  tbat  estate : 
And  yet,  when  snatch'd  from  Death,  when  {rom 

below 
My  lifted  shield  I  loos'd  and  let  him  go,    [bound 
Good  Heavens,  how  ligbt  he  rosę,  with  what  a 
He  sprung  from  Earth,  forgetful  of  his  wound : 
How  fresb,  how  eager  then  his  feet  to  ply ; 
Who  had  not  strength  to  stand,  had  speed  to  fly ! 
Hector  came  on,  and  brought  the  gods  along; 
Fear  seiz'd  alike  tbe  feeble  and  the  strong : 
Each  Greek  was  an  Ulysses;  such  a  diead 
Th*  approach,  and  ev'n  the  sound,  of  Hector  bred: 
Him,  fleshed  with  slaughter,  and  with  conąuest 

crown'd,  , 
I  met,  and  over-turn'd  him  to  the  ground, 
When  after,  matchless  as  he  deem*d  in  might, 
'  He  challeng'd  all  our  bost  to  single  ^g^t. 
Ali  eyes  were  fix'd  on  me:  the  lots  were  thrown; 
Bot  for  your  champion  I  was  wish'd  alone :  [yield ; 
Your  Tows  were  heard;  we  fought,  and  neither 
Yet  I  retum'd  unvanqui8h*d  from  the  field. 
1  With  JoTe  to  friend  thMnsuHing  Trojan  came. 
And  menac*d  us  with  foroe,  our  fleet  with  flame  2 
Was  it  the  strength  of  this  tong^e-Taliant  lord,^ 
Ip  that  black  hour  that  sav'd  you  from  the  sword  } 
Or  was  my  breast  exp08'd  alone,  to  brave 
A  thousaiHl  swords,  a  thousand  ships  to  safe  ? 
The  hópes  of  your  return !  and  can  you  yield, 
For  a  8av'd  fleet,  less  than  a  single  shield  } 
Think  it  no  boast,  O  Grecians.  if  I  decm 
These  arms  want  Ajax,  morę  than  Ajax  them  j 
Or,  I  with  them  an  equal  honour  share ; 
They  honour^d  to  be  wom,  aod  I  to  wear. 
Will  he  compare  my  conrage  with  his  flight  ł 
As  well  he  may  compare  the  day  with  night.' 
Night  is  indeed  the  province  of  his  reign : 
Yet  all  his  da^  expioits  no  raore  contain, 
Than  a  spy  taken,  and  a  sieeper  sląin ; 
A  priest  nutde  prisoner,  Pallas  madę  a  prey  : 
But  nonę  of  all  these  actions  done  by  day : 
Nor  aught  of  these  was  done  and  Diomede  away« 
If  on  such  petty  merits  you  confer 
So  vast  a  prize,  let  each  his  portion  share  ; 
Make  a  just  dińdend ;  and  if  not  all, 
The  greater  part  to  Diomede  will  fali. 
But  why  for  Ithadus  such  arms  as  those, 
Who  naked  and  by  night  inmdes  his  foes  ? 
The  glittering  hełm  by  moonlight  will  proclaim 
The  latent  robber,  and  prerent  his  gamę : 
Nor  could  he  hołd  his  tottering  head  upiight 
Beneath  that  motion,  or  sustaiutbeweigfat; 
Nor  t;hat  right  arm  could  toss  the  beamy  lance ; 
Much  less  the  left  that  ampler  shield  adrance, 
Ponderous  with  precious  weight,  and  rough  with 
Of  the  round  world  in  rising  gold  emboss'd.  [cosl 
That  orb  would  ill  become  lus  band  to  wiehl. 
And  look  as  for  the  gold  he  siole  the  shield ; 
Which  shonld  your  errour  on  the  wretoh  bestoi^ 
It  would  not  frighten,  but  alłare  tbe  foe : 
Why  asks  he,  what  avails  him  not  in  fight. 
And  would  but  cumber  and  retard  his  flight, 
In  which  his  only  ezoellence  is  plac'd  } 
You  giTC  him  death,  that  intercept  his  bastej 
Add,  that  his  own  is  yet  a*maident8hield, . 
Nor  the  least  dint  has  suifer^d  in  thfi  fus^. 
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Guiltless  óf  figcht :  mine  batterM,  hew>d,  and  bor'd, 
Worn  out  of  servtce,  miist  foreake  his  lord. 
What  fiirthcr  need  of  words  our  right  to  scan  ? 
My  argumentu  are  decds,  let  action  speak  the  man. 
Since  iVoin  a  champion' s  arn^s  the  9trife  arose, 
So  cast  the  glorious  prize  amid  the  foes  ; 
Thcn  send  us  to  redeera  both  arms  and  shield, 
And  let  him  wcar  who  wins  them  in  the  field." 

He  said :  a  murmur  from  the  nmltittide, 
Or  soinewhat  iike  a  stifled  shout,  ensued : 
Till  from  his  seat  arose  Lacrtcs*  son, 
Look^d  down  awhile,  and  paus'd  erc  he  begun  ; 
Then  to  th'  expecting  audience  raTs'd  his  look. 
And  not  without  prepai^d  attentionv  s{)oke  : 
Soft  was  his  tonę,  and  sober  was  his  fiiee ; 
Actionbis  words,  and  words  bis  acti  on  gracc.[prayer, 

"  If  Heaven,  my  lords,  had  heard  our  common 
These  arms  had  caus'd  no  quarrc1  for  an  heir  $ 
Still  great  Achilles  had  his  own  poasess^d. 
And  we  with  great  Achilles  had  been  blessM. 
But  sińce  haid  Fate,  and  HcaTen*s  severe  decrce, 
Have  ravish'd  him  away  from  you  and  me 
(At  this  he  sigh'd,  and  wip'd  his  eyes,  and  drew, 
Or  seem'd  to  draw,  some  drops  of  kindly  de  w) 
Who  better  can  succeed  Achilles  lost, 
Than  he  who  gave  Achilles  to  yonr  host  ? 
lliis  only  I  request,  that  neither  he   " 
'May  gain,  by  being  what  he  seems  tó  be, 
A  stupid  thing,  nor  I  may  lose  the  prize, 
By  having  sense,  which  Heaven  to  him  denies : 
Since,  great  or  smali,  the  talent  I  enjoy'd 
Was  erer  in  the  common  cause  employ'd : 
Nor  let  my  wit,  and  wotited  eloąaence, 
Whiph  ofteii  has  been  us'd  in  your  defenre 
And  in  my  own,  this  only  time  be  brought 
/To  bear  against  myself,  and  deeni^d  a  fault. 
Make  not  a  crime  where  Naturę  roade  it  nonę ; 
For  erery  man  may  freely  use  his  own. 
The  deeds  of  long-descended  ancestors 
Are  but  by  grace  of  imputation  ours, 
Theirs  in  eSect ;  but  sińce  he  draws  his  linę 
From  Jove,  and  seems  to  plead  a  right  divinc ; 
From  Jove,  Iike  him»  I  claim  my  pedigree, 
And  am  descended  in  the  same  degree : 
My  sire,  Łaertes,  was  Aroesius'  beir, 
Arcesius  was  the  son  of  Jupiter : 
No  parrlcide,  no  banish^d  man,  is  known 
In  all  my  linę :  let  him  esccuae  his  own. 
Hermes  ennobles  too  my  mother^s  side. 
By  both  my  parents  to  the  gods  ally*d ; 
But  not  because  that  on  the  female  part  ^ 

My  blood  is  better,  ^9xe  I  claim  descrt, 
Or  that  my  sire  irom  parricide  is  firee  j 
But  judge  by  merit  betwixt  bim  and  me: 
The  prize  be  to  the  best ;  prorided  yet, 
That  Ajax  for  a  while  his  kin  forg;et. 
And  his  great  sire,  and  greater  uncle^s  name. 
To  fortiiy  by  them  his  feeble  claim : 
Be  kindred  and  relation  taid  aside, 
And  hoDoar'8  cause,  by  laws  of  honoar  tryM : 
For  if  be  plead  proximity  of  blood, 
That  empty  titte  is  with  ease  withstood. 
Peleus,  the  hero^s  sire,  morę  nigh  than  he, 
And  Pyrrbus  bis  undoubted  progeny, 
Inherit  ftrst  these  trophies  of  the  field ; 
To  Scyros,  or  to  Phthia,  send  the  shield : 
And  Teucer  has  an  uncle's  right;  yet  he 
Waves  bis  pretensions,  nor  contends  with  me. 
/    "  Theił,  sińce  the  cause  on  parę  desert  is  pUic*d, 
Wbence  ihall  i  taks  my  im,  wlMt  leckon  Iwt? 


I  not  presume  on  erery  act  to  dwell, 
But  4ake  these  few,  in  order  as  they  fell. 

"  Thetis,  who  knew  the  Fates,  apply'd  her  care 
To  keep  Achilles  in  disguise  from  war ; . 
And,  till  the  threatening  influence  were  pa8t» 
A  woman'8  habit  on  the  bero  cast, 
All  eyes  were  cozen^d  by  the  borrowM  rest. 
And  Ajax  (never  mśer  than  the  rest) 
Found  no  Pelides  there :  at  length  1  came 
With  proffer^d  warcs  to  this  pretended  damę  ; 
She,  not  discorer^d  by  hcr  mień  or  voice, 
Betray'd  her  manhood  by  her  manty  choice  ; 
And  while  on  femal^  toys  her  fellows  lock, 
Graj^*d  in  her  warlike  band,  a  jarelin  sbook  ; 
Whom,  by  this  act  rerealM,  I  tbus  bespoke  : 
'  O  goddess-bom !  resist  not  Heaven*s  decree, 
The  fali  of  Mium  is  niserv'd  for  tbee;' 
Then,  seiz*d  him,  and,  produc^d  in'open  light, 
Sent  biushing  to  the  field  the  fieital  knigbt. 
Mine  then  are  all  his  actions  of  the  war^ 
Great  Telephus  was  conquer*d  by  my  spear. 
And  after  cur'd :  to  me  the  Thebans  ow«, 
Lesbos  and  Tenedos,  tbetr  OTerthrow ; 
Scyros  and  Cylla:  not  on  all  to  dwell, 
By  me  Lyrnesus  and  strong  Chrysa  fell : 
And  sińce  I  sent  the  man  who  Hector  slew» 
To  me  the  noble  Hector^s  death  is  doe : 
Those  arms  I  put  ińto  his  liiring  hand, 
Those  arms,  Peiides  dead,  I  now  demand. 

"  WbenOreecewas  injur'dintheSpartan  prince. 
And  met  at  Aulis  to  reyenge  th*  offence, 
'Twas  a  dead  calm,  or  adrerse  blasts,  that  relgn*d. 
And  in  the  port  the  wind-bound  fleet  detain'd  z 
Bad  signs  were  seen,  and  oracles  severe 
'Were  dailv  thunder'd  in  our  genend^s  ear : 
That  by  his  daughter^s  blood  we  must  appease 
Diana'8  kindled  wrath,  and  free  the  seas. 
Aifection,  interest,  famę,  his  heart  assaiPd ; 
But  soon  the  fotber  o'er  the  king  prevaird ; 
Bold>  on  himself  be  took  the  pious  crinie* 
As  angry  with  the  gods,  as  they  with  him» 
No  subject  oould  sostain  tbeir  sovereign's  look, 
Till  this  bard  enterprize  I  undertook : 
I  only  durst  th'  imperial  power  control, 
And  undermin*d  the  parent  in  his  soiU ; 
Forc^d  him  t'  exert  the  king  for  common  good. 
And  pay  our  ransom  with  his  daugfater's  blood. 
Never  was  cause  morę  diificult  to  plead, 
Than  where  the.  judge  against  himself  decreed  r 
Yet  this  1  won  by  dint  of  argument ; 
The  wrongs  bis  injur'd  brother  underwent. 
And  his  own  oflice,  8ham'd  bim  to  consent. 

"  Twas  harder  yet  to  move  the  motfaer^s  mind. 
And  to  this  heavy  task  was  1  designM: 
Reasons  against  her  love  1  knew  were  yain : 
I  circumvented  whom  1  could  not  gain : 
Had  Ajax  5een  employ*d,  our  slacken*d  saila 
Had  stilt  at  Aulis  waited  happy  galćs. 

**  Arńy*d  atTroy,  your  choice  was  fix'd  on  me« 
A  feariess  envoy,  fit  for  a  bold  embassy :    . 
Secure,  I  enter^d  through  the  hostile  court, 
Glittering  with  steel  and  croudod  with  resort : 
There  in  the  midst  of  arms,  1  plead  our  canae, 
Uige  the  foul  rape,  and  Tiolated  laws ; 
Accuse  the  foes,  as  authors  of  the  strife, 
Reproach  the  ravisher,  demand  tbe  wite. 
Priam,  Antenor,  and  the  wiserfcw, 
1  mov'd ;  but  Paris  and  his  lawless  crew      [stóod 
Scarce  beld  their  hands,  and  lifted  ^Words:  but 
la  act  to  queach  their  impioos  tbint  of  Uood  z 
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This  MeneUiu  knowt ;  expo«'d  to  sbare 
With  me  the  rough  preludium  of  tbe  war. 

"  Endlen  it  were  to  tell  wbat  I  have  done, 
Id  anns,  or  oounsel,  sioce  tha  siege  begun: 
The  fint  encoonten  past,  the  foe  repelPd, 
They  skulkM  within  the  town,  we  kept  tbe  field, 
Warseem*d  asleepfor  nine  loug  years;  atlength, 
Both  sidea  re8olvM  to  pusb,  we  try'd  our  strength, 
Kov  wbat  did  Ajaz  wbt!e  our  anns  took  breath, 
Yers^d  onły  i  u  tbe  gross  mechaaic  trade  of  death  ? 
]/  yoa  require  my  deeds,  with  ambusb'd  anns     * 
1  titpp'd  the  foe,  or  tirM  with  false  alarms  ; 
Secar'd  the  ahips,  drew  lines  along  tbe  ptain, 
Tbe  &iQtiBff  cbeer'd,  chastis^d  tbe  rebel-traio, 
ProTidtd  forage,  our  spent  anns  renew'd ; 
EmployM  at  bonie,  or  sent  abroad,  the  conunon 
cause  pursoód. 

"  The  king,  deluded  in  a  dream  by  JoTe, 
De^Mii^d  to  take  the  town,  and  order^d  to  remove# 
Wbat  flubject  durst  arraign  tbe  power  supremę^ 
Prodncing  JoTe  to  justify  bis  dream } 
4jax  migbt  wish  the  soldiers  to  retain 
Fnnn  shajneiul  flight,  but  wishes  were  in  vaio ; 
As  wanting  of  efifect  bad  been  his  woMs, 
Soch  as  of  course  bis  thundering  tongue  aifords. 
Bot  did  this  boaster  threaten,  did  be  pray,  - 
Or  by  bis  own  ezampje  urge  their  stay  ? 
Noae,  nooe  of  these,  but  ran  himself  away. 
I  saw  him  run,  and  was  asham'd  to  see ; 
Wbo  ply^d  bis  feet  so  foat  to  get  aboard  as  be  ? 
Thea,  speeding  through  the  place,  I  madę  a 

stand, 
Aad  loodly  cry'dy  *  O  hatą  degenerate  band^ 
To  leaye  a  town  already  in  yoar  band, 
After  so  loog  eicpense  of  blood,  for  famę. 
To  bring  borne  notbing  bntperpetual  shame!' 
Tbese  words,  or  wbat  1  harc  foi|potten  sińce, 
(Por  grief  inspir'd  me  then  with  eloqttence) 
Beduc^d  their  minds,  they  leaTc  the  crowded  port, 
And  to  their  late  forsaken  camp  resort; 
Dłsniay'd«the  council  met :  this  man  was  tbere. 
Bat  mote,  and  not  recoyer'd  of  bis  fiear : 
Thersitcs  tax'd  the  king,  and  loudly  raiPd, 
But  bis  wide-opening  mouth  with  blows  I  seal'd. 
Theo,  rising,  I  excite  their  soołs  to  famę. 
And  kindle  sleepiog  Tirtne  ioto  flame. 
Frum  tbence,  wfaaftever  be  perform'd  in  fight 
Ii  jastiy  minę  «^o  drew  him  back  from  flight. 

"  WbichoftheGrecianchiefsconsortswiththee } 
But  Diomede  desires  my  company. 
And  still  oommunicates  his  praise  with  me. 
As  jruided  by  a  god,  secure  be  goes, 
Arm*d  with  my  fełlowship,  amid  tbe  foet : 
And  snre  no  iHUe  merit  I  may  boast, 
Whom  soch  a  man  selects  from  such  an  bost } 
Unibrc^d  by  lots,  I  went  without  affrigbt. 
To  dare  with  him  tbe  dangers  of  the  night » 
On  the  same  errand  sent,  we  met  tbe  spy 
Of  Hector,  dcnible-tóBgued,  and  ua'd  to  lie; 
Uini  I  dispatch'd,  but  not  till,  uodennin^d, 
I  drew  biro  first  to  tell  wbat  treacberous  Troy 

design^d: 
Hy  task  perform'^,  with  praise  I  bad  retir'd, 
Bik,  net  content  with  this,  io  greater  praise  aspifd; 
iDTaded  Rbcesns,  and  bis  Thracian  crew, 
Aod  him,  and  his,  in  their  own  streogth,  I  siew ; 
KetumHl  a  Tietor,  all  my  tows  complete, 
With  tbe  king^s  chariot,  in  bis  royal  seat : 
Befiise  m    now  his  arms,  wbose  fiery  steeds 
Wei«  pcoiiiit*d  tQ  tbe  spy  6ir  his  nocturnal  de«d9 : 


And  let  doli  Ąjax  bear  away  my  right 
When  all  his  c^ys  out-balance  this  one  ni^Ł 

"  Nor  fougbt  I  darfcling  still:  the  Sun  bebeld 
With  siaughter>d  Łyctans  when  I  strew'd  the  ńM? 
You  saw  and  counted,  as  I  passM  along, 
Alastor,  Cromius,  Ceranos  the  strong, 
Alcander,  Prytanis^  and  Halius, 
Noemon>  Charopes,  and  Ennomus, 
ChooD,  Chersidamas;  and  flve  beside^ 
Men  of  obscure  descent,  but  courage  try'd ; 
AU  these  this  band  latd  bi^thless  on  the  groond; 
Nor  want  I  proofs  of  many  a  manly  wound : 
All  bonest,  all  before :  beliere  not  me ; 
Words  may  deccive,  but  credit  wbat  you  see." 
At  this  he  bar^d  his  breast,  and  show*d  his-scars, 
As  of  a  farrow'd  field,  well  plougb^d  with  wars  ; 
"  Nor  is  this  part  unexercis'd,"  said  be; 
"  Tbat  giant  bulh  of  his  from  wounds  is  free : 
Safe  in  his  shietd  he  fears  no  foe  to  try. 
And  better  manages  his  blood  than  1 : 
But  this  arails  me  not ;  our  boaster  stroTte 
Not  with  our  foes  alone,  but  partial  Jotc^ 
To  8ave  the  fleet :  this  I  confess  is  tnie, 
(Nor  will  1  take  from  any  man  his  due) 
But  thus  assuming  all,  be  robs  from  you. 
Sumę  part  of  honour  to  your  share  will  (all, 
He  did  the  best  indeed,  but  did  not  alL 
Patrocles  in  Achilles'  arms,  and  thougbt 
The  chief  he  seemHl,  with  equal  ardour  fought  $ 
PrcserrM  the  fleet,.  repelPd  the  ragiog  fire. 
And  forc'd  the  foarfol  Trojans  to  retire. 

"  But  Ajax  boasts,  tbat  be  was  only  thonght 
A  matcb  for  Heiftor,  who  tlie  combat  sooght : 
Surę  he  forgets  the  king,  the  chiefs,  and  me  ; 
All  were  as  eager  for  the  fight  as  be  ; 
He,  but  tbe  ninth,  and,  not  by  public  voice, 
Or  ours  preferr^d,  was  only  Fortune^s  <:boice : 
They  fought ;  nor  can  our  bero  boast  th'  eventy 
For  Hector  from  the  field  unwounded  went. 

<*  Why  am  1  fovc'd  to  nanoe  tbat  fatal  day, 
That  8natch'd  the prop  and  pride  of  Greece  away? 
I  saw  Pelides  stnK,  with  pious  grief. 
And  ran  in  vain,  alaa !  to  bis  relief; 
For  the  brave  soul  was  fled :  fuli  of  tty  friend, 
I  rush'd  amid  the  war,  his  relics  to  defend : 
Nor  c«aB'd  my  toil  till  I  ledeemM  the  prey. 
And,  loaded  with  Achilles,  marcb*d  away : 
Those  arms,  wbich  on  these  shoulders  then  I  borę, 
Tis  just  you  to  these  sboulders  should  restore. 
You  see  I  want  not  nerves,  who  could  sustain 
Tbe  ponderotts  mins  of  so  great  a  man : 
Or  if  in  others  equal  force  you  find, 
Noue  is  endued  with  a  morę  grateful  mind. 

"  Did  Tbetis  then,  ambitious  in  ber  care, 
These  arms  thus  labŃ>ur'd  for  ber  son  prepare, 
lliat  Ajax  after  him  the  be»venly  gift  should  wear  f 
For  that  duU  soul  to  stare  with  stupid  eyes, 
Ou  the  1tfam*d  unintelligible  priae ! 
What  are  to  him  the  sculptnres  of  tbe  sbield, 
Heaven'8  planets,  £arŁh,and  Ocean^s  watery  field  t 
The  Pleiads,  Uyads;  less  and  greater  Bear, 
Undipp^d  in  seas;  Orion'sangry  star; 
Two  differidg  cities,  gTav'd  on  eitber  hand  ? 
Would  be  wear  arms  he  cannot  understand? 

"  Beside,  wbat  wise  objections  be  preparet 
Against  my  late  aocession  to  the  wars  ! 
Does  not  the  fool  perceive  his  argument 
Is  with  morę  foroe  against  Achilles  bent? 
For  if  dissembling  be  so  great  a  crime, 
Tbe  &ttlt  Is  conuBon,  aod  the  same  in  bilftt 
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And  if  he  tanea  botli  of  long  delay, 
Idy  guilŁ  is  less,  who  sooner  came  away. 
>  His  piou8  mother,  anxiou8  for  his  life, 
I)etaiu*d  her  son ;  and  me,  my  pious  wtfe. 
To  them  the  blossoms  of  our  youth  were  dae : 
Our  riper  manhood  we  re8erv'd  for  you. 
But  grant  me  guilty,  tis  not  much  my  care, 
When  with  so  greot  a  man  my  guiit  1  share : 
My  wit  to  war  the  matchless  hero  brought, 
But  bythis  fool  he  never  had  been  caught. 

**  Nor  need  I  wonder,  that  on  me  he  threw 
Such  foul  aspersions,  when  he  spares  not  you : 
If  Palamede  iR^ustly  fell  by  me, 
Your  honour  soffer^d  in  th*  ui\just  decree ; 
I  but  accosM,  you  doom^d :  and  yet  he  dy'd, 
ConrincM  of  ti^easou^  and  was  fairly  try>d : 
You  heard  not  he  >vas  false ;  your  eyes  beheld 
The  traitor  manifest ;  the  bribe  reveal'd. 

**  That  Philoctetes  is  on  Lemnos  left, 
Wounded,  forlom,  of  human^id  bereft, 
Ib  not  my  crime,  or  not  my  crime  alone ; 
Defend  your  justice,  for  the  facfsyour  own : 
Tis  tnie,  th*  advice  was  minę ;  that  stwying  tbere 
He  might  his  weary  limbs  with  rest  repair, 
From  a  long  royage  firee,  and  from  a  longer  war. 
He  took  th'  counsel,  and  he  lives  at  least ; 
Th'  event  deciares  I  counselPd  for  tiie  best : 
Though  faith  is  all,  in  ministers  of  state ; 
For  who  can  promise  to  be  fortunate  ? 
Now  sińce  his  arrows  are  the  fate  of  Troy, 
Do  not  my  wit,  or  weak  address,  employ; 
Send  Ajax  there,  with  his  persuasiye  sense. 
To  moUify  the  man,  and  draw  him  thence : 
But  ^Canthus  shall  run  backward ;  Ida  stand 
A  leafless  mountain ;  and  the  Oreciau  band 
Shall  fight  for  Troy;  if,  when  my  coun^s&il, 
The  wit  of  heavy  Ajaic  can  prerail. 

"  Hard  Philoctetes,  exercise  ihy  spleen 
Against  thy  fdlows,  and  the  king  of  men ; 
Curse  my  devoted  head,  above  the  rest. 
And  wish  in  arms  to  meet  me  breast  to  breast : 
Yet  1  the  daiigerous  task  will  undertake, 
And  either  die  mjrself,  or  bring  thee  back. 

**  Nor  doubt  the  same  success,  as  when  before 
The  Phrygian  prophet  to  these  tents  I  borę, 
8urpriz'd  by  nigbt,  and  forc'd  him  to  declare 
In  what  was  pku^d  the  fortunę  of  the  war; 
HeaTen'8  dark  decrees  and  answers  to  display, 
And  how  to  take  the  town,  and  where  the  secret 
lay: 

Yet  this  I  compass^d,  and  firom  Troy  conT0y'd 
The  fiital  image  of  their  guardian  maid : 
That  work  was  minę ;  for  Pallas,  though  our  friend, 
Yet  while  she  was  in  Troy,  did  Troy  defend. 
Now  what  has  Ajax  done,  or  what  design*d  } 
A  noisy  notfaing,  and  an  empty  wind. 
If  he  be  what  he  promises  in  show, 
Why  was  I  sent,  and  why  fear*d  he  to  go  ? 
Oar  boasting  champion  thougfat  the  task  not  ligbt 
To  pass  the  guarde,  commit  himself  to  night : 
Not  only  through  a  hostile  town  to  pass. 
But  scalę,  with  steep  ascent,  the  sacred  place ; 
With  wandering  steps  to  search  the  citadel, 
And  from  the  pi^iests  their  patroness  to  st^ : 
Then  through  surroundingfoes  to  force  my  way. 
And  bear  in  triumph  homethe  heaTonly  prey  ; 
Which  had  I  not,  Ajaz  in  ^ain  had  held, 
Before  that  monstrous  bulk,  his  serenfold  shield. 
That  night  to  con^uer  Troy  I  might  be  said> 
When  Troy  was  liaUe  to  conqiiest  made» 


**  Why  poinffit  tfao»  to  my  partner  of  tha 

war^ 
Tydidea  had  indeed  a  worthy  share 
In  all  my  toil  and  praise ;  but  when  thy  mi^t 
Our  ships  protecteid,  didstthou  stngiy  nght  ? 
All  join'd,  and  thou  of  many  wert  but  one  ; 
I  a8k'd  no  friend,  nor  had,  but  him  alone : 
AVlio,  had  he  not  been  well  assui^d,  that  9xt 
And  conduct  were  of  war  the  better  part. 
And   morę   avail'd  ,than   stiength,  my    valiant 

friend 
Had  urg'd  a  better  right,  than  ĄJajc  can  pretend : 
Ab  good  at  least  Eurypylus  may  claim, 
And  the  morę  modeiate  Ą}ax  of  the  name: 
The  Cretan  king,  and  his  brave  charioteer. 
And  Menelaus  bold  with  sword  and  spear : 
All  these  had. been  my  rivals  in  the  shieki. 
And  yet  all  these  to  my  pretensions  yield. 
Hiy  boisterous  hands  are  then  of  use,  when  I 
With  this  directing  head  thoce  hands  apply. 
Brawn  without  brain  is  thine :  my  pnident  car» 
Foresees,  provides,  administers  the  war : 
Thy  province  is  to  fight,  but  when  shall  be 
The  time  to  fi^t,  the  king  oonsnlts  with  me : 
No  dram  of  judgment  with  thy  force  is  join'd; 
Thy  body  is  of  profit,  and  my  mind. 
By  how  much  morę  the  sbip  of  safety  ewea      ^ 
To  him  who  Bteers,  than  him  that  only  rows  ; 
By  how  much  morę  the  captain  merits  praise 
Than  he  who  flghts,  and  fij^tifig  but  obeys  ; 
By  so  much  greater  is  my  worth  than  thine, 
Who  canst  but  execute  what  I  design. 
What  gain'st  thou,  brutal  man,  if  I  confess 
Thy  Btrength  superior,  when  thy  wit  is  less  ? 
Mind  is  the  man :  I  claim  my  whole  desert 
From  the  mind'$  vigour,  and  th'  immortal  part 
**  But  you,  O  Grecian  ćhaefe,  reward  my  care. 
Be  grateful  to  your  watchman  of  the  war : 
For  all  my  labours  in  so  ląng  a  space. 
Surę  I  may  plead  a  title  to  your  grace : 
Enter  the  town ;  I  then  unbarr'd  the  gates, 
When  I  remov*d  their  tutelary  faJtes, 
"By  all  our  common  hopes,  if  hopes  they  be 
Which  I  haTe  now  reduc'd  to  certainty ; 
By  feUing  Tioy,  by  yonder  tottering  towera. 
And  by  their  taken  gods,  which  now  are  ours  ; 
Or  if  ther^  yet  a  ferther  task  remaius. 
To  be  perform'd  by  prudence  or  by  pains  ; 
If  yet  some  desperate  action  rests  bdiind, 
That  asks  high  conduct,  and  a  dauntless  mind  | 
If  ought  be  wanting  to  the  Tnjan  doom, 
M^ch  nonę  but  1  can  manage  and  o'ercome  ; 
Award  those  arms  I  ask,  by  your  decree : 
Or  give  to  this  what  you  )refiase  to  me." 

He  ceas'd :  and  ceasing  with  reapecthe  bow^d, 
And  with  hishand  at  oncethe  fieital  statuę  shov'd« 
Hearen,  air,  and  ocean  rung,  with  loud  applause. 
And  by  the  generał  yote  he  gain'd  his  cause. 
Thus  conduct  won  the  prize,  when  courage  feil^ 
And  eloąuenoe  o^er  bratał  foroe  prevaird. 

THE  DBATH  OF  AJAX. 


Hx  who  could  often,  and  alone,  (withatand 
The  foe,  the  fire,  and  Jove's  own  paitial  band, 
Now  cannot  his  unmaster'd  grief  sustain. 
But  yields  to  ragę,  to  madness,  and  disdain  ; 
Then  snatching  out  his  fiuKduon,   *<  Tliou," 

he, 
<«  Art  mine^  Ulyases  layi  no  claim  to  thee» 
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Odtai  tiy^  and  ensr  trusty  swoid, 
Sov  do  thy  bst  kiiid  ofiice  to  thy  lord : 
lis  Ajax  who  reąnests  thy  aid,  to  show 
Ine  but  himseif,  himtelf  could  overthrow." 
fiewid,«nd,  withso  good  a  will  to  die, 
Kd  fco  his  hreast  the  &tal  point  apply, 
i  fcnad  hii  heart,  a  way  till  then  anknown, 
i  Vkie  nerer  v«»poii  entei^d  trat  his  own : 
Xo  kands  oould  foice  it  thence,  so  fixt  it  stood, 
n  oot  it  nuh>d,  ezpellM  by  streams  of  spouting 

błood. 
I  Ifefioitinl  blood  produCd  a  flower,  which  grew 
Ol  a  green  stem  ;  and  of  a  purple  hue : 
Jib  his,  wbom,  unaware,  Apollo  siew : 
hKribM  in  both,  the  letten  are  thę  same^ 
lut  tbose  ezpresa  the  grief,  and  tbese  the  name. 


THB   STORY   OF 

/eiS,  POLYPHEMUSy  AND  GALATEA. 

raOM  TflB  TlfflllTSBNTH  BOOK  Of 

0V1D>S   METAMORPHOSES. 

Aeit,  Ak  loveIy  youth,  whose  loss  I  mourn, 
Itan  Fnmis,  and  the  nymph  Sjnnethis  born, 
%t  both  his  pareats  pleasure ;  but  to  me 
Waii]l  tbat  Love  oould  make  a  loyer  be.^ 
Ik  gods  our  minds  in  mutual  bands  did  jom : 
|«ai  his  ooly  joy,  and  he  was  minę. 

iiitflen  samniera  the  sweet  youth  had  seen  ; 
drabtfal  down  began  to  shadehis  chin : 
a  Polypiienras  fint  distuib'd  our  joy, 
bw^me  fieroely,  as  1  lov'd  the  boy. 
Botwfaich  passion  in  my  soul  was  higher, 
hit  a^ersion,  or  my  first  desire : 
this  the  gieater  was,  nor  tbat  the  less  ; 
were  alike,  for  both  were  in  excess. 
\  Yenos,  tbee  both  Heayen  and  £arth  obey ; 
ttm  thy  power,  and  boundless  is  thy  sway. 
Cjndops,  who  defyVi  th'  etherial  throne, 
thoaght  no  thander  louder  than  his  own, 
Pj*  trrroor  of  the  woods,  and  wilder  far 
&■!  wolres  in  plains,  or  bears  in  forests  are, 
^  "^"""^y  hosŁ,  who  madę  his  bloody  feasts 
m  mt^ed  members  of  his  butcherM  guests, 
Kte  fett  the  Ibiee  of  love  and  fierce  desire, 
■ri  bvnt  §or  me,  with  unielenting  fire : 
pilot  his  cawna,  and  his  wooUy  care, 

\i  the  softness  of  a  lorer^s  air ; 
iii  ooBiM,    with  teeth  of  rakes,  his  mgged 
hair. 
with  a  crooked  scythe  his  heard  he  sleeks, 
wms  the  stabbom  stubble  of  his  cheeks ; 
haiatbe  eryatal  stream  he  looks,  to  try 
■i  «BBgrea,  and  rohs  his  glaring  eye. 
b  ereehy  and  thirst  of  blood  are  tost ; 

Milups  seeoreły  sail  along  the  coast. 

IW  prophct  Tekmns  (anriT^d  by  chance 
Ykoe  £tna*s  sominits  to  the  seas  adfance, 
MikHi  tbe  tvncks  of  erery  bird  that  flew, 
i  praaages  from  their  flylng  drew) 

tbe  Cyclopa,  tbat  Ulysses*  hand 

^Iśhfoadeyc  skoold  thnist  a  flaming  brand. 
IW  glut,  with  m.  aoorafel  grin,  repiyM, 
"'Tsiiai^nr,  tlMm  hast  &lsely  prophesyM  $ 
ttttiy  Łove  bis  flaming  brand  bas  tost ; 
^MU^on  tvo  Cur  eyes,  my  figbtl  loft" 


Thus,  wam'd  in  yain,  with  stalking  pace  he  strode. 
And  stampM  the  margin  of  the  briny  flood 
With  heavy  steps ;  and,  weary,  spughtagain 
The  cool  retirement  of  his  gloomy  den. 

A  promontory,  sharpening  by-degrees, 
Ends  in  a  wedge,  and  overIooks  the  seas : 
On  either  side,  faŃolow,  the  water  flows : 
This  airy  walk  the  giant^loYer  chose  ; 
Herę  on  the  midst  he  sate ;  his  flocks,  unled, 
Their  shepherd  fbllow'd,  and  securely  fed. 
A  pine,  so  burly,  and  of  length  so  vast, 
That  sailing  ships  requir*d  it  for  a  mast, 
He  wielded  for  a  staiT,  his  steps  to  guide : 
Bat  laid  it  by,  his  whiatle  while  he  try'd. 
A  hundred  reeds,  of  a  prodigious  growth, 
Scarće  madę  a  pipę  proportion'd  to  his  mouth : 
Which,  when  he  gave  it  wind,  the  rocks  around, 
And  watery  plains,  the  drcadful  hiss  resoand. 
I  heard  the  ruf&an  shepherd  nidely  blow, 
Where,  in  a  hoUow  cave,  1  sat  below  ; 
On  Acis'  bosom  I  my  head  reclin^d : 
And  still  preserye  the  poem  in  my  mind. 

**  O  love1y  Galatea,  whiter  far 
Than  fiiiiing  snows  and  rising  lilies  are ; 
Morę  flowery  than  the  meads,  as  crystal  bright; 
Rrect  as  alders,  and  of  equal  height ; 
Morę  wanton  than  a  kid ;  morę  sleek  thy  skin 
Than  orient  sbells,  that  on  the  shores  are  seen : 
Than  apples  ikirer,  when  the  boughs  tbey  ladę ; 
Pleasing,  as  winter  suns,  or  summer  shade : 
Morę  gratefiłl  to  the  sight,  than  goodly  plains ; 
And  softer  to  the  touCh,  than  down  of  swans, 
Or  curds  new  tum'd ;  and  sweeter  to  the  taJste, 
Than  swelling  grapes,  that  to  the  vintage  hastę : 
Morę  elear  tiian  ice,  or  ninning  streams,  that  stray  ^ 
Through  garden  plots,  but  ah!  morę  swift  than 

"  Yet,  Galatea,  barder  to  be  broke  [they. 

Than  bullocks,  unreclaim^d  to  bear  the  yoke : 
And  fiir  morę  stubborn  than  the  knotted  oak : 
Like  sliding  streams,  impossible  to  bold ; 
Like  them  (allacious ;  like  their  fountains,  cold : 
Morę  warping,  than  the  willow,  to  decline 
My  warm  embrace ;  morę  brittle  than  the  vine ; 
ImmoTeable,  and  fix'd  in  thy  disdain : 
Rough,  as  these  rocks,  and  of  a  harder  grain  ^ 
Morę  Tiolent,  than  is  the  rising  flood  : 
And  the  prais'd  peacock  is  not  half  so  proud : 
Fieroe  as  the  fire,  and  sharp  as  thistles  are ; 
And  morę  outrageous  than  a  mother-bear: 
Deaf  as  the  billows  to  the  vows  I  make ; 
And  morę  reyengeful  than  a  trodden  snake : 
In  swiftness  fleeterthan  the  flying  hind, 
Or  driven  tempests,  or  the  driving  wind. 
Ali  other  faults  with  patienoe  I  can  bear  ; 
But  swiftness  is  the  yice  I  only  fear. 

"  Yet  if  you  knew  me  well,  you  would  not  shun 
My  love,  but  to  my  wiiAi'd  embraces  run :     \ 
Would  languish  in  yourtum,  and  court  my  stay; 
And  much  repent  of  your  unwise  delay. 

"  My  palące,  in  tłie  living  rock,  is  madę 
By  Nature's  hand ;  a  spacious  pleasing  shade; 
Whioh  neither  heat  can  pierce,  nor  cold  inradfe. 
My  garden  fill»d  with  fruits  you  may  behold, 
And  grapes  in  clusters,  imitating  gold ; 
Somc  blushing  bunches  of  a  purple  hue : 
And  these,  and  those,  are  all  resery^d  for  you. 
Rod  strawberrie^  in  shades  expecting  stand, 
Proud  to  be  gather'd  byso  wbite  a  hand. 
Autumiud  comels  hitter  friiit  proride, 
And  plams,  to  tempt you,  tum  their  glossy  side: 
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Kot  fhose  of  common  kinds ;  bat  snch  alone, 
As  in  Phsacian  orchards  might  haye  grown : 
Nor  cbestnuts  shall  be  wanting  to  your  food, 
Nor  garden-fruits,  nor  wildings  of  the  wood ; 
The  laden  boaghs  for  you  alone  shall  bear  ; 
And  yours  shall  be  the  product  of  the  year. 

*'  The  flocks,  you  see,  are  all  my  own ;  beside 
The  re$t  that  woods  and  winding  yalleys  hide, 
And  those  that  folded  in  the  cayes  abide. 
Ask  not  the  nnmbers  of  my  growing  storę ; 
Who  knows  how  many,  knows  he  bas  no  morę. 
Nor  will  I  praise  my  cattle ;  trust  not  me. 
But  judge  yonrself,  and  pass  your  own  dtfcree : 
Behold  their  swelłing  dugs ;  the  sweepy  weight 
Of  ewes,  that  sink  bcneath  the  milky  freight : 
In  the  warm  folds  their  tender  lambkins  lie, 
Aptirt  from  kids,  that  cali  with  human  ery. 
New  milk  in  nut-brown  bowh  is  duły  serv'd 
For  daily  drink ;  the  rest  for  cheese  reserrM. 
Nor  are  these-hcusehold  dainties  all  my  storę : 
The  fieldsand  forests  will  afford  us  morę ; 
The  deer,  the  hare,  the  goat,  the  savage  boar. 
AU  sorts  of  yenison ;  and  of  birds  the  best ; 
Ą  pair  of  turtles  taken  from  the  nest : 
l'walk'd  the  mountains,  and  two  cubs  I  found, 
Whose  dam  had  left  them  on  the  naked  ground ; 
So  like,  that  no  distinction  could  be  scen ; 
So  prctty,  they  werc  prescnts  for  a  queen  ; 
And  so  they  shall ;  1  took  them  both  away ; 
And  keep,  to  be  companions  of  your  play. 

**  O  raise,   fair  nymph,  your  beauteous  fiice 
.   above 
The  waves ;  nor  scom  my  presents,  and  my  love. 
Cpme,  Galatea,  comc,  and  yiew  my  face ; 
liate  beheld  it  in  the  watery  glass, 
And  found  it  ]ovelier  than  I  fear'd  it  was. 
Survey  my  towering  stature,  and  my  size : 
Not  Joye,  the  Joye  you  dream,  that  rules  the  skies, 
Bears  such  a  hulk,  or  is  so  largely  spread : 
My  locks  (the  plenteous  haryest  of  my  head) 
Hang  o^er  my  manly  face;  and  dangling  down, 
As  with  a  shady  ^ove,  my  shoulders  crown. 
Nor  think,  because  my  limbs  and  body  bear 
A  thick-set  underwood  of  bristling  hair, 
My  shape  deformM :  what  fouler  sight  can  be, 
Than  the  bald  branches  of  a  leafless  tree  ? 
Foul  is  the  steed  without  a  flowing  mane ; 
And  biids,  without  their  feathers  and  their  train. 
Wool  decks  the  sheep ;  and  man  receiyes  a  grace 
From  bushy  limbę,  and  from  a  bearded  fkce. 
My  forehead  with  a  single  eye  is  fillM, 
Round  aa  a  bali,  and  ample  as  a  shield. 
The  glorious  lamp  of  Hcaven,  the  radiant  Sun, 
Is  Nature^s  eye ;  and  she^s  content  with  one. 
AM,  that  my  fether  sways  your  seas,  and  I, 
like  you,  am  of  the  watery  family. 
I  make  you  his,  in  making  you  my  own : 
You  1  adore,  and  kneel  to  you  alone : 
Joye,  with  his  &ded  thunder,  1  despise, 
And  only  ft&r  the  lightning  of  your  eyes. 
Frown  not,  fair  nymph ;  yet  I  could  bear  to  be 
Bisdain^d,  if  others  were  disdain'd  with  me. 
But  to  repulse  the  Cyclops,  and  prefer 
The  love  of  Acis,  Heavens !  I  cannot  bear* 
But  let  the  stripling  please  himsclf ;  nay  morę, 
Please  you,  though  that^s  the  thing  I  ipost  abhor; 
The  boy  shall  find,  if  e*er  we  cope  in  fight, 
These  giant  limbs  endu*d  with  giant  might: 
His  liyiug  bowels  from  his  belly  tom, 
An<ł  acattei^d  limbs,  shall  ou  the  flood  be  borne, 


Thy  flood,  ungrateAil  nymph ;  and  Fate  shall  fimi 
That  way  for  thee  and  Acis  to  be  join'd. 
For  oh !  I  bum  with  loye,  and  thy  disdain 
Augments  at  once  my  passion  and  my  pain. 
Translated  Etna  flames  within  my  heart. 
And  thou,  inhuman,  wilt  not  ease  my  smart." 

Łamenting thus  in  yain,  herose,  and  strode 
With  furious  paces  to  the  neighbouring  wood : 
Restless  his  feet,  distracted  was  his  walk ; 
Mad  were  his  motions,  and  confusM  his  talk: 
Mad  as  the  yanquish'd  buli,  when  fbrc'd  to  yield 
His  loyely  mistress,  and  fbrsake  the  field. 

Thus  fkr  unseen  I  saw :  when,  &tal  Chancc 
His  looks  directing,  with  a  sudden  glanoe, 
Acis  and  I  were  to  his  sight  betray'd : 
Where,  nought  suspecting,  we  securely  play'd. 
From  his  wide  mouth  abellowing  ery  he  cast; 
"  I  see,  I  see,  but  this  shall  be  your  last." 
A  roar  so  loud  madę  Etna  to  rebound ; 
And  aJl  the  Cyclops  labour'd  in  the  sound. 
Affrighted  with  his  monstrous  yoicę,!  fled. 
And  in  the  neighbouring  ocean  plung^d  my  head. 
Poor  Acis  tum'd  his  back,  and,  "  Help,"  he  cry'd, 
**  Help,  Galatea,  help,  my  parent  gods. 
And  take  me  dying  to  your  deep  abodefl.** 
The  Cyclops  followM ;  but  he  sent  before 
A  rib,  which  from  the  liying  rock  he  tore : 
Though  but  an  angle  reach*d  him  of  the  itone^ 
The  mighty  fragment  was  enougfa  alone 
To  crush  all  Acis ;  'twas  too  late  to  laye. 
But  what^he  Fates  allow'd  to  giye^  I  gaye: 
That  Acis  to  his  lineage  should  return. 
And  roli,  among  the  river  gods,  his  urn.  - 
Straight  issucd  from  the  stone  a  stream  of  blood ; 
Which  lostthc  purple,  mingling  with  the  flood. 
Then  like  a  troubled  torrent  it  appear^d  f 
The  torrent  too,  in  little  space,  was  clearM. 
The  stone  was  clcft,and  through  the  yawningdiink 
New  reeds  arose,  on  the  new  river*s  brink. 
The  rock,  from  out  its  hollow  womb,  diaelosM 
A  sound  like  water  in  its  course  opp08*d : 
When  (wondrous  to  behold)  fuli  in  the  flood, 
Up  starts  a  youth,  and  nayeUhigh  he  stood. 
Homs  from  his  temples  rise ;  and  eitber  bom 
Thick  wreaths  of  reeds  (his  natiye  growth)  adori. 
Were  not  his  stature  taller  than  before, 
His  bulk  augmentcd,  and  his  beauty  morę, 
His  colour  blue,  for  Acis  he  might  pass : 
And  Acis  ohangM  into'a  stream  be  was. 
But,  minę  no  morę,  he  rolls  along  the  plain 
With  rapid  motion,  and  his  name  retaini. 


or   THK 
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PROM  THB  PIPTStKTH  BOOK  OP 
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The  fburteenth  book  concludes  with  the  death  nd 
dcification  of  Romulus:  the  "flftoenth  bejnnS 
with  the  election  of  Numa  to  the  crown  of  Romę. 
On  this  occasion,  Oyid,  following  the  opinion  of 
some  authors,  makes  Numa  the  scholar  of  Ps^tl** 
goras;  and  to  haye  begnn  his  acąnaiataoce 
with  that  philosopher  at  Crotona,  a  towo  in 
Italyj  from  thence"  be  makes  «di0icsw«.l»thB 


TRANSLATIONS  FROM  OViD'S  METAMORPIIOSES. 

Bonl  and  natanl  philoiopby  of  Pythagoras :  I  He  leares  Tarentiun,  fayour^d  by  the  wind, 
oo  both  which  our  author  enlarg<et ;  and  which  I  And  Thurine  bays,  and  Temises,  behind ; 
are  the  most  leamed  and  beantiful  parts  of  the    Soft  Sibaris,  and  all  the  capes  that  stand 
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I  A  Ktiro  18  scM^iht,  to  guide  the  glowing  state, 
Oae  ableto  suppcńt  the  public  weight, 
Aod  fili  tbe  throne  where  Romulus  had  sate. 
Raiovii»  which  oft  bespeaks  the  public  yoice, 
Bad  reoomoieiided  Niima  to  their  choice : 
A  peaoefal,  pioua  pńnoe ;  who,  not  content 
To  kDOV  the  Sabinę  rites,  his  study  bent 
To  caltńrate  his  rnind :  to  leam  the  laws 
Of  Natnre,  and  ezplore  their  hidden  cause : 
UigHl  by  this  care,  his  country  he  forsook, 
Aai  to  Crotona  thence  his  joumey  took. 
AmT\l,  he  first  inqttiHd  the  founder^s  name 
Of  this  iiev  colony :  and  whence  he  came. 
Tben  thus  a  senior  of  the  place  replies, 
(WeU  read,  and  corioos  of  antiquities) 
"  Tis  aaid,  Alcides  hither  took  his  way 
FWmb  Spain,  and  drove  along  his  conąuer^d  prey ; 
Then,  leasing  in  the  fields  his  grazing  cows, 
He  sou^t  himielf  some  hospitable  house : 
Good  Crotion  entertain'd  his  godlike  guest, 
White  he  lepeir^d  his  weary  limbs  with  rest. 
The  hero,  thence  departing,  bless'd  the  place ; 
'  Avd  heńy*  he  said,  *  in  Tiine's  rcToWing  race, 
Arisingtown  shall  take  its name from thee;' 
BevQlTing  Time  fnlfiAM  the  prophecy : 
For  Mysoelos,  the  jnstest  man  on  Earth, 
Akniuu^  son,  at  Argos  had  his  birth : 
Him  Hercules,  arm'd  with  his  club  of  oak, 
O*efsliadow>d  in  a  dream,  and  thus  bespoke ; 
'  6o»  leaTe  thy  native  soil,  and  make  abode 
Where  .Aasuris  rolls  down  his  n^ńd  flood  ;> 
He  said ;  and  sleep  forsook  him,  and  the  god. 
lYoBbKi^  he  wak'd,  and  rosę  with  anxions  heart ; 
BBs  country  laws  ibrbad  him  to  depart : 
Wbat  sboold  he  do  ?  Twas  death  to  go  away ; 
And  the  god  menac>d  if  he  dar'd  to  stay 


AD  day  he  doubted ;  and  when  night  came  on, 

fleep,  and  the  same  forewamingdream,  begun : 

Onoe  morę  the  god  stood  threateuing  o*er  bis  I  Whlle  labou^d  gaidens  wholesome  herbi^  produce,^ 


Along  the  sbore,  he  makes  in  sight  of  land ; 
Still  doubling,  and  still  coasting,  till  be  found 
The  month  of  ^saris,  and  promis*d  ground : 
Then  saw  where,  on  the  margin  of  tbe  flood, 
The  tomb  that  held  the  bones  of  Croton  stood  : 
Herę,  by  the  god*8  command,  he  built  and  wallM 
The  place  predicted ;  and  Crotona  call»d : 
Thus  Famę,  finom  time  to  time,delivergdo«rn 
The  suretradition  of  th»  Italian  towii." 

Herę  dwelt  the  man  divine  whom  Samos  borę, 
But  now  self-banish>d  from  his  native  sfaore, 
Becausehe  bated  tyrants,  norcould  bear 
The  cbains  which  nonę  but  servile  souls  will  wear ; 
He,  thou^  from  Hearen  remote,  to  Heaven  could 

move, 
With  strength  of  mind,  and  tread  th>  abyss  aboTC ; 
And  penetrate,  wjth  his  interior  light, 
Those  upper  depths,  which  Naturę  hid  (rom  słght : 
And  wbat  he  had  obsenrM,  and  leamt  from  thence^ 
LoyM  in  fiuniliarlanguage  to  dispeose. 

The  crowd  with  silent  admiration  stand, 
And  heard  him,  as  they  heard  their  god's  com-^ 

mand; 
While  he  di8cours*d  of  Hearen^s  m3r*terion8  laws» 
The  World'8  original,  and  Nature*s  cause ; 
And  what  was  God,  and  why  the  fleecy  snows 
In  silence  fell,  and  rattling  winds  arose; 
What  shook  the  stedfest  Earth,  and  whence  begun 
The  dance  of  planets  round  the  radiant  Snn ; 
If  thunder  was  the  voice  of  ang^  Jove, 
Or  clottds,  with  nitre  pregnant,  burst  abore : 
Of  these,  and  things  beyond  the  common  reach, 
He  spoko,  and  chann'd   his  andience  with   his 
speech. 
He  first  the  taste  of  flesb  from  tables  drore, 
And  aigued  well,  if  aiguments  could  move. 
"  O  mortals !  from  your  fóllows  blood  abstain, 
Nor  taint  your  bodies  with  a  fbod  profane : 
While  com  and  pulse  by  Naturę  are  bestow'd, 
^nd  phmted  orchards  bend  their  willing  load ; 


head; 

With  added  cnrsesif  hedisobey>d. 
Tvice  wmni'd,  he  stody 'd  Aight ;  but  would  couTcy, 
At  onoe,  lus  person  and  his  weslth  away : 
Thus  while  he  linger^d,  his  design  was  heard ; 
A  speedy  process  form'd,  and  death  decUu^d. 
Witaess  there  needed  nonę  of  his  ofibnce, 
Against  himaelf  the  wretcii  was  evidence : 
CondeauiM,  and  destitote  of  human  aid. 
To  him,  for  whom  he  siriiered,  thus  he  pny'd : 

'  O  power,  who  hast  desenr>d  in  Heaven  a  throne 
Hot  giyen,  trat  by  thy  laboars  madę  thy  own. 
Fity  thy  snppUant,  Md  protect  his  cause, 
Whom  thon  hast  madę  obnoxious  to  the  laws.' 

"  A  cnatom  was  of  ołd,  and  still  remains, 
Whi^  life  or  death  by  sufirages  oidains ; 
WUle  Stones  and  black  within  an  urn  are  cast, 
Thefiiet  abaolre,  but  fetę  is  in  the  hist : 
ThtBfmdgen  to  the  common  urn  bequeath 
Thenr  TOtea,  and  drop  the  sable  signs  of  death ; 
The  hozieoei^es  all  black ;  but,  pour^dfrom  thenee, 
The  Stones  came  candid  forth,  the  hne  of  inno- 
Thos  AKonnides  his  safety  won,  [cence^ 

Pkesarv*d  from  death  by  Alcnmena>s  son : 
Thsn  to  his  kinsman  goid  his  vows  he  pasrs, 
And  euti  with  pvotperout  gatesth'  I(miaa  seM : 


And  teeming  vines  affiird  their  generous  jaice ; 
Nor  tardier  fruits  of  crader  kind  are  lost, 
But  tam'd  with  fire,  or  mcllow*d  by  the  frost ; 
AYhile  kine  to  pails  distended  udders  bring, 
And  bees  their  honey  rodolent  of  spring ; 
While  Earth  not  only  can  your  needs  supply, 
But,  lavish  of  ber  storę,  proyides  for  laxury ; 
A  gniltless  feast  administers  with  ease, 
And  without  blood  is  prodigal  to  please. 
Wild  beasts  their  maws  with  their  slain  brethren 

fili, 
And  yet  not  al],  for  somc  reitise  to  kill : 
Sheep,  goats,  and  oxen,  and  the  nobler  steed, 
On  browz,  and  com,  the  flowery  meadows  feed* 
Bears,  tigers,  wolyes,  the  lion's  angry  brood, 
Whom  Heaven  endued  with  principles  of  blood, 
He  wisely  sunderM  from  tbe  rest,  to  yell 
In  forests,  and  in  lonely  caTes  to  dwell, 
Where  stronger  beasts  oppress  the  weak  by  might. 
And  all  in  prey  and  purple  feasts  delight. 

"  O  impious  use !  tó  Nature>s  laws  oppos'd, 
Where  boweis  are  in  other  bowels  61os'd: 
Where,  &tten*d  by  their  fellows'  fiit,  they  thrire- 
Matntain'd  by  murder,  and  by  death  they  live. 
'Tis  then  for  nought  that  mother  Earth  provides 
The  9torei  of  aU  die  ^hows,  and  all  she  hides. 


lid 


DRYDEN'S  I^OEMS. 


If  meii  with  fleshy  AOrsels  nbust  be  fed. 

And  cbaw  with  bloody  tecth  tbe  breathing  bread 

What  else  is  this  bat  to  deronr  our  guests. 

And  barbarously  renew  Cyclopean  feasts  I 

We,  by  destroying  life,  our  life  susiain ; 

And  goige  th'  ungodly  maw  with  meats  obscene. 

"  Not  so  the  golden  age,  who  fed  on  frnit, 
.Nor  durst  with  bloody  meals  theirmoaths  poU«te. 
Then  birds  m  airy  space  might  safely  mote. 
And  timoroufl  hares  on  heatbs  secorely  rove, 
Korneeded  fish  the  guileiul  hooks  to  fear, 
For  all  was  peaceful,  and  that  peace  sincere. 
Whoerer  was  the  wretch  (and  cnn'd  be  he) 
That  enyy'd  first  our  food'8  simplicity ; 
Th'  essffy  of  bloody  feasts  on  brutes  b^an^ 
And  after  fbig'd  the  sword  to  murder  man^ 
Had  he  the  sharpen'd  steel  alone  einploy'd 
On  beasts  of  prey  that  other  beasts  de8troy*d, 
Or  men  in^aded  with  their  filngs  and  pawa^ 
This  had  been  justify'd  by  Nature'8  laws. 
And  self-defence :  but  who  did  feasts  begin 
Of  fleshy  he  stretch'd  necessity  to  sin. 
To  kill  man-killers,  man  haslawfol  poweri 
Bnt  not  th'  eictended  licence,  to  derour. 
"  111  habits  gather  by  unseen  degrees, 
As  brooks  make  river8,  rivers  ran  to  seas. 
The  sow,  with  her  broad  snout  for  rooting  up 
Th*  intnisted  seed,  was  judg^d  to  spoil  the  crop, 
And  intercept  the  sweating  farmer^s  hope : 
The  coTetons  cłiurl,  of  unforgiving  kind, 
Th'  offender  to  the  bloody  priest  resign^d : 
Her  hunger  was  no  plea ;  for  that  she  dy'd. 
The  goat  came  next  in  order,  to  be  try'd : 
The  goat  had  cropt  the  tendrils  of  the  yine : 
lu  Yengeance  laity  and  clergy  join, 
Where  one  had  lost  his  profit,  one  his  winę. 
Herę  was,  at  least,  some  shadow  of  ofienoe : 
The  8hee|>  was  sacrific^d  on  no  pretence^ 
But  meek  and  unresisting  innooence/ 
A  patient,  usefol  creature,  bom  to  bear 
Tbe  wann  and  wooUy  fleece,  that  doth^d  her  mur- 

dcrer. 
And  daily  to  gire  down  the  milk  she  bred^ 
A  tribute  for  the  grass  on  which  she  fed. 
Ijving,  both  food  and  raiment  she  supplies, 
And  is  of  ledst  advantage  when  she  dies. 

**  How  did  the  toiling  ox  his  death  desenre, 
A  downright  simple  drudge,  and  bom  to  senre  ? 
O  tyrent !  with  what  justice  canst  thou  hope 
The  promise  of  the  year,  a  plenteous  crop  ^ 
When  thou  destroy^st  thy  labouring  steer,  who  tiU'd, 
And  plow'd,  with  pains,  thy  else  ui^rateAil  field  ? 
From  his  yet  reeking  neck  to  draw  the  yoke, 
That  neck  with  which  the  surly  clods  he  broke; 
And  to  the  hatchet  yicld  thy  husbandman, 
Who  finish^d  autumn,  and  the  spring  began ! 
Nor  this  alone !  but  Heaven  itseif  to  bribe. 
We  to  the  gods  our  impious  acts  ascribe : 
liriit  reoompense  with  death  their  creatures  toił, 
Tlien  cali  tbe  bless'd  above  to  share  t^e  spoil : 
The  fkirest  victim  must  the  powcrs  appease : 
(So  fatal  'tis  sometimes  too  much  to  please !) 
A  purple  fillet  his  broad  brows  adorns,  . 
With  fiowery  garlands  crownM,  and  gilded  homs: 
He  hears  the  murderous  prayer  the  priest  prefers, 
But  understands  not  tis  his  doom  he  hears : 
Beholds  the  meal  betwix-t  his  temples  cast 
(The  fniit  and  product  of  his  labours  past)  j 
And  in  the  water  views  perhaps  the  knife 
VpliAedą  to  deprive  him  of  his  life^ 


I  Then  broken  up  alire,  his  entmils  sees 
Tom  out,  for  priests  t'  iuspect  th'  gods  decrees^ 


**  From  whence,  O  mortal  men,  this  gust  of 
Have  you  denv'd,  and  interdicted  food  ?        [blood 
Be  taught  by  me  this  dire  delight  to  shun, 
Warń'd  by  my  precepts,  by  my  practice  won : 
And,  when  you  eat  the  weU-deserying  beast, 
Think,  on  the  labourer  of  your  field  you  feast! 
*'  Now  sińce  the  god  inspires  me  to  procced. 
Be  that,  whate'er  inspirtng  power,  obey*d. 
For  I  will  sing  of  nughty  mysteries, 
Of  truths  concealM  befóre  from  human  ejrea, 
Dark  oracles  unreil,and  opeo  all  the  skies. 
PleasM  as  1  am  to  walk  along  the  sphere 
Of  shining  starsy  and  tiarel  with  the  year. 
To  leaye  tbe  heary  Earth,  and  scalę  the  beight 
Of  Atlas,  who  sopports  the  heayenly  weight: 
To  look  frcHU  upper  light,  and  thence  survey 
Mistaken  mortals  wandering  finom  the  way. 
And  wanting  wisdom,  fearftil  for  the  state 
Of  futurę  things,  and  trembling  at  their  fate ! 

**  Thoso  1  would  teach ;  and  by  right  reason 
To  think  of  death,  as  but  an  idle  thing.         [bring 
Why  thus  afii-ighted  at  an  empty  name, 
A  dream  of  darkness,  and  fictitious  flame  ? 
Yain  themes  of  wit,  which  but  in  poems  pass, 
-  And  fa^les  of  a  World,  that  neyer  was ! 
What  feels  the  body  when  the  soul  expires« 
<  By  time  corrupted,  or  consumM  by  fires  } 
Nor  dies  the  spirit,  but  new  life  repeats 
In  othcr  forms,  and  only  changes  seats. 

"  £v'n  I,  who  these  mysterious  tratha  declar^ 
Was  once  Euphoibus  in  the  Trojan  war  s 
My  name  and  lineage  1  remember  well. 
And  how  in  fight  by  Sparta*s  king  I  felL 
In  Argive  Juno's  fane  1  late  bebeld  [shield. 

My  buckler  hung  on  high,  and  ownM  my  formiT 
"  Then  death,*^  so  caird,  is  but  old  matter  drest^i 
In  some  uew  figurę,  and  a  vary'd  vest : 
Thus  all  things  are  butaltei^d,  nothing  dies ; 
And  here  and  thcre  th'  unbody'd  spirit  flies^ 
By  time,  or  force^  or  sickness  dispossest. 
And  iodges,  where  it  lights,  in  man  or  beast; 
Or  hunts  witboot,  'till  ready  limbs  it  fiod. 
And  actuates  those  according  to  their  kind  ; 
From  tenement  to  tenemeut  is  to8s'd; 
The  soul  is  still  the  same,  the  figurę  only  lostt 
And  as  the  softenM  wax  uew  seals  receiyes, 
This  filce  asaumes,  and  that  impression  leayes; 
Now  call'd  by  one,  now  by  another  name;    [saiaei 
The  form  is  only  chang'd,  the  wax  is  still  tht 
So  death^  so  call'd,  cań  but  the  form  deface, 
Th'  immortal  soul  flies  out  in  empty  space  ^ 
To  s^k  her  fortunę  in  some  other  place. 
**  Then  let  not  piety  be  put  to  flight. 
To  please  the  taste  of  glutton  appetlte ; 
But  sufier  inmate  souls  secure  to  dweli, 
l^est  from  tlieir  seats  your  parents  you  ezpel; 
With  rabid  hunger  feed  upon  your  kiiul, 
Or  from  a  beast  dislodge  a  brother'8  mind. 

"  And  since,llkeTiphys»  parting  from  the  shor^ 
In  ample  seas  I  sail,  and  depths  untryM  before, 
This  let  me  fiirther  add,  that  Naturę  knows 
No  stedlkst  station ;  but,  or  ebbs,  or  flow8:\ 
Ertr  in  motion ;  she  destroys  her  old. 
And  casts  new  %ures  in  another  mould. 
£T'n  times  are  in  perpetual  flux ;  aod  run, 
Like  riyers  from  their  fountain,  rolling  on; 
For  Time,  no  morę  thon  streams,  is  at  a  stay ; 
Tbe  flying  hour  is  erer  on  ber  way  ^ 
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Aad  as  the  Ybiintain  rtill  siipplies  her  storę, 
Tbe  «ave  behind  tmpels  the  wave  before ; 
Thm  in  suecesstve  course  the  minates  run, 
Aad  «rge  tfaeir  predeoessor  mioutes  on, 
aiU  iiioviiig,  erer  new :  for  former  things 
ilre«et  aside,  like  abdicated^ings : 
Aiid  €very  moment  alters  irhat  is  done, 
And  imiorates  some  act  till  thcn  unknown. 
Dirkness  we  aee  emeri§^  into  light, 
And  shinhig  nam  deecend  to  sable  night ; 
E»^  Heayen  itself  receiTCs  another^e, 
When  weary'd  animals  in  slnmbers  lie 
Of  mldnigfat  ease ;  another,  whcn  the  gray 
Of  morn  prełndes  the  splendour  of  the  day . 
Tbe  diak  of  Pfaoebns,  when  he  dimbs  on  high, 
Ippears  at  first  bat  as  a  bloodshot  eye ; 
And  when  bis  chariot  downward  dri^es  to  bed, 
His  bali  is  with  the  same  sufiUsion  red ; 
Bot  motmted  high  iu  his  meridian  race 
AU  bri^t  he  shines,  and  with  a  better  face  t 
Per  tbere,  pnre  paiticles  of  cthef  flow, 
Far  from  th*  infection  of  the  worid  below. 

"  Nor  equal  light  th*  nnequal  Moon  adoms, 
Or  in  her  weung,  or  her  waning  homs. 
For  ereiy  day  she  wanes,  her  fece  is  less, 
But,  gatheting  into  globe,  she  fattens  at  iiicicase. 

••  Perceiv*st  thoa  not  the  proceas  of  the  ycar^ 
How  the  four  aeasons  in  fonr  forms  appear, 
KestmUing  hnman  life  in  every  shape  they  wcar  ? 
•Spring  first,  like  infancy,  shoots  ont  her  head, 
With  milky-  jnice  reąniring  to  be  fed  : 
Hdpleas,  tbough  fresh,  and  wanting  to  be  led, 
The  green  stem  grows  in  stature  and  in  size. 
Bot  only  feeds  with  hope  the  iarmer^s  eyes ; 
Then   langiis   the  diildish   year  with  flowerets 

croim'd. 
And  lartshly  perfomes  the  fields  around, 
ftit  no  substantial  ńourishment  receiyes, 
lofinn  the  staiks,  nnsolid  are  the  leares. 

"  Proceeding  onward  whence  the  year  began, 
The  Sommer  grows  adnlt,  and  ripens  into  man. 
This  seaaoa,  as  in  men,  is  most  replete 
With  kindly  moistore,  and  proliflc  beat, 

"  Antooin  saceeeds,  a  sobertepid  age, 
Kot  frose  with  fear,  nor  boiling  into  ragę ; 
Moie  tban  maturę,  and  tending  to  deday, 
When  our  brown  locks  repine  to  roix  with  odions 

"  Łsat,  Winter  creeps  along  with  tardy  pace, 
Sonr  is  his  front,  and  furrow^d  is  his  faoe. 
Bisscalp  if  not  dishonour^d  qułte  of  hair,      [bare. 
The  m^ed  fleecc  is  thin,  and  thin  is  worse  tban 

"  Rv*n  car  own  bodies  daily  change  receive, 
Ssme  part  of  what  was  theirs  before  they  teave ; 
Nor  are  to-day  what  yesterday  they  were ; 
Kor  tbe  wliole  same  to  morrow  will  appear. 

"Timewas,  when  we  were  sow*d,  and  j  ust  began, 
From  some  few  frnitfal  drops,  the  promise  of  a 
Then  Naliire*shand  (  femiented  as  it  was)      [man  5 
Moalded  to  shape  the  soft,  coagulated  mass ; 
And  when  the  Itttle  man  was  fully  form'd, 
The  breathless  embryo  with  a  spirit  warm'd ; 
Bot  when  the  mother's  throes  begin  to  come, 
TbecTEature,  pent  within  thenarrow  room, 
Breaks  his  blind  prison,  pushiug  to  repair 
His  stifled  breath,  and  draw  the  liring  air  ; 
Cast  on  tbe  margin  of  the  world  he  lies, 
A  helpless  babę,  but  by  instinct  he  cries, 
He  oext  esaays  to  walk,  but -downward  pressM 
Oa  foor  feet  imitates  his  brother  beast : 


By  slow  degrees  be  gathers  from  thę  gn>und 
His  legs,  and  to  the  rolling  chair  is  bound ; 
Then  walks  alone ;  a  horseman  now  become, 
He  ride^  a  stick,  and  trayels  round  tbe  room : 
In  time  be  vaunts  among  his  youthfiil  peers, 
Strong-bon'd,  and  stmng  with  nerves,  in  pńde 

of  years, 
He  runs  with  mettle  his  first  merry  stage, 
Maintains  the  next,  abated  of  his  ragę, 
Bttt  manag#8  his  strength,  and  spares  his  age. 
Heary  the  thini,  and  stiff,  he  siaks  apace. 
And,  though  'tis  down-hill  all,  but  creeps  along  the 

race. 
Now  sapless  on  the  verge  of  death  he  stands, 
Contemplatiag  his  former  feet  and  hands ;    , 
And,  Miio-like,  his  slaekenM  sinews  sees, 
And  wither^d  anns,once  fit  to  cope  with  Hercules, 
Unable  now  to  shake,  much  less  to  tear,  the  trees. 
,  "  So  Helen  wept,  when  ber  too  faithful  glass 
Reflected  to  her  eyes  the  ruins  of  her  face : 
Wonderfig  what  charms  her  ravishers  could  spy^ 
To  force  her  twice,  or  ev*n  but  pnce  enjoy  I 

**  Thy  teeth,  devouring  Time,  thine,  envious  Age, 
On  things  below  still  exercise  your  ragę : 
With  venom*d  grlnders  you  corrupt  your  meat. 
And  then,  atlingering  meals,  the  morselseat. 

"  Nor  those,  which  elements  we  call|  abide. 
Nor  to  this  figurę,  nor  to  that,  are  ty^d  ^ 
For  this  etemai  worki  is  safd  of  oid 
But  four  prolifio  principles  to  hołd, 
Four  diffisrent  bodies ;  two  to  Heaven  ascend. 
And  other  two  down  to  the  centrę  tend: 
Fire  first  with  wings  expanded  mounts  on  high, 
Pure',  void  of  weight,  and  dwells  in  upper  sky  ; 
Then  air,  because  unclog'd  in  empty  space, 
Flies  after  fire,  aod  claims  the  second  place : 
Biit  weighty  water,  as  her  naturę  guides,      [sides. 
Lies  on  the  lap  of  Earth,  and  mother  Earth  sub* 

"  AU  things  are  mixt  with  these,  which  all  eon-* 
And  into  tbcse  are  all  resolv'd  again :  [tain, 

Earth  rarifies  to  dew;  expanded  morę 
The  subtil  dew  in  air  begins  to  soar ; 
Spreads  as  she  flies,  and  weary  of  her  name 
Extenuates  still,-and  changes  iato  flame  ; 
Thu^  haviug  by  degrees  perfection  won, 
Restless  they  soon  untwist  the  web  they  spun. 
And  fire  begins  to  lose  her  radiant  hue, 
MixM  with  gross  air,  and  air  descends  to  dew ; 
And  dew,  condensing,  does  her  form  forego, 
A  od  sinks,  a  heairy  lump  of  earth,  below. 

**  Thus  are  their  figures  never  at  a  stand. 
But  chaog^d  by  Nature's  innorating  band  ; 
All  things  are  alter*d,  nothing  is  destroy^d, 
The  shifted  scenę  for  some  new  show  employ'd. 

**  Then,  to  be  borti,  is  to  begin  to  be 
Some  other  thing  we  were  not  formerly : 
And  what  we  cali  to  die,  is  not  t'  appear, 
Or  be  the  thing  that  formerly  we  were. 
Those  very  elemeots,  whioh  we  partake 
AIive,  when  dead  some  other  bodies  make  t 
Translated  gro  w,  bave  sense,  or  ean  discourse^ 
But  death  on  deathłess  substance  bas  no  force. 

"  That  forms  are  chang^d  I  grant,  that  oothing 
Continue  in  the  figurę  it  began :  [cai> 

The  golden  age  to  silver  was  debas'd  ( 
To  copper  that ;  our  metal  oame  at  last, 

"  The  face  of  places,  aod  their  forms,  decay  j 
And  that  is  solid  earth,  that  once  was  sea: 
Seas  in  their  tum,  retreating  from  the  shore^ 
Make  solid  land  what  ocean  wa$  befoie ; 
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And  (bt  froffi  strands  are  shells  of  fishes  found, 
j&nd  rusty  anchors  fix*d  on  mountain  ground ; 
And  what  were  fields  before,  now  wasbM  and  wom, 
By  falling  floods  frpm  htgh,  to  valleys  turn, 
And  crumbling  still  descend  to  level  lands ; 
And  lakes,  and  trembling  bogs,  are  barren  sands ;. 
And  the  parch^d  desert  floats  in  streams  unknown ; 
Wondering  to  drink  of  waters  nót  ber  own. 
Herę  Naturę  living  fouiitains  opes  ;  and  tbere 
Seals  up  the  wonabs  where  living  fountains  were ; 
Or  earthąuakes  stop  tbetr  ancient  course,  and  bring 
Di^erted  streams  to  feed  a  distant  spring. 
So  Lycus,  8wallow'd  up,  is  seen  no  morę. 
But  far  firom  thence  knocks  out  anotber  door. 
Thus  £rasinusdives;  and  blind  in  earth 
Kun  8  on,  aud  gropes  his  way  to  second  birth, 
Starts  up  in  Aigos  meads,  and  afaakes  bis  locks 
Around  tbe  fields,  and  fattcns  all  the  flocki. 
So  Mysus  by  another  way  is  led, 
i\nd,grown  a  river,  now  disdains  his  head  :^ 
Foigets  his  humble  birth,  his  name  forsakes. 
And  the  proud  title  of  Caicus  takes. 
Lar^  Amenane,  impure  with  yellow  sands, 
Runs  rapid  often,  and  as  oflen  stands ; 
And  here  he  threats  tbe  drunken  fields  to  drown, 
And  tbere  his  dugs  deny  to  głve  their  liquordown. 

**  Anigroft  once  did  wbolesome  draugbts  afford, 
But  now  his  deadlj  waters  are  al5horr'd : 
Since,  hurt  by  Hercules,  as  Famę  resounds, 
The  Ceataurs  in  his  current  washM  their  wounds, 
The  streams  of  Hypanis  are  sweet  no  morę. 
But  brackish  lose  their  taste  they  had  befbre. 
Antissa,  Pbaros,  Tyre,  in  seas  were  pent, 
Once  isles,  but  now  increase  ihe  continent; 
While  the  Leucadian  coast,  main-Iand  before. 
By  rushing  seas  is  8ever*d  from  the  shore. 
So  Zancle  to  th'  Italian  earth  was  ty'd. 
And  men  once  walk'd  where  ships  at  ancbor  ride ; 
Till  Neptune  o^erlookM  the  narrow  way. 
And  in  disdain  pour^d  in  the  conąuering  sea. 

"  Twocities  that  adorn^d th*  Achaian  groand, 
Buris  and  Helice,  no  morę  are  found. 
But,  whelmM  beneath   a   lakę,  are    sunk    and 

drown  M ; 
And  boatsmen  through  the  ery  stal  water  show. 
To  wondering  passengers,  the  walls  below. 

"  Near  Trszen  stands  a  bill,  expo8'd  in  air 
To  winter  winds,  of  leafy  shadows  bare : 
This  once  was  lerel  ground :  but  (strange  to  tell) 
Th'  iDcluded  yapours,  that  in  caverns  dwell, 
Labouring  with  colic  pangs,  and  ciose  confin'd, 
In  vain  sougłit  issue  from  the  rumbling  wind : 
Yet  still  they  heav'd  for  vent,  and  beaving  stilL 
£nlArg'd  the  concave,  and  sbot  up  the  bill ; 
As  breath  extends  a  bladder,  or  the  skins 
Of  goats  are  blown.  t'  enclose  the  hoarded  wiues : 
The  mountain  yet  retains  a  mountain'8  face, 
And  gather^d  rubbish  heals  the  hollow  space. 

"  Of  many  wonders,  wbich  I  heard  or  knew, 
Retrenching  most,  I  will  relate  but  few : 
What,  are  not  springs  with  ąualities  oppo6'd 
Endued  at  seasons,  and  at  seasons  lost  ? 
Thrice  in  a  day  tbine,  Ammon,  change  their  form, 
Cold  at  high  noon,  at  morn  and  e^eoing  warm : 
Thine,  Athaman,  will  kiodlewood,  ifthrown 
On  the  pird  eartb,  and  in  the  waning  Moop. 
Tba  Thracians  have  a  stream,  if  any  try 
The  taste,  his  harden^d  bowels  petrify ; 
Whateler  it  touches  it  conrerts  to  Stones, 
And  makesw  a  auirble  payemeiłt  wbeie  śt  nma. 


«<  Gratbis,  and  Sibaris  ber  sitter  aood, 
That  slide  through  our  Calabrian  neighboaT  wood, 
With  gold  and  amber  die  the  sbining  bair. 
And  thither  youth  resort;  (for  wbo  would  not  be 
fair?) 

"  But  stranger  yirtues  yet  ia  streams  we  find, 
Some  change  not  oniy  bodies,  bat  the  mind : 
Who  bas  not  heard  of  Salmacis  obscene, 
Whose  waters  into  women  soften  men } 
Of  Ethiopian  lakes,  which  tura  ibę  bi^in 
To  madn^ss,  or  in  heavy  sleep  constrain  ł 
Clytorean  streams  the  love  ctfwine  expd, 
(Buch  is  the  yirtue  of  th*  abstemious  well) 
Whether  the  coldcr  nymph  that  rules  tbe  flood 
£xtinguishe8,  and  balks  the  drunken  god  ; 
Or  that  Melampus  (so  have  some  assur^d) 
When  the  mad  Proetides  with  charmtt  be  ciir*d, 
And  powerful  heibs,  botfa  charms  and  simples  caA 
Into  the  sober  spiing,  where  stiłl  their  firtues  last. 

"  Unlike  effects  Łyncestis  will  produce  ; 
Who  drinks  his  waters,  though  Trith  modera^  use, 
Reels  as  with  winę,  and  sees  with  double  sicht : 
His  heelstoo  heayy,  and  his  bead  too  ligbt. 
Ladon,  once  Pbeneos,  an  Ai«adian  stream, 
(Ambiguous  in  th'  effects,  as  in  tbe  name) 
By  day  is  wbolesome  beyemge ;  but  is  thougłit 
By  night  infected,  and  adeadly  draught. 

"  Thus  running  rivers,  and  the  standing  lakę, 
Now  of  these  yirtues,  now  of  those  partake : 
Time  was  (and  allthings  Time  and  Fate  obey) 
When  fast  Ortygia  floated  on  tbe  sea; 
Such  were  Cyanean  isles,  when  Typhis  stecr^d 
Betwixt  their  straits,  and  their  oołlision  f<ear'd; 
They  swem  where  now  they  sit ;  and  fimUy  join'd 
Secure  of  rooting  up,  resist  tbe  wind. 
Nor  Etna  vomiting  sulphureous  fire 
Will  ever  belch ;  for  sulphur  will  expire 
(The  veins  exhau8ted  of  the  liquid  ktort) ;    [morę. 
Time  was  she  cast  no  flames ;  in  time  will  cast  na 

"  For  whether  Earth*8  an  animal,  and  air 
Imblbes,  her  lungs  with  coolness  to  repair. 
And  what  she  sucks  remits ;  she  still  reqairea 
lulets  for  air,  and  outłets  for  her  fires ; 
When  tortur'd  with  convul8iyefit8  she  afaakes, 
That  motion  chokes  tbe  vent,  till  otber  veot  shd 

makes : 
Or  when  tbe  winds  in  holiow  caverare  clo8*d. 
And  subtil  spirits  find  that  way  opposM, 
Tbey  toss  up  flints  in  air ;  the  flints  that  hide 
The  seeds  of  fire,  thus  to8s'd  in  air^  collide, 
Kindling  tbe  sulphur,  till,  the  fiiel  spent, 
Tbe  caye  is  cool*d,  and  tbe  fierce  winds  rdent. 
Or  whether  sulphur,  catching  fire,  feeds  on 
Its  unctuous  p&rts,  till,  all  the  niatter  gone, 
The  flames  no  more  ascend ;  for  earth  8up|ilies 
The  fat  that  feeds  them ;  and  when  earth  deniei 
That  food,  by  length  of  time  consum'd,  tbe  fire, 
Famisb^d  for  want  of  fuel,  must  expire. 

**  A  race  of  men  tbere  are,  as  Famę  bas  told, 
Wbo  shiyering  suffer  Hypeihorean  cold, 
Till,  nine  times  bathing  in  Minerya*s  lakę. 
Soft  feathers  to  defend  their  naked  sides  they  take; 
Tis  said,  the  Scythian  wires  (belieye  wbo  will) 
Tran»fonn  themselves  to  binis  by  magie  skill  j 
SmearM  oyer  with  an  oil  of  wondrons  miglit, 
That  adds  new  pinions  to  their  airy  flight. 

"  But  this  by  surę  experiment  we  know, 
That  living  creatnres  from  corraption  grour  : 
Hidt  in  a  hollow  pit  a  slaughtei^d  steer, 
Bees  from  his  patrid  bowels  will  appear  $ 
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W1x>,  like  their.  parents,  haunt  the  fields,  and  bńng 
Tbeir   honey^barTCSt  home,  and  hope   aoothcr 

spring. 
THe  wmilike  steed  is  maltiply'd,  we  find. 
To  wasps  aod  bornets  of  tbe  warrior  kind. 
Cut  from  a  crab  his  crooked  clawg,  and  bidę 
The  cest  in  eacŁb,  a  scorpioo  Łbence  will  glide 
Aod  shoot  bis  sting,  bis  taił  in  circles  to8s'd 
Befen.the  limbs  his  backWard  fatber  lost 
Aod  wonns,  tbat  stretcb  on  leaves  tbeir  filtby  loom, 
Crawl  from  th^  bags  and  butterfties  become. 
£v'n  tlime  begets  Łbe  frog;s  Ioquacłous  race : 
5hQrt  of  their  feet  at  first,  in  little  space 
With  arins  and  legs  endued,  long  leaps  they  take, 
Rais^d  OA  tbeir  binder  part,  and  swim  tbe  lakę, 
And  waves  repel:  ibr  Naturę  gives  tbeir  kind. 
To  Łhat  intenty  a  length  of  legs  behind. 

"  Tbe  cubs  of  bears  a  tiving  lump  appear, 
When  wbelp'd,  and  no  determinuj  figurę  wear. 
Tbe  motber  licks  them  into  sbape*  and  gives 
As  mnch  of  ibrm  as  sbe  beraelf  receiyes. 

'*  Tbe  ^rubs  finom  their  seicangular  abode 
Crawl  outiinfinish^d,  like  tbe  niaggot>  brood :       f 
Tmnks  without  limbs  ;  till  Time  at  leisure  brings 
Tbe  tbigbs  they  waated,  and  tbeir  tardy  wings. 

**  The  bird  wbo  draws  tbe  carof  Juno,  vaiu 
Of  ber  crownM  bead*  and  of  ber  starry  train ; 
And  he  tbat  bears  th'  artillery  of  Jove, 
The  strong-poonc^d  eagle,and  the  billing  doTe : 
And  all  the  feather^d  kind,  wbo  could  suppose 
(But  tbat  from  sigbt,  the  sui-est  sense,  he  knows) 
They  from  th'  included  yolk,  not  ambient  wbite 
arose? 

**  There  are  wbo  think  tbe  marrow  of  a  man, 
Which  in  the  spine*  while  he  was  living,  ran ; 
When  dead,  the  pith  corrupted,  will  become 
A  Snake,  and  hiss  within  the  hoUow  tomb. 

**  Alt  tbese  receive  their  birth  from  otherthingsj 
Bot  firom  bimself  the  phenix  only  springs : 
6elf-bom,  begotten  by  the  parent  flame 
In  which  be  bum'd,  anotber  and  the  same : 
Who  not  by  com  or  herbs  bis  tife  sustains. 
But  the  sweet  esaence  of  amomum  drains : 
And  watches  tbe  rich  gums  Arabia  bears, 
While  yet  in  tender  dew  they  drop  tbeir  tears. 
He  (bis  fire  centuries  of  life  fulfilPd) 
His  nest  on  oaken  boughs  begins  to  build, 
Or  trembliog  tops  of  palm :  and 'first  be  draws 
The  plan  with  his  broad  bill  and  crooked  claws, 
Natare^s  artificers ;  on  tbis  the  pile 
Is  form'd,  aod  rises  round ;  theu  with  the  spoil 
Of  cassia,  cynamon,  and  stems  of  nard, 
(For  softness  strewM  beneatb)  his  funeral  bed  is 
Funeral  and  bridal  both  ;  and  all  around      [rear^d : 
The  borders  with  corruptless  myrrh  are  crownM : 
On  tbis  incumbentj  till  etherial  flame 
Ftnt  catches,  then  consumes,  the  costly  frame ; 
Consnmes  him  too,  as  on  tbe  pile  he  lies : 
He  UT*d  on  odours,  and  in  odours  dies. 

*'  An  iniant  phenix  from  the  former  springs, 
His  &ther'8  heir,  and  from  his  tender  wings 
Shakes  off  bis  parent  dust,  his  metbod  he  pursues, 
And  the  same  lease  of  life  on  the  same  terms 


When  grown  to  manhood  be  begins  his  reign. 
And  with  stiff  pinions  can  his  flight  śustain, 
He  lightens  of  iŁs  load  the  tree  tbat  borę 
His  fotber^s  royal  sepulchre  before. 
And  his  own  cradle :  this  with  pious  care 
Flac'd  on  his  back^  he  cuts  tbe  buxom  air. 


Seeks  the  Suą'8  city,  and  his  sacred  church. 
And  decently  lays  down  his  burthen  in  the  porch. 

'**  A  wonder  morę  amazing  would  we  fijid  ? 
Th'  hyena  shows  it,  of  a  double  kind, 
Yaryingthe  sexes  in  altem  «e  years, 
In  one  begets,  and  in  anothvtr  bears. 
The  tbin  camcleon,  fed  witb  air,  receiyes 
The  colour  of  the  thing  to  which  he  cleaves. 

'*  India,  when  conquer'd,  on  the  conąuering  scod 
For  planted  vines  the  sharp-eyM  lynx  bestow'd, 
Whose  urine,  shed  before  it  touches  earth, 
Congeals  in  air,  and  gives  to  gems  their  birth. 
So  coral,  soft  and  white  in  ocean's  bcd, 
Comes  harden'd  up  in  air,  and  giows  with  red. 

'*  All  chauging  species  should  my  song  rcclte, 
Before  1  ceas'd,  would  change  the  day  to  night. 
Nations  and  emptres  flourish  and  decay, 
By  tums  command,  and  in  their  turns  obey  ; 
Timcpoftens  hardy  people,  time  again 
Hardens  to  war  a  soft,  unwarlike  train. 
Tbus  Troy,  for  ten  long  years,  ber  focs  witbstood. 
And  daily  bleeding  borę  th'  ezpense  of  blood : 
Now  for  thick  streets  it  shows  an  empty  spaoc, 
Or,  only  fill'd  with  tombs  of  ber  own  perishM  race, 
Herself  becomes  the  sepulchre  of  wbat  sbe  was. 
Mycene,  Sparta,  Thebes  of  mighty  famę, 
Are  vanish'd  out  of  substance  into  name. 
And  Dardan  Roroe,that  just  begins  to  rise. 
On  Tiber^s  banks,  in  time  sball  matę  the  skies; 
Widening  ber  bounds,  and  working  on  ber  way, 
£v'n  now  sbe  meditates  imperial  sway : 
Yet  this  is  change,  but  she  by  chang^ng  thrires, 
Like  moons  new  bom,  and  in  ber  cradle  strive8 
To  fili  ber  infant  homs ;  an  hour  sball  come 
When  the  round  world  sball  be  contain*d  in  Romę. 

*'  For  tbus  old  saws  foretel,  and  Helenus 
Anchises'  drooping  son  enliven'd  tbus, 
When  liium  now  was  in  a  sinking  state. 
And  he  was  doubtful  of  bis  futurę  fate : 
*  O  goddess-born,  with  thy  bard  fortunę  strive, 
Troy  nerer  can  be  lost,  and  thon  alive. 
Thy  passage  thou  sbalt  free  thi'i(>ugh  fire  and  sword, 
And  Troy  in  foreign  lauds  shall  be  re8tor'd. 
In  happier  fiields  a  rising  town  1  see, 
Greater  than  what  e*er  was,  or  is,  or  e'er  shall  be  : 
And  Heaven  yet  owes  the  world  a  race  deriv'd 

from  thee. 
Sages  and  chiefs,  of  other  lineage  bom, 
The  city  shall  extend,  extended  shall  adofn : 
But  from  lulus  be  must  draw  his  birth. 
By  whom  thy  Romę  shall  mle  the  conquerM  Earth : 
Whom  Heaven  will  lend  mańki nd  on  Eiarth  toreign^ 
And  late  reąuire  the  precious  płedge  again.* 
This  Helenus  to  great  iEneas  told^ 
Which  I  retaln,  e*er  sińce  in  other  mold 
My  soul  was  clothM';  and  now  rejoice  to  view 
My  country's  walls   rebuilt,  and  Troy  reviv'd 

anew, 
Rais'd  by  the  fali :  decreed  by  loss  to  gain ; 
EnslavM  but  to  be  free,  and  conquer'd  but  to  retgn. 

"  'Tis  time  my  hard-mouth'd  coursers  to  control| 
Apt  to  mn  riot,  and  transgress  the  goal : 
And  therefore  I  conclude,  whate^er  Mes 
In  earth,  or  flits  in  air,  or  fills  the  skies, 
All  suffer  change ,  and  we,  tbat  are  of  sonl 
And  body  mix'd|  are  members  of  the  whole. 
Then  when  our  sires,  or  grandsires  shall  forsak* 
The  forms  of  meu,  and  brutal  figures  take, 
Tbus  hous'd,  securcly  let  theirspirits  rest| 
Nor  violate  thy  &ther  ia  tbe  beast. 
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Thy  friend,  thy  brother,  any  of  Ihy  kin ; 
If  nonę  of  these,  yet  there*8  a  man  within : 
O  spare  to  make  a  Thyesteab  meal 
T*  enclose  his  body,  and  his  soul  expeL 

"  lU  customs  by  degrees  to  habits  rise, 
III  habits  soon  become  ezalted  ^ice : 
What  morę  advance  can  mortals  make  in  sin 
So  nearperfection,  whowith  blood  begin  ? 
Deaf  to  tbe  calf,  that  lies  beneath  the  knife, 
Looks  up,  and  fVom  her  bntcher  begs  ber  life : 
Deaf  to  the  harmless  kid,  that,  ere  He  dies, 
Ali  methods  to  procure  thy  mercy  tries, 
And  tmitates  in  vain  ttty  children's  cries. 
Where  will  he  stop,  who  feeds  with  housefaold 

bread, 
Thcn  eats  the  poultry  which  before  he  fed  ? 
Let  ptougfa  thy  steera ;  that  wlien  they  lose  their 

breath,  [death. 

To  Naturę,  not  to  thee,  they  may  imputt  their 
Łet  goats  for  food  their  loaded  udders  lend, 
And  sheep  firom  winter-cold  thy  sides  defend; 
But  neitber  springes,  nets,  nor  snares  employ, 
And  be  qo  morę  ingemous  to  destroy. 


?ree  as  in  air,  let  biids  on  Earth  remain. 
Nor  lei  insidioos  glue  their  wings  const^in  ; 
Nor  opening  hounds  the  trembling  stag  ai&igfat. 
Nor  purple  feathen  intercept  his  flight : 
Nor  hooks  concealM  in  baits  for  fish  prepare. 
Nor  lines  to  hea^e  them  twtnkling  up  in  air. 

**  Take  not  away  the  life  you  cannot  gire  r 
For  all  things  have  an  eąual  right  to  live. 
Kill  noxioii8  creatores,  where  'tis  sin  to  save  ; 
This  only  just  prerogati^e  we  hare : 
But  nourish  life  with  vegetable  foo4. 
And  sbun  the  sacrilegious  taste  of  blood." 

These    precepts   by  tlie    Samian    sagę 
taught, 
Wbicb  godlike  Nui^a  to  the  Sabinet  broug^ht. 
And  thence  transferr^d  to  Romę,  by  gift  his 
A  willing  people,  and  au  offer>d  throne. 
O  happy  monarch,  sent  by  IIeaven  to  biesa 
A  savage  nation  with  soft  arta  of  peaoe. 
To  teach  religion,  rapine  to  restrain, 
Otve  laws  to  last,  and  sacrifice  ordidn  t 
Himself  a  saint,  a  goddess  was  his  bride. 
And  all  the  Miises  o'ęr  his  acts  preiide.'^ 
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PREFACE  CONCERNING  OVIBS  EPISTLES. 


Tbs  life  of  Ovid  being  already  wńttdn  in  <rar  Uuigaage  befbre  the  translation  of  his  Metamorphoflefl, 
I  wOl  not  presume  so  far  upon  myself,  to  think  I  can  add  any  thing  to  Mr.  Sandys'  undertaking.  The 
Eoglish  reader  may  tberebe  satisfied,  that  he  flourished  in  the  reign  of  Augostus  Gaesar ;  that  be  was 
ezliacted  from  an  ancient  family  of  Roman  knights ;  that  he  waH  bora  to  the  inheritance  of  a  flpleodid 
fortnne;  that  be  was  designed  to  the  stndy  of  tbelaw,  and  had  madę  considerable  progress  in  it,  befbre 
he  qoitted  that  profession,  for  this  of  poetry,  to  which  be  was  more  naturally  formed.  The  cause  of 
Us  banishment  is  nnknown ;  becanse  he  was  himself  unwilliog  fiirther  to  proroke  the  emperor,  by  as- 
cribiog  it  to  any  otber  reason  than  what  was  pretended  by  Augustos,  which  was,  the  lasciTiousness  of 
his  Etegies,  and  łiis  Art  of  Loye.  It  is  troe,  they  are  not  to  be  excused  in  the  se^erity  o^  manners,  as 
being  able  to  oorrupt  a  larger  empire,  if  there  were  any,  than  that  of  Romę :  yet  this  may  be  said  in 
behatf  of  Orid,  that  no  man  bas  e^er  treated  the  passion  of  love  n^ith  so  much  delicacy  of  tbought  and 
of  ezpression,  or  searched  into  the  naturę  of  it  more  philosophically  than  he.  And  the  emperor,  who 
condemned  him,  had  as  little  reason  as  another  man  to  punish  that  faylt  with  so  much  sererity,  if  at 
least  he  were  the  autbor  of  a  certain  epigram,  which  is  ascribed  to  him,  relating  to  the  first  civil  war 
betwixt  himself  and  Marc  Anthony  the  triumvir,  which  is  more  fiilsome  than  any  passage  I  have  met 
Irith  in  oor  poet.  To  pass  by  the  naked  familiarity  of  his  eirpressions  to  Horace,  which  are  cited  in 
that  autboT^s  life,  I  need  only  mention  one  notorious  act  of  his,  in  taking  Łivia  to  his  bed,  when  she 
was  not  only  manied,'  but  with  child  by  ber  husband  then  Uving.  But  dceds,  it  seems,  may  be  jus- 
tified  by  arbitrary  power,  when  words  are  ąuestioned  in  a  poet.  There  is  another  guess  of  the  gram- 
narians,  as  far  from  tnith  as  the  first  firom  reason :  they  will  haye  him  banisfaed  lor  some  farours 
which,  they  say,  he  received  fhmi  Julia  the  daugfater  of  Augtistus,  whom  they  think  he  celebrates 
ander  the  oame  of  Corinna  in  his  Elegies :  but  he  who  will  obsenre  the  yerses,  which  are  madę  to  that 
mistress,  may  gather  ftom  the  whole  contexture  of  them,  that  Corinna  was  not  a  woman  of  the  highest 
qiiality.  If  Julia  were  then  married  to  Agrippa,  why  shoold  our  poet  make  his  petition  to  Isis,  fbr 
ber  safe  delirery,  and  aflerwards  condole  ber  miscarriage ;  which,  fbr  aught  he  knew,  might  be  by 
her  own  husband  ?  Or,  mdeed,  how  durst  he  be  so  bold  to  make  the  least  discovery  of  such  a  cńme, 
which  was  no  less  than  capital,  especially  committed  against  a  person  of  Ągrippa^s  rank  ?  Or,  if  it 
were  before  her  marriage,  he  would  surę  have  been  more  discreet,  than  to  haye  published  an  ac« 
eWent  which  most  haye  been  fatal  to  them  both.  But  wliat  most  confirms  me  against  this  opinion,  is, 
tfaat  Oyid  himself  complains,  that  the  tnie  person  of  Corinna  was  found  out  by  the  famę  of  his  yerses 
to  her:  which,  if  it  had  been  Julia,  he  dwvt  not  have  owned ;  and,  besides,  an  immediate  punishment 
most  hare  foUowed,  He  seems  himself  moi'e  tryily  to  haye  touched  at  the  cause  of  his  ezile  in  thoąa 
obicore  yerses  j 

Cur  aliquid  yidi,  cur  noxia  lumina  feci  ?  &c. 

Namely,  that  he  had  either  seen,  or  was  conscious  to  somewhat,  wluch  had  procured  him  his  disgrace. 
Bot  neither  am  1  satisfied,  that  thia  wat  the  iacert  of  the  enąpeior  with  his  owa  daughter ;  for 
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Augnatas  was  of  a  naturę  too  TindicŁiYe,  to  have  contented  himielf  with  lo  smali  a  revenge,or  ao  unsafe 
to  himsclf,  as  that  of  simple  banishment;  but  would  ceitaialy  bare' secured  his  crimes  from  piiblic 
DOtice,  by  tbe  death  of  bim  wbo  was  witness  to  them.  Neither  hate  historians  given  us  any  sight  into 
fach  an  action  of  tbis  ^mperor:  nor  would  be  (tbe  greatest  politician  of  bis  time),  in  all  probabilitys 
baye  managed  bis  crimes  witb  so  little  secrecy,  as  not  to  sbua  tbe  obsenration  of  any  man.  Ifacetoa 
morę  probable,  that  Ovid  was  eitber  tbe  confident  of  some  otber  passion,  or  that  be  bad  stumbled  by 
some  inadvertency  apon  tbe  priyacies  of  Łiyia;  and  seen  ber  in  a  batb :  for  tbe  words  -^ 

Sine  yeste  Dianam 
• 

agree  better  with  Łiyia,  wbo  bad  tbe  famę  of  cbastity,  tban  lyiCb  eitber  of  tbe  Julias,  wbo  were  both 

Boted  of  incontinency.    The  first  yerses,  wbich  were  madę  by  him  in  his  youtb,  and  recited  publicly 

according  to  the  custom,  were,  as  be  bimself  assures  us,  to  Corinna :  bis  banishment  bappened  not 

till  tbe  age  of  fifty :  from  wbicb  it  may  be  deduced,  with  probability  eoough,  that  tbe  loye  of  Corinna 

did  not  occasion  it :  nay,  hie  tells  us  plainly,  that  his  offence  was  that  of  errour  only,  not  of  w^icked- 

ness;  and  in  tbe  same  paperof  yerses  also,  that  the  cause  was  notoriously  known  at  Home,  thoiigli  i% 

be  left  so  obscare  to  afiber-ages. 

But  to  leaye  conjectures  on  a  subject  so  uncertain,  and  to  writa  somewhat  morę  autbentic  of  thia 
poet:  that  be  freąuented  tbe  court  of  Augustus,  and  was  well  receiyed  in  it,  is  most  undoubted:  all 
łus  poems  bear  tb^cbaracter  of  a  court,  and  appear  to  be  written,  as  tbe  Frenob  calllt,  cmatkrantnt: 
add  to  tbis,  that  the  titles  of  many  of  bis  Elegies,  and  morę  of  bis  letters  in  bis  banishment^  are  w^ 
dressed  to  persons  well  known  -to  ns,  eyea  at  tbis  distance,  to  baye  been  considerable  in  that  court. 

Nor  was  bis  acąnaintance  less  with  tbe  famous  poets  of  bis  age,  tban  with  tbe  noble  men  and  ladie% 
He  tells  you  bimself,  in  a  particular  account  of  his  dwn  life,  that  Macer,  Horaoe,  Tifeullusy  PropertioSy 
and  many  otbers  of  them,  weie  bis  familiar  friends,  and  that  some  of  them  conununicated  their  wiit* 
ings  to  him ;  but  that  be  bad  only  seen  Yirgil. 

If  tbe  imitation  of  naturę  be  tbe  business  of  a  poet,  I  know  no  autbor,  wbo  can  justly  be  compared 
witb  ours,  e^iecially  in  tbe  description  of  the  passioos.  And,  to  proye  tbis,  I  sball  need  no  other 
judges  tban  tbe  generality  of  buireaders:  for,  all  passions  beinginborn  witb  us,  we  are  almost  e<)ually 
judges,  wben  we  are  concemed  in  the  representation  of  them.  Now  1  will  appeal  to  any  man,  wbo 
bas  read  tbis  poet,  whether  be  finds  not  tbe  natural  emotion  of  tbe  same  passion  in  bimself  wbich  th^ 
poet  describes  in  bis  feigned  persdbs  ?  His  thoughts^  wbich  are  tbe  pictures  and  results  of  those  pasp 
•sions,  are  generally  such  as  naturally  arise  fh>m  those  disorderly  motions  of  our  spirits.  Yet,  not  to 
speak  too  partiality  i  a  his  bebalf,  I  will  confess,  that  tbe  copióusness  of  bis  wit  was  such,  that  be  often 
writ  too  pointedly  for  bis  subject,  and  madę  bis  persons  speak  morę  eloquentIy  tban  the  yiolence  of 
their  passion  would  admit;  so  tbat  be  is  freąuently  witty  out  of  season ;  leaying  tbe  imitation  of  n^ 
iure,  and  tbe  ccK>ler  dictates  of  his  judgment,  for  the  faise  applause  of  fancy.  Yet  be  seems  to  have 
found  out  tbis  imperfection  in  lus  riper  age :  for  why  else  sbould  be  complain,  tbat  bis  Metamorphoses 
was  left  unfinisbed  \  Notbing  sare  can  be  added  to  tbe  wit  of  that  poem,  or  of  the  rest :  but  many 
things  ougbt  to  baye  been  retrenched  \  wbich,  1  siippose,  would  baye  bęen  the  business  of  bis  age,  if 
bis  misfortunes  bad  not  come  too  fast  upon  him.  But  take  him  uncorrected,  as  be  is  transmitted  to 
vs,  and  it  must  be  ackaowledged,  in  spite  of  hts  Putcb  friends  tbe  commentatocs,  eyen  of  JuŁtus 
Scaliger  hifoseif,  tbat  Senaca'i  cansore  wiU  stand  good  against  him  ; 

Nesciyit  quod  bene  oesslt  relinquere ; 

be  never  knew  bow  to  giye  oyer,  wben  be  bad  done  well ;  but,  continually  yarying  the  same  sense  aa 
bundred  ways,  and  taking  up  in  anotber  place  what  be  had  morę  than  enough  inculcated  before,  he 
sometimeącloys  bis  readers  instead  of  satisfyiog  tbem ;  and  giyes  occasion  to  his  translatora,  włio  dane 
not  coyer  him,  to  blush  at  the  nakedness  of  their  father.  Tbis  then  is  the  allay  of  Ovid*s  writings, 
wbich  is  sufficiently  recompensed  by  bis  other  exceUencies:  nay,  this  yery  fault  is  not  without  its 
beauties;  for  the  most  seyere  censuie  cannottbut  be  pleased  with  the  prodigality  of  his  wit,  thoagh  at 
tbe  same  time  be  could  baye  wisbed,  tbat  the  master  of  it  bad  been  a  Utter  manager.  Eyery  tbin^ 
wbicb  he  does  becomes  bim ;  and  if  sometimes  be  appears  too  gay;  yet  there  is  a  secret  gracefulness 
of  youth,  wbich  accompanies  his  writings,  thougb  tbe  staidoess  and  sobriety  of  age  be  wanting.  In 
tbe  most  materia!  part,  wbich  is  the  conduet,  it  is  certain  that  he  sełdom  bas  miscarried :  for  if  his 
Elegies  be  compared  witb  those  of  Tibiillus  and  Piopertius,  bis  eontemporaries,  it  will  be  found,  that 
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tboie  poets  aeldom  deńgpoed  belbre  they  wńt :  and  thongh  the  langiiage  ai  Tibidhii  be  aion  polishad, 
•nd  tbe  learning  of  Propertitu,  especially  in  his  fourtb  book,  morę  set  oat  to  ostentation ;  yet  their 
coouDoii  practice  was  to  look  no  further  before  them  than  the  aext  linę ;  whence  it  will  ioeritably 
feDow»  tbat  they  can  dri^e  to  no  certain  point,  but  ramble  from  one  nibject  to  anotber,  and  oonclude 
with  somewhat  wbich  is  not  of  a  piece  with  their  beginning : 

Pnpareos  Iat&  qiii  splendeat  anus  fc  alter 
Assuitnr  pannus* 

[  tt  Horaoe  aayt :  tboogfa  the  Tenes  are  golden,  tbey  are  but  patched  into  the  garment.  Bot  oor  poetf 
bas  ahrays  the  goal  in  hii  eye,  wbich  directs  him  in  bit  race ;  some  beautiibl  design,  which  be  first 
cstablishes,  and  then  contriTes  the  means  wbich  wiU  naturally  conduct  him  to  his  end.  This  wiU  be 
crident  to  judicious  readers  in  his  Epistles,  of  whicb  somewhat,  at  least  in  generał,  will  be  expected« 
The  title  of  them  in  oar  late  editions  is  Epistole  Heroidum,  TheLetters  of  the  Heroines.  But  Heinsius 
basjodged  morę  truły,  tbat  the  inacription  of  our  autbor  was  barely,  Epistles;  which  be  concludet 
from  his  ctted  Terses,  wbere  Ovid  asserts  this  work  as  bis  own  inTention«  and  not  borrowod  from  the 
Greeks,  whom  (as  the  masten  of  their  learning)  the  Romans  usually  did  imitate.  Bat  it  appears  not 
fiom  their  writinga,  that  any  of  tbe  Gieciana  erer  toucbed  iq[K>n  this  way,  which  oor  poet  tberefere 
jnstly  baa  rindicated  to  himself.  I  qiiand  not  at  tbe  woid  Heioidum.  becaiue  it  is  used  by  Ovid  ią, 
bis  Art  of  Lorę : 

Jupiter  ad  yeteres  supplez  Heroidas  ibat. 

Bot,  sDre,  be  could  not  be  guilty  of  sucb  an  orersight,  to  cali  his  woik  by  the  name  of  Heroines,  when 
tbere  aite  dire^  men,  or  heroes,  as,  namely,  Paris,  Leander,  and  Acontius,  joined  in  it.  Ezcept  S»* 
binus,  wbo  writ  some  answers  to  Ovid's  Letters, 

(Suam  celer  k  toto  rediit  meus  orbe  Sabinus)         ^ 

I  remember  not  any  of  the  Komans,  wbo  hare  tieated  on  this  sobject ;  save  only  Propertius,  and  tbaf 
bot  once,  in  bis  Epistle  of  Aretbusa  to  Łycotaa,  which  is  writfcen  so  near  the  style  of  Ovid,  that  it  seems 
to  be  butan  imitation ;  and  therefore  ought  not  to  defiraud  our  poet  of  tbe  glory  of  his  inrention. 

Conceming  the  Epistles,  I  shall  content  myself  to  obserre  these  few  particulars ;  first,  that  they  ara 
genenBy  granted  to  be  tbe  most  perfect  pieces  of  Orid,  and  that  the  style  of  them  is  tenderiy  pas- 
ńonate  and  couitly ;  two  properties  well  agreeing  with  the  persons,  which  were  heroines  and  loyers. 
Yet,  where  the  characters  were  lower,  as  in  Oenone  and  Hero,  be  bas  kept  elose  to  naturę,  in  drewing 
his  images  after  a  country  liSe ;  though  perbaps  he  bas  Romanized  his  Orecian  dames  too  much,  aod 
madę  them  speak,  sometimes,  as  if  they  had  been  born  in  tbe  city  of  Romę,  and  under  the  empire  of 
AugBstos^  Tbere  seems  to  be  no  great  rariety  in  the  particular  subjects  wbich  he  bas  chosen ;  mos< 
of  the  Epistles  being  wńtten  from  ladies  who  were  forsaken  by  their  Iovers :  which  is  the  reason  that 
many  of  the  same  thougbts  come  back  upon  us  in  di^ers  letters :  but  of  the  generał  cbaracter  of  wo- 
men,  which  is  modesty,  be  bas  taken  a  most  becoming  care ;  for  his  amorous  eipressions  go  no  fiirlher 
than  yirtuemay  allow,  and  tberefore  may  be  read,  as  he  intended  them,  by  matrons  without  a  blush. 

Thna  much  concerning  tbe  poet:  it  remains  that  I  shoold  say  somewhat  of  poetical  translations  in 
generał,  and  give  my  opinion,  with  submission  to  better  judgments,  which  way  of  yersion  seems  to  be 
the  most  proper, 

Ali  translatioiv  I  suppose,  may  be  redoced  to  these  three  beads. 

Fiot,  tlat^f  metaphrase,  or  tuming  an  autbor  word  by  word,  aud  linę  by  line,  firom  one  language 
ioto  anothen  Thus,  or  near  this  manner,  was  Horace's  Art  of  Poetry  translated  by  Ben  Johnson. 
The  seoond  way  is  that  of  parapbrase,  or  translatioa  with  latilude,  where  the  autbor  is  kept  in  riew 
by  the  translator,  so  as  never  to  be  lost,  but  his  words  are  not  so  strictiy  fołlowed  as  bis  sense ;  and 
that  foo  ts  admitted  to  be  amplified,  but  not  altered.  S«eh  is  Mr.  Waller^s  translation  of  Vii^il'8 
fonrth  ^neid.  Tbe  tbiid  way  is  that  of  imitation,  where  the  translator  (if  now  he  bas  not  lost  that 
name)  assomes  the  liberty,  not  only  to  yary  from  the  words  and  sense,  but  to  forsake  them  both  as  ho 
sees  occasion ;  and,taking  only  some  generał  hi  nts  from  the  original,  tomu  diyision  on  tbe  ground-* 
woik,  as  he  pleases.  9uch  is  Mr.  Gow!ey>s  practice  in  tarńing  two  odes  of  Pindar,  and  one  ol 
Bonoe,  isto  En^isb. 
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Conceming  thellnfc  of  theso  methods,  our  master  Horace  has  ${rcn  na  this  cauttoo  i 

Nec  verbum  verbo  curabis  reddere  fidas 
tnterpres— 

Kor  word  for  word  Łoo  faithfully  translate, 

a 

U  the  earl  of  Roscommoa  has  excellently  rendered  it.  Too  faithfully  is,  indeed,  pedantically :  it  is 
a  fąith  like  that  which  proceeds  frqm  superstition,  blind  and  zealous.  Take  it  \n  the  expreJSłQ|i  of 
tir  Jol^i  Dęnhaii>  to  air  Richard  Faiuihaw,  on  his  version  of  the  Pastor  Fido ;  | 

Tbat  senrile  path  thou  nobly  dosŁ  decliae,  ^ 

Of  traciog  word  by  word,  and  linę  by  line,  j 

A  new  and  nobler  way  thou  dost  pursue. 
To  make  translations  and  translators  too : 
Tbey  but  preseryę  the  ashes,  thou  the  flame, 
True  to  his  sense,  but  truer  to  bis  famę. 

It  is  almott  impossible  to  translate  Terbally,  and  well,  at  the  same  time :  for  the  Łatin  (a  most 
terere  and  compendious  language)  often  CKpresses  that  in  one  word,  which  the  baibarity,  or  thp 
narrowness,  of  modem  tongues  cannot  supply^  in  morę.  It  is  freqaent  also,  that  the  concelt  is 
cooched  in  aome  expreinioD»  iirbieh  ^ill  be  lo«t  in  Epgli^h, 

Atque  iidem  yenti  rela  fidem<}ue  ferent, 

Whatpoet  of  our  nation  is  so  happy  as  to  express  this  thoagfat  literally  in  English,  and  to  strike  wit» 
or  almost  sense,  out  of  it? 

In  short,  the  rerbal  copier  is  encumbered  with  so  many  difBculttes  at  once,  that  be  can  nerer 
disentangle  himself  from  all.  He  is  to  consider  at  the  same  time  the  thought  of  bis  author  aad  bii 
words,  4nd  to  find  out  the  connterpart  to  each  in  anotber  langaage;  and,  besides  this,  he  U  to 
coąfine  himself  to  the  compass  of  numbers,  and  the  slavery  of  rhyme.  It  is  much  like  dancing 
on  Topes  with  fettered  legs :  a  man  can  shun  a  fali,  by  using  caution ;  but  the  grącefulness  oY  motion 
ia  not  to  be  expected :  and  when  we  have  said  the  best  of  it,  it  is  but  a  foolish  task;  for  no  sober 
taian  would  put  himself  into  a  danger  for  the  applause  of  escaping  withouŁ  breaking  his  neck« 
We  see  Ben  Jonson  could  not  ayoid  obscurity  in  his  literał  translation  of  Horace,  attempted  ia  the 
iame  compa98  of  lio^ :  nay  Horace  himself  could  scarce  have  done  it  to  a  Greek  poet: 

Breris  esse  laboro,  obscuros  fio : 

eitfaer  perspłculty  or  gracefulness  will  finpquent1y  be  wanting.  Horace  has,  indeed,  aroided  boŁh 
these  locks  in  his  translation  of  the  three  first  lines  of  Homer^s  Odyssey,  wluch  he  has  contracted  inti^ 
iwo, 

Dic  mibi,  Musa,  Tirum,  captss  post  tempora  Troja, 

£ui  mores  hominum  multorum  Tidit  &  uihes. 

Muse,  speak  the  man,  who  sińce  the  siege  of  Troy, 

So  many  towns,  such  change  of  manners  saw.        Roscommoit. 

But  then  the  tuiferings  of  Ulysses,  which  are  a  considerable  peit  of  that  aentence,  are  omitted: 

The  considention  of  theae  diffioolties,  in  a  sęrvile,  literał  translation,  not  long  sińce  madę  two  af 
<mr  famoos  wits,  sir  John  Denham  and  Mr.  Cowley,  to  contrive  another  way  of  taming  authors  inta 
OUT  tongue,  called,  by  the  latter  of  thera,  imitatioo,  Ąs  tbey  were  friends,  I  suppose  they  cook- 
municated  their  thonghts  on  this  subject  to  each  otfaer  $  and,  therefore,  their  reasons  for  it  are  little 
di^rent;  thoiigb  the  practiceof  one  i^  qiuch  morę  modęrate.  J  take  imitatton  of  an  author^  iu 
their  sense,  to  be  an  endeavour  oi  a  later  poet  to  write  like  one  who  has  writtęu  łi^fore  him  on  th« 
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«one  anlject:  that  is,  not  to  translate  his  worde,  or  to  be  confined  to  hb  cenie  ;  but  only  to  86t  him 
«s  a  pattem*  and  to  write^  as  be  supposes  that  author  would  haye  dom,  had  he  lired  in  our  age, 
and  in  our  country.  Yet  I  dare  not  say  that  either  of  them  have  carried  this  libertine  way  of  ren- 
dering muthora  (as  Mr.  Cowley  calls  it)  so  far  as  ifiy  definition  reaches.  For  in  the  Pindaric  Odes, 
the  costoma  and  ceremonies  of  ancient  Grcece  are  still  presenred.  But  I  know  not  wbat  mischief 
nay  arise  hereafUr  ftom  the  example  of  such  an  innoyatton^  wben  writers  of  uneq«al  parts  to  him 
dttU  imitate  so  bold  an  undertakinj^.  To  add  and  to  diminish  wbat  we  please,  which  i«  the  way 
siowed  by  him,  ought  only  to  be  granted  to  Mn  Cowley,  and  that  too  only  in  his  translation  of 
Radar  j  becanse  he  aione  was  able  to  make  him  amends,  by  giving  him  better  of  his  own,  wheneyer 
be  refosed  his  autbor^s  thoughts.  Pindar  is  generałly  known  to  be  a  dark  writer,  to  want  connection, 
(I  mean  as  to  our  nnderstanding)  to  soar  out  of  stght,  and  leaye  his  reader  at  a  gazę.  So  wild  and 
aogoremable  a  poet  oannot  be  translated  literally ;  his  genius  is  too  strong  to  bear  a  chain,  and 
Samaon  like  he  »hakes  it  off.  A  genius  so  eleyated  and  unconfined  as  Mr.  Cow]ey's  was  but  ne* 
cessary  to  make  PindUu'  speak  English,  and  that  was  to  be  performed  by  no  otber  way  than  imitation*. 
Bot  if  Virgil,  or  Ovid,  or  any  regular  intelligible  authors,  be  tbus  used,  it  is  no  lónger  to  be 
csikd  their  work,  when  neither  the  thoughts  nor  words  are  drawn  from  the  original:  but  instead  ' 
ni  them  there  is  something  new  produced,  whicb  is  almost  the  creation  of  another  band.  By  this 
way,  it  is  tme,  somewhat  that  is  excel]ent  may  be  inyented,  perhaps  morę  esceUent  than  the  first 
design;  thoogh  Yirgil  must  be  still  ezcepted,  when  that  perhaps  takes  place.  Yet  he  who  is  in* 
qnisitiye  to  know  an  author^s  thoughts  ViH  be  disappotnted  in  his  expectation.  And  it  is  not  alwayi 
tfaat  a  man  will  be  contented  to  haye  a  present  madę  him,  when  he  ezpects  the  payment  of  a  debt. 
To  State  it  fairiy :  imitation  of  au  author  is  the  most  adyantageous  way  for  a  translator  to  show 
hiasdf,  but  the  greatest  wrong  which  can  be  done  to  the  memory  and  reputation  of  the  dead.  Sir  John 
Denbam  (who  adyjsed  morę  liberty  than  he  took  himself)  giyes  his  rejuon  for  his  innoyation,  in  bia 
admirable  prefiice  before  the  translation  of  the  second  jEneid.'  *'  Poetry  is  of  so  sabtle  a  spirit,  that, 
ia  pooring  out  of  one  language  into  another,  it  will  all  eyaporate ;  and^  if  a  new  spirit  be  not  added 
io  tbe  transfttsion,  there  will  remaiu  notbing  but  a  caput  mortuum.''  I  confess  this  argument 
holds  good  against  a  literał  translation :  but  who  defends  it  ?  Imitation  and  yerbal  yersion  are  in 
my  opinion  the  two  extremes,  which  ought  to  be  ayoided:  and  therefore,  when  I  haye  proposed 
tiie  meaa  betwixt  them,  it  will  be  seen  how  far  his  oigumeot  will  reach. 

No  man  is  capable  of  translating  poetry,  wbo,  bcsides  a  genius  to  that  art,  is  not  a  master 
both  of  bis  authoi^s  language  and  of  his  own  3  nor  must  we  understand  tbe  language  only  of  the 
poet,  but  his  particular  tum  of  thoughts  and  eKpression,  which  are  the  characters  that  distinguish, 
ind  as  it  were  indiyidoate,  him  from  all  otber  writers.  When  we  are  come  thus  far,  it  is  time 
to  look  into  ourselyes,  to  conform  our  genius  to  bis,  to  giye  his  thought  either  the  same  tum,  if 
oor  tongue  will  bear  it,  or,  if  not,  to  yary  but  the  dress,  not  to  alter  or  destroy  the  substance.  The 
fike  care  must  be  taken  of  the  morę  outwaid  ornaments,  the  words.  When  tliey  appear  (which  is 
bot  seldom)  literally  gracefu],  it  were  an  iiyury  to  the  author  that  they  should  be  changed :  but 
ńnce  eyery  hinguage  is  so  fuli  of  its  own  proprieties,  that  wbat  is  beautifiil  in  one^  is  often  bar- 
barons,  nay  sometimes  nonsense  in  another,  it  would  be  unreasonable  to  limit  a  translator  to  the 
Darrow  compass  of  his  authoi*8  words.  It  is  enough  if  he  choose  out  some  expiession  which  does 
not  yitiate  the  sense.  I  suppose  he  may  stretch  his  chain  to  such  a  latitude ;  bot,  by  innoyation 
of  thougbts,  methinks,  he  breaks  it.  By  this  mean*  the  spirit  of  an  author  may  be  transfused,  and 
yet  not  lost :  and  -thus  it  is  plain,  that  the  reason  alleged  by  sir  John  Denbam  bas  no  farthei^  force 
chan  to  expression :  for  thought,  if  it  be  translated  truły,  cannot  be  lost  in  another  language;  but 
the  words  that  conyey  it  to  our  apprehension  (which  are  the  image  and  ornament  of  that  thought) 
may  be  solU  chosen,  as  to  make  it  appear  in  an  unbandsome  dress,  and  rob  it  of  its  natiye  lustro.  There 
is,  therefore,  a  liberty  to  be  allowed  for  the  ezpression ;  neither  is  it  necessary  that  words  and  linef 
iboold  be  oonfined  to  the  measnre  of  tbeir  originaL  The  sense  of  an  author,  generally  speaking,  is 
to  be  sacied  and  inviolable.  If  tbe  fancy  of  Óyid  be  luxuriknt,  it  is  bis  character  to  be  so;  and 
if  I  tetrendi  it,  he  is  no  longer  Oyid.  It  will  be  replied,  that  he  reoeiyes  adyantage  by  this  lopping 
of  his  snperfluous  branches ;  but  I  rejoin,  that  a  translator  bas  no  such  right  When  a  painter 
copies  from  the  life,  I  suppose  he  bas  no  privilege  to  alter  features  and  lineaments,  under  pretence 
that  his  pictuie  will  look  better :  perhaps  the  foce  which  he  bas  drawn  would  be  morę  exact,  if  the 
cyes  w  nose  were  altered;  but  it  is  his  business  to  make  it  resemble  the  original    In  two  cases 


% 


126 


PREFACE. 


only  tfaere  nuty  s  seeming  diAculty  itiie;  that  ia,  if  the  thongli^  be  ■otoriomsly  trivml  or 
but  the  aame  antwer  will  serre  for  botb,  that  then  tfaey  ooght  not  to  be  tramlated: 


£t(|ue 


Besperes  tractata  nitescere  posse,  ielinquaf. 

Thus  I  lure  Tentnred  to  give  my  opinton  on  this  subject  againsŁ  tbe  authority  of  iwo  gneat  men, 
but  I  hope  without  offenoe  to  óther  of  their  memories;  for  I  both  loTed  theln  Imng,  and  rererence 
them  now  they  are  dead.  Bot  if,  after  wbat  I  hare  uiged,  it  be  thonght  by  better  jodges,  tbat  the 
praite  of  a  tnmslatioa  consists  in  adding  neir  beauties  to  the  piece,  thereby  to  recompense  tbe  lost 
which  it  Bustains  by  change  of  language,  I  shall  be  willidg  to  be  taught  better,  and  to  recant. 
In  the  mean  time,  it  aeems  to  me,  that  the  tme  reason,  why  wt  htft  bo  few  teniont  wbieh  nre 
feolerable,  is  not  from  the  too  close  pnrsuing  of  the  aQthor>8  sense ;  but  becauee  tfaere  are  so  few; 
who  hare  all  the  talents  which  are  reąoisite  for  tranalation,  and  that  there  is  so  littie  praise,  and  lo 
(duali  encooiagementy  for  to  coniidentbie  a  part  of  leamiog. 


TRANSLATIONS 


rKOM 
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CANACE    TO   MACAREUS. 


IFI8T.    XI. 


THE  AKGUMENT. 

tficMCus  and  Caoace,  son  and  danghter  to  ^olus, 
,god  of  the  winds,  łoved  each  other  incestuously : 
Canace  was  deUvered  of  a  son,  and  committed 
hnn  to  her  nurse,to  be  secretly  coaveyed  away. 
The  in£ant  crying  oat,  by  that  means  was  dis- 
coTered  to  .^lus,  who,  enraged  at  the  wicked- 
ness  of  his  children,  commanded  the  babę  to  be 
espoeed  to  wild  beasts  on  the  mountains ;  and 
witfaal,  sent  a  sword  to  Canace,  with  this  mes* 
saga,  That  her  crimes  would  instruct  her  how 
to  oae  it  With  this  sword  she  siew  herseif : 
but  before  shedied,  she  writ  the  foUowing  letter 
to  her  brother  Macareus,  who  bad  taken  sanc- 
tnaty  in  the  tempie  of  Apollo. 


If  streaming  blood  my  fatal  letter  stain, 

Imagine,  ere  yon  read,  the  writer  slain ; 

One  haod  the  sword,  and  one  the  pen  employs, 

Aod  in  my  łap  the  ready  paper  lies. 

Think  in  this  posturę  thon  behold'st  me  write : 

In  this  my  cmd  father  wonld  delight 

O !  were  he  present,  that  his  eyes  and  hands 

Might  aee,  and  urge,  the  death  whlch  he  com- 

mands: 
Than  all  the  raging  winds  morę  dreadńil,  he, 
UBmov*d,  without  a  tear,  my  woniids  would  see. 
Jore  jostly  plac^d  him  on  a  stormy  throne. 
His  people^s  temper  is  so  like  his  own. 
The   North   and   South,    and   each  contending 

blBiSt, 

Are  nndemeath  bis  wide  dominion  cast : 
Thoae  he  can  role ;  but  his  tempestnous  mind 
Is,  Itke  his  airy  kingdom,  unconfin'd. 
Ab !  wbat  avail  my  kindred  gods  abore, 
That  in  their  number  I  can  reckon  Jove  ? 
WhaŁ  help  will  all  my  heavenly  friends  aflbrd, 
When  to  my  breast  I  lift  the  pointed  sword  ? 
That  honr,  which  joioM  us,  came  before  itft  time : 
hi  death  we  had  been  one  without  a  crime. 
Why  did  thy  flames  beyond  a  brothei^s  move  ? 
Why  lonrM  I  thee  with  morę  than  ststec^s  lorę  ? 
For  I  lovM  toó;  and,  knowing  not  my  wonnd, 
A  seeret  pleasore  in  thy  kisses  fonnd : 
My  cheeks  no  lónger  did  their  colour  boast. 
My  food  grew  loatbsome,  and  my  strength  I  lost: 
^  StiiI  ere  I  ipoke,  a  sigh  would  stop  my  tongue ; 
Sbort  wace  my  ttioBberty  aad  my  iiights  were  łong. 


I  knew  not  from  my  ]ove  these  griefs  did  grow, 
Yet  was,  alas,  the  thing  I  did  not  know. 
My  wiły  nurse  by  long  experi(Mice  finind. 
And  first  dtscover'd  to  my  soul  its  wound.    [eyes, 
"  'Tłs  Iove,*>  said  she;  and  then  my  dawii-cai»t 
And  guilty  dumbness,  witnes8'd  my  surprise. 
Forc'd  at  the  last,  my  shameAil  pain  1  tell : 
Aod,  oh,  what  foliow^d  we  both  know  too  well  ? 
When,  half  denying,  morę  than  half  content, 
Embraces  warm*d  me  to  a  Aill  consent. 
Then  with  tumultuous  joys  my  heart  did  beat. 
And  guilt  that  madę  them  anxiotts  madę  them 

gwa*. 
But  now  my  swelling  womb  heav'd  np  my  breast, 
And  rising  weight  my  sinking  limbs  opprest. 
What  herbs,  what  plants,did  not  my  nurse  produce. 
To  make  abortion  by  their  powerfiil  juice  ? 
What  mad^cines  try'd  we  not,  to  thee  unknown  } 
Our  first  crime  conmion ;  this  wa»  minę  alone. 
But  the  strong  child,  secure  In  his  dark  celi, 
With  Nature*s  rigour  did  our  arts  repel. 
And  now  the  pale-(ac'd  empress  of  the  night 
Ninę  times  had  filł*d  her  orb  with  borrow^d  light: 
Not  knowing  'twas  my  labour,  I  oomplain 
Of  sudden  shootiogs,  and  of  grinding  pain : 
My  throes  came  thtcker,  and  my  cries  increas'd, 
Which  with  her  band  the  conscious  nurse  snp- 

pres8'd. 
To  that  unhappy  fortunę  was  1  come, 
Paią  urg*d  my  clamours,  but  fear  kept  me  dnmb. 
With  inward  struggling  I  restrain^d  my  cries, 
And  drunk  the  tears  that  tricUed  firom  my  eyes, 
Death  was  in  sigfat,  Locina  gare^no  aid ; 
And  ey>n  my  dying  had  my  guilt  betray'd. 
Thon  cam*8t,  and  in  thy  countenance  sate  despair ; 
Rent  were  thy  garments  all,  and  tom  thy  hair: 
Yet,  feigning  comfort,  which  thoucouldst  not  give, 
(Prett  in  thy  arms^  and  whispering  me  to  live) : 
"  For  both  our  sakes,**  saidst  thou,  "  preserze  thy 
Li ve,  my  dear  sister,  and  my  dearer  wife."     [Kfe ; 
Rais'd  by  that  name,  with  my  lasŁ  pangs  I  stiwe ; 
Such  power  have  words,  when  spoke  by  those  we 

lorę* 
The  babę,  aa  if  he  heard  what  thou  hadst  swom, 
With  hasty  joy  spmng  forward  to  be  born. 
What  helpB  it  to  haTe  weatheiM  out  ona  stona } 
Fear  of  our  father  does  anofher  form. 
High  in  his  hall,  rockM  in  a  chair  of  itate, 
The  king  with  bis  tempestnous  couacil  sate. 
Through  this  large  room  our  oniy  passage  lay^ 
By  which  we  could  the  new-bont  babę  convey. 
Swath'd  in  her  lap,  the  bold  nurse  borę  him  out, 
With  oltye-braachet  covaf'd  ronnd  about ; 
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And,  mattóring'  prft^ers,  as  holy  rites  she  meant, 
Through  the  divtded  crowd  unąoestiofi^d  werit 
Just  at  the  door,  th*  unhappy  infant  ćry»d : 
The  grandsire  heard  him,  and  the  theft  he  spy»d, 
Swift  as  a  whirlwind  to  the  iiurse  he  flies, 
And  deafs  his  stonny  subjects  with  his  cries. 
With  one  fierce  puff  he  blows  the  leaves  away : 
EKpos^d  the  se]f'di8covcr'd  infant  lay. 
The  noise  reach^d  me,  and  my  presaging  mind 
Too  soon  its  own  approaching  woes  divin»d. 
Not  ships  at  sea  with  winds  are  shaken  morę. 
Nor  seas  themselves,  when  angry  tempests  roar, 
Than  I,  when  my  loud  father^s  voice  I  hear  : 
The  bed  beneath  me  trem  bied  with  my  fear. 
He  rush'd  upon  me,  and  divulg*d  my  stain ; 
Scarce  from  my  murder  coiUd  hiu  hands  refrain. 
I  only  answei^d  him  with  silent  teara ; 
Tfaey  flow'd;   my  tongue   was  fh>zen  np  with 

fean. 
His  little  grand-cbild  he  commands  away. 
To  momitain  wol^es  and  every  bird  of  prey. 
The  babę  cry'd  out,  as  if  he  understood, 
And  begg*d  bis  pardon  with  what  yoice  he  could. 
By  what  expires8ioii8  can  my  grief  be  shown  ? 
(Yctyou  may  goesg  my  anguish  by  your  own:) 
To  see  my  bowels,  and,  what  yA  was  worse, 
Your  bowels  too,  condemnM  to  such  a  curse ! 
Out  went  the  king ;  my  roice  its  ireedom  found. 
My  breasts  I  beat,  my  blubbei^d  cheeks  I  wound. 
And  now  appear*d  the  messenger  of  Death ; 
Sad  were  bis  looks,  and  scaice  fae  drew  his  breath, 
To  say,  **  Your  father  sends  you"— (with  tfaat 

word 
His  trembling  hands  presented  me  a  sword): 
"  Your  father  sends  you  this ;  and  lets  you  know, 
That  your  own  crimes  the  use  of  it  will  show." 
Too  well  I  know  the  sense  those  words  impart: 
His  present  shall  be  treasui^d  in  my  heart. 
Are  these  the  nuptial  gifts  a  bride  receiyes  ? 
And  this  tlie  iatal  dower  a  iather  gires } 
Thou  god  of  marriage,  shun  thy  own  disgrace,     ' 
And  take  thy  torch  fW>m  this  detested  place : 
Instead  of  that,Iet  Furies  light  theirbrandsy 
And  fire  my  pile  with  tfaeir  infemal  hands. 
With  happier  fortunę  may  my  sisters  wed  ; 
Wam^d  by  the  dire  example  cdT  the  dead. 
For  thee,  poor  babę,  what  crime  could  they  pre- 

tend? 
How  could  thy  infiint  innocence  oifend  ? 
A  guilt  there  was ;  but,  oh,  that  guilt  was  minę ! 
Thou  suffer'st  for  a  sin  that  was  not  thine. 
Thy  mother*8  grief  and  crime !  but  just  enjoyM, 
Shown  to  my  si^t,  and  bom  to  be  destroyM ! 
Uobappy  offiipring  of  my  teeming  womb ! 
Dragg^d  headlong  from  thy  cradle  to  thy  tomb ! 
Thy  unofRsndf ng  life- 1  could  uot  sare. 
Nor  weeping  could  I  follow  to  thy  gnye : 
Nor  on  thy  tomb  coukl  offęr  my  shom  bair : 
Nor  show  the  grief  which  tender  mothers  bear. 
Yet  long  thou  shalt  not  from  my  arms  be  lost ; 
For  sooD  I  will  o^ertake  thy  infiint  g^ost 
But  thou,  my  lorę,  and  now  my  loye^s  despair, 
Perform  bis  funerals  with  paterdal  care. 
His  scatter*d  limbs  wit^i  my  dead  body  bum ; 
And  once  morę  joio  us  iu  the  pious  ura. 
If  on  my  wounded  breast  thou  drupp'fft  a  tear, 
Thtnk  for  whose  toke  my  breast  that  wound  did 

bear; 
And  faithfnliy  my  iast  desires  fulfil, 
As  I  perfonn  my  cmel  fidher's  will. 


HELEN  TO  PARIS. 


EPIST.  XVII. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

Helen,  haring  receired  an  epistle  from  Paris,  re* 
tums  the  foUowing  answer :  whercin  ahe  seems 
at  first  to  cbide  him  for  his  presumption  in 
writing  as  he  had  done,  which  could  only  proceed 
from  his  Iow  opinion  of  her  Tirtue ;  then  owns 
herself  to  be  sensible  of  the  passion,  which  he 
had  expres8ed  for  her,  though  she  much 
suspected  his  constancy  ;  and  at  iast  di8COvers 
her  inclination  to  be  faTOurabie  to  him:  the 
whole  letter  showing  the  extreme  artifice  of 
womankind. 


When  loose  epistles  vio1ate  chaste  eyes, 

She  hałf  consents,  wbo  silently  denies. 

How  dares  a  stranger,  with  designs  so  Tain, 

Marriage  and  hospitable  rights  prophane  ? 

Was  it  for  this,  your  fleet  did  shelter  find 

From  swelling  seaS,  and  eyery  faithless  wind  ? 

(For  though  a  distant  country  brought  you  fbrth^ 

Your  usage  here  was  equal  to  your  woith.) 

Does  this  deserre  to  be  rewarded  so  ? 

Did  you  come  here  a  stmnger  or  a  foe  ? 

Your  partial  judgment  may  periiap«  complmin» 

And  think  me  barbarous  for  my  just  disdain. 

Ill-bred  then  let  me  be,  but  not  unchaste. 

Nor  my  dear  famę  with  any  spot  defoc'd. 

Though  in  my  fiioe  there's  no  aiTected  frown. 

Nor  in  my  carriage  a  feign'd  niceness  shown, 

I  keep  my  honour  still  without  a  stain. 

Nor  has  my  love  madę  any  coxcomb  vain. 

Your  boidness  I  with  admiration  see ; 

What  hope  had  you  to  gain  a  queen  like  me  } 

Because  a  bero  fon^d  me  once  away, 

Am  I  thougfat  fit  to  be  a  second  prey  ? 

Had  I  been  won,  1  had  deserr^d  your  blame. 

But  surę  my  ps^  was  nothtiąg  but  the  shame. 

Yet  the  base  theft  to  him  no  fruit  did  bear, 

1  'scap^d  unburt  by  any  thing  but  fear. 

Rude  forcc  might  some  unwilling  kisses  gain  ; 

But  that  was  all  he  ever  could  obtain. 

You  on  such  terms  would  ne'er  have  let  me  go; 

Werę  be  like  you,  ure  had  not  parted  so. 

UntouchM  the  youth  restor*d  me  to  my  friends. 

And  mode^t  usage  madę  me  some  amends. 

^is  Tirtue  to  repent  a  Yicious  deed. 

Did  he  repent,  that  Paris  might  succeed  ?^ 

Surę  *tis  some  Fate  that  scts  me  aboye  wrongs, 

Yet  still  CKposes  me  to  busy  tongues. 

PU  not  complain ;  for  who^s  displeas*d  with  love, 

If  it  sincere,  discręet,  and  constant  prove  ? 

But  that  I  fear ;  not  that  I  think  you  baae, 

Or  doubt  the  Uooming  beauties  of  my  froe; 

But  all  your  8ex  is  subject  to  deceive, 

And  ours,  alas,  too  williiig  to  beliere. 

Yet  others  yield;  and  love  o'ercomes  the  best; 

But  why  should  I  not  shine  above  the  rest  ? 

Fair  Łeda'8  story  seems  at  first  to  be 

A  fit  example  ready  foim^d  for  me. 

But  she  was  cozenM  by  a  borrow'd  shmpe. 

And  under  hannless  feathers  felt  ą  rape. 

If  I  shouki  yield,  what  reason  could  1  use  ? 

dy  what  mistake  the  loTing  crime  excuse^ 

Her  £ftult  was  in  her  powerfiil  lover  lo«t  i  • 

But  of  what  Jupiter  h«ve  I  to  boast  ? 


TRANSLATIONS  FROM  OVID'S  EPISTLES. 


129 


Tboogii  ytm  to  berocs  and  t«  kings  sncceed, 

Our  fkmoiis  r«ce  does  no  addition  need ; 

And  grcait  alliances  ^t  nseloss  prove 

To  one,  that  comes  henełf  from  mighty  Jove. 

60  then,  and  boast  in  some  less  hauglity  place 

Yoar  PhrygiaD  blood,  and  Priam't  ancient  race; 

Which  I  wouM  show  I  ^'alued,  if  I  diirst ;, 

Yoo  are  the  fifth  from  Jove,  but  I  the  ńnt, 

Tbe  crown  of  Troy  is  poweiful,  I  confess ; 

Bot  I  hare  reason  to  tbink  ourt  no  less. 

Your  letter,  filPd  wtth  promises  of  all 

Hiat  men  can  good,  and  women  pleasant  call^ 

Gł\es  expeciatioD  such  an  azpple  field, 

As  woiild  moTo  goddesses  themsehes  to  yield. 

But  if  I  e'er  o&nd  great  Judo's  laws, 

Yonrself  shall  be  the  dear,  the  only  cause : 

Either  my  honour  PU  to  death  maintain, 

Or  follow  yon,  without  mean  thougbts  of  gain. 

Kot  tbat  so  fair  a  present  I  despise ; 

We  like  the  gift,  wben  we  the  ^iver  prize. 

Bot  'Łis  your  lorę  moves  me,  which  madę  yon  take 

Sbch  pains,  and  ran  su^h  haizards  for  my  sake. 

I  have  perceiv'd  (thou^rh  I  dissembled  too) 

A  tfaousand  things  tbat  loTe  bas  madę  you  do. 

Your  eager  eyes  would  almost  dazzle  minę, 

In  whi<^  (wild  man)  your  wanton  thoughts  would 

ahine. 
Sometimes  you'dsigh,  sometimcsdisorderM  stand, 
And  with  unnsua]  ardour  press  my  hand  ; 
ContriTe  just  after  me  to  take  the  glass, 
Kor  woald  you  let  the  least  occasion  pass : 
Wken  oft  I  fearM  I  dld  not  mind  alone, 
And  blnshing  satefor  things  which  you  have  doue: 
Then  marimur*d  to  myself,  "  He  'li  for  my  sake 
Do  any  tfaing  ;*>  1  hope  'twas  no  mistake. 
Oft  I  hare  read  within  thts  pleasing  grove, 
Under  my  name,  ^ose  charming  words,  /  iooe. 
I,  frowning,  8eem'd  not  to  believe  your  flame ; 
Bot  now,  alas,  am  come  to  write  the  same. 
If  I  were  capable  to  do  amiss, 
I  couM  not  but  be  sensible  of  this. 
For  oh!  your  fece  bas  such  peculiar  charms, 
That  wfao  ran  hoM  from  flying  to  your  arms  ? 
But  what  I  ne*ercan  bave  without  offence, 
May  9oine  blest  maid  possess  with  innocence. 
Pieasnre  may  tenpt,-  but  yirtue  morc  should  move  ; 
O  ieam  of  me  to  want  the  thing  you  lorę. 
Wbat  yon  desire  is  sought  by  all  mańki nd : 
As  you  bave  eyes,  so  others  are  not  blind. 
like  you  they  see,  like  yon  my  charms  adore ; 
fbey  wisb  not  less,  but  you  dare  venture  morę. 
Oh !  had  yoa  then  upon  our  coasts  been  brought, 
kf  y  Tirgin-loTe  when  thousand  riyals  sought, 
trm  had  I  scen,  you  should  havc  had  my  votcc ; 
Hw  coukł  my  busband  justly  blame  my  choice : 
?0€  both  our  bopes,  alas !  you  come  too  late ; 
Inotber  now  b  master  of  my  fate. 
kfoieto  ny  wish  I  could  bave  liv*d  with  you, 
ted  yet  my  preaent  lot  can  undergo. 
Dease  to  solicit  a  weak  woman'8  will, 
lad  BTge  ncyt  ber  yoa  \ove  to  so  much  ill ; 
Bot  let  me  Iive  contentcd  as  I  itfay, 
Ind  make  not  my  unspotted  famę  your  prey. 
fome  rigbt  yoa  datm,  sińce  naked  to  your  eyes 
niree  goddesaes  disputed  beauty*s  prize : 
)ne  offer^d  va]onr;  t'  otfaer  crowns;  bot  she 
Xitain'd  ber  cause,  who  smiling  promisM  me. 
Ikt  fint  I  am  not  of  bdief  so  light, 
fo  ffaink  soch  nympbs  would  show  you  such  a 
ngbt: 
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Yet  granting  this,  the  otber  part  is  feign'd ; 

A  hribe  so  mean  your  sentenoe  had  not  gaJn'd. 

With  partial  eyes  1  should  myself  regaitl ; 

To  think  tbat  Yeous  madę  me  her  reward : 

1  humbly  am  content  with  łiuman  praise^    ' 

A  goddess^s  applause  would  envy  niise. 

But  be  it  as  you  say  ;  for,  His  confcst, 

The  men,  who  flattci*  highest,  płease  us  best. 

Tbat  I  suq>ect  it,  ought  uot  to  dispłease ; 

For  miracles  are  not  believ'd  with  ease. 

One  joy  1  have,  that  1  had  Yenus'  voice ; 

A  gpeater  yet,  that  you  confirm'd  her  choice  j 

That  pToifer'd  laurels,  promisM  8overeignty, 

Juno  and  Pallas  you  contemnM  for  mc. 

Am  I  your  empire  then,  and  your  renown  > 

What  beart  of  rock,  but  must  by  this  be  won  ł 

And  yet  bear  witness,  O  you  powers  aboye, 

How  rude  I  am  in  all  the  arts  of  Lorę ! 

My  hand  is  yet  nntaugbt  to  write  to  men : 

This  is  th'  essay  of  my  unpractis*d  pen. 

Happy  thoae  oymphs,  whom  use  bas  perfisctmade! 

I  think  all  crime,  and  tremble  at  a  shade. 

Ev»n  wbile  1  write,  my  feaiful  conscious  eyes 

Look  often  back,  misdoubting  a  surprise. 

For  oow  the  rumour  spreads  among  the  crowd, 

At  court  in  whispers,  bnt  in  town  aloud : 

Dissemble  you,  whate'er  you  hear  thcm  say  1 

To  leave  off  loving  were  your  better  way  j 

Yet  if  you  will  dissemble  it,  you  may. 

Love  secretly :  the  absence  of  my  lord 

Morę  ireedom  gives,  but  does  not  all  afibrd : 

Łofig  is  his  joumey,  long  wiH  be  his  stay ; 

Caird  by  affairs  of  consequence  away. 

To  go,  or  not,  when  unresoWd  he  stood, 

I  bid  him  make  what  swift  return  he  could : 

Then,  kissingme,  he  said,  **  I  recommend 

All  to  thy  care,  but  most  my  Trojan  friend.*' 

I  smil*d  at  what  hę  innocently  said, 

And  only  answer*d,  '*  You  shall  be  obey^d.** 

Propitious  winds  have  borne  him  far  from  bence. 

But  let  not  this  seeure  your  confidence. 

Absent  he  is,  yeit  absent  he  commands : 

You  knowthe  proverb,  **  Princes  have  long  hands." 

My  fame*s  my  burthen ;  for  the  morę  i*m  praisd, 

A  juster  ground  of  jcalousy  is  rais*d. 

Were  ( less  fair,  I  might  have  been  morę  blest : 

Oreat  beauty  through  great  danger  is  posaest. 

To  leave  me  here,  his  yentnre  was  not  bard, 

Because  bethought  my  yirtue  was  my  gnani* 

He  fear>d  my  face,  but  trusted  to  my  lifp, 

The  beauty  doiibted,  but  beliey'd  tbe  wife. 

Yon  bid  me  use  th*  occasion  while  1  can, 

Put  in  our  hands  by  the  good  easy  man. 

1  would,  and  yet  I  doaht  'twixt  k>ye  and  fear; 

One  draws  me  irom  you,  and  one  brings  me  noar. 

Our  flames  are  mutual,  and  my  husband*s  gone : 

The  nights  ard  long ;  I  fear  to  He  atone. 

One  bouse  contains  us,  and  weak  walls  diyide. 

And  you  *re  too  pressing  to  be  long  dcny'd. 

Let  me  not  llye,  but  evety  thing  conspires 

To  join  our  loyes,  and  yet  my  f^r  retires, 

Yoo  oourt  witii  words,  when  you  should  furce  em- 

A  rape  is  reqnl8ite  to  shame-^e'd  joy.        [pioy : 

Indulgent  to  the  wrongs  which  we  receive, 

Our  'sex  caa  sufler  what  we  dare  not  give. 

Wbat  hare  I  said?  for  both  of  us  't  were  best, 

Our  kindlinc  fire  if  each  of  us  supprest. 

Tbe-ftłtfa  of  strangers  is  too  prone  to  cbange. 

And,  like  themsdyes,  their  waiidViQg  passious 
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1  am  not  bom  from  fierce  Achilles*  linę. 
Nor  did  my  parents  against  Troy  combine. 
To  be  thy  wife  if  ,1  unworthy  prove, 
By  8ome  infeńor  name  admit  my  lorę. 
To  be  8ecur'd  of  still  possessing  tbee, 
What  would  I  do,  and  what  would  I  not  be  ! 
Our  Libyan  coaats  their  certain  seasons  know, 
When  free  from  tempesU  passengers  may  go : 
But  now  with  nortbern  blasts  the  billows  roar, 
And  driye  the  floating  sea-weed  to  the  shore. 
Łeave  to  my  care  the  time  to  sail  away ; 
When  safe,  I  will  not  sufier  thee  to  stay. 
Thy  weary  men  would  be  with  eąse  content ; 
Their  sails  are  tatter^d,  and  their  masts  are  spent. 
If  by  no  merit  1  thy  mind  can  move, 
What  thou  deny'st  my  merit,  give  my  love. 
Stay,  till  I  leam  my  loss  to  undergo ; 
And  giye  m*  time  to  ittniggle  with  my  woe. 


If  not,  know  this,  1  wilLnot  sufier  fong; 

My  life^s  too  loathsome,  and  my  love  too  strong. 

Death  holds  my  pen  and  dictates  what  I  say, 

While  cross  my  lap  the  Trojan  sword  I  lay. 

M  y  tears  flow  down ;  the  sharp  edge  cu ts  their  flood. 

And  drinks  my  sorrows  that  must  drink  my  bhiod. 

How  weil  thy  g!ft  does  with  my  fate  agree ! 

My  funeral  pomp  is  cbeaply  madę  by  thee. 

To  no  new  wbunds  my  bosom  1  display : 

The  sword  but  enters  where  Lotc  madę  the  war. 

But  thou,  dear  sister,  and  yet  dearer  frieodp 

Shalt  my  cold  ashes  to  their  urn  attend. 

Sichsus'  wife  let  not  the  marble  boast, 

I  lost  that  title,  when  my  fiune  1  lost. 

This  short  insctiption  only  let  it  bear : 

"  Unhappy  Dido  lies  in  quiet  here. 

The  cause  of  death,  and  sword  by  which  she  dy'd, 

JEnegis  gare :  the  rest  her  arm  8upply'd." 
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TN  Cupid'6  school  whoe'er  woold  take  degree, 
-^  Must  leaiii  hjs  rudimentń  by  reading  me. 

Seamen  with  sailing  arts  their  yessels  move ; 
Art  guides  the  chariot:  Art  instructs  to  love. 
Of  ships  and  chariots  others  know  the  nile ; 
But  I  am  master  in  Loyc^s  mighty  scbool. 
Cupid  indeed  is  obstinate  and  wild, 
A  stubbom  god  j  but  yet  the  god*8  a  childc 
Easy  to  govem  in  his  tender  age, 
Like  fierce  Achilles  in  his  pupillage : 
Tliat  hem,  bom  for  conquest,  trembting  stood 
Before  the  Centaur,  and  receiv'd  the  rod. 
As  Chiron  moUify'd  his  cruel  mind 
With  art,  and  taught  his  warlike  hands  to  wind 
The  silver  strings  of  his-melodious  lyre : 
So  Lore^s  fair  goddess  does  my  sorj  ińspire, 
To  teach  her  soiler  arts ;  to  sooth  the  mind» 
And  smooth  the  ragged  breasts  of  human-kind. 

Yet  Cupid  and  Achilles  each  with  scorn 
And  ragę  werc  fillM;  and  both  were  goddess^boni. 
TbebuU,  reclaim'd  and  yok'd,  the  burthen  drawg; 
The  horse  receiyes  the  bit  within  his  jaws ; 
And  stubbom  LDve  shall  bend  beneath  my  sway, 
Though  stmi^ng  oft  he  strires  to  disobey. 
He  shakes  his  Łorch,  he  wounds  me  with  his  darts; 
But  vain  his  fofce,  and  Tainer  are  his  arts. 
The  morę  he  bums  my  soul,  or  wounds  my  sight, 
The  morę  he  teaches  to  rerenge  the  spite. 

1  boast  no  aid  the  Delphian  god  affords, 
Nor  auspice  from  the  flight  of  chattering  biids; 
Nor  Clio  nor  her  sisters  baye  1  seen ; 
A9  BetM  mm  theni  on  the  iluidy  cńea: 


Experience  makes  my  work;  a  trath  to  try*d 
You  may  believe ;  and  Yenus  be  my  guide. 

Far  hencc,  ye  ycstals,  be,  who  bind  your  hair; 
And  wives,  who  gowns  below  your  ancles  wear. 
1  sing  the  broihels  loose  and  unconfin*d, 
Th'  unpunibhaUle  pleasures  of  the  kind  ; 
Which  all  ałike,  for  love,  or  money,  find. 

You,  who  in  Cupid'8  roils  inscribe  your  name, 
First  seek  an  object  worthy  of  your  flame  ; 
Then  strive,  with  art,  your  lady*s  mind  to  gain: 
And  laKt,  pTovide  your  lorę  may  long  renaain. 
On  these  three  precepts  all  my  work  shall  move : 
These  are  the  rules  and  priaciples  of  Lovc. 

Before  your  youth  with  marriage  is  opprest. 
Make  choice  of  one  who  suits  yaur  humour 

best: 
And  such  a  damsel  drops  not  firam  the  sky ; 
She  must  be  sought  for  with  a  curious  eye. 

The  wary  angler,  in  the  winding  brook« 
Knows  what  the  fiah,  and  where  to  bait  his  hook. 
The  fowler  and  the  huntsman  know  by  name 
The  certain  haunts  and  harbour  of  their  ijrame, 
So  must  the  lover  beat  the  likeliest  grounris ; 
Th*  as8(mbly  where  his  quarry  most  abuuods. 
Nor  sl)all  my  norice  wander  far  astray  ; 
These  rules  shall  put  him  in  the  ready  way. 
Thou  shalt  not  sail  around  the  continen^ 
As  far  as  Perseus  or  as  Paris  went : 
For  Romę  alone  afibrds  thee  such  a  storę, 
As  all  the  world  cau  hardly  show  thee  morę. 
The  face  of  Heaven  with  fewer  stars.  is  crown*^ 
Than  beauties  in  the  Roman  sphere  are  found. 

Whether  thy  love  is  bent  on  blouming  youtl^ 
On  dawnin?  sweetness  in  unartful  tnith  i 
Or  courts  the  juicy  joys  of  riper  growth  ; 
Uere  mayst  thou  find  thy  fuU  deshre*  in  both« 
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Łike  that  whicb  now  thy  tr^mbling  sailora  fear ; 
Uke  that  irhoae  ragę  shonld  ntill  detain  thee  herc. 
Behiild  how  high  thę  foamy  billows  ride  ! 
Tbe  wiiMls  and  wares  are  on  the  joster  side. 
To  Winter  weather  and  a  stormy  sea 
I  11  owe,  wbat  rather  I  would  owe  to  thee« 
Beatłi  tbćm  deserv*st  from  Hea^en^s  avcnginglaws; 
But  I^  unwilling  to  becoroe  the  cauae. 
To  shun  my  loTe,  if  thou  wilt  seek  thy  hte, 
Th  a  dear  parchase,  and  a  costly  hate. 
Stay  bttt  a  litŁle,  tiU  the  tempest  cease, 
And  the  load  winds  are  In1l'd  into  a  peace. 
3lar  all  tby  nige,  like  theirs,  uncoiistaiit  prore ! 
And  ao  it  will,  if  there  be  power  in  Iove. 
Know*8t  thou  not  yet  wbat  dangers  sbips  sustatn  ? 
So  often  wreck'd,  how  dar^st  thou  teoipt  the  maiii  ? 
Whicb  were  it  smooth,  were  evcry  wave  asieep, 
Ten  thoasand  fomis  of  Death  are  in  the  deep. 
In  thąt  abyss  tbe  gods  their  rengeance  store, 
For  broken  rows  of  those  who  falsely  stwora. 
Tbere  winged  storms  en  sea-born  Venus  wait» 
To  Tindicate  the  jastice  of  ber  śtate. 
Tbns  I  to  thee  the  means  of  safety  show ; 
Aody  tost  myself,  wuuld  still  presenre  my  foe. 
False  as  thou  art,  I  not  tby  death  design  i 

0  rather  lirę,  to  be  the  cause  of  minę ! 
Shonld  some  aren^ng  storm  thy  ressel  tear, 
(Bot  Heaven  forbid  my  words  shonld  omen  bear) 
Then  tn  thy  face  tby  perjur^d  vow8  would  fly ; 
And  my  wrong^d  gbost  be  present  to  thy  eye. 
With  threatening  looks  tbink  thou  bebold'st  me 

atare, 
Gasptng  my  moutb,  and  clotted  all  my  hair. 
Then,  sbould  fork'd  Ifghtning  and  red  thunder  &11, 
Wbat  cou1d*8t  thou  say,  but  I  deservM  *em  all  ? 
lipst  this  shonld  happen,  make  not  hastę  away ; 
To  siran  tbe  danger  will  be  worth  thy  stay. 
Barę  pity  on  tby  son,  if  not  on  me : 
My  dcfttb  alone  is  guilt  enough  for  thee. 
Wbat  bas  bis  youtb,  wbat  have  thy  gods  deserv*d. 
To  śnk  in  seas,  who  were  ftt>m  flres  preserv'd  ? 
But  neitber  gods  nor  parent  didst  thou  bear ; 
Snocth  Stones  all  to  please  a  woman's  ear, 
False  as  tbe  tale  of  tby  romantic  life. 
Ifor  yet  am  1  tby  first  deluded  wife : 
Left  to  pnreuing  foes  Creusa  stay*d. 
By  thee,  base  man,  forsaken  and  betray^d. 
This,  wben  tbou  told'st  me,  stmck  my  tender  beart, 
Tbat  soch  i«qtiital  fol]ow'd  sucb  desert. 
Kor  donbt  I  but  tbe  god?,  for  crimes  like  these, 
Sereo  winters  kept  tbee  wandering  on  the  seas. 
Thy  atarr'd  companions,  cast  asborf",  I  fed, 
Thyself  admittfd  to  my  crown  and  bed. 
To  baihonr  strangers,  succour  the  distiest, 
Was  kiod  enough  ;  but,  ob,  too  kind  the  rest! 
Corst  be  the  cave  whicb  first  my  ruin  brought, 
Wbcre,  from  the  storm,  we  cotnmon  shciter  sought  * 
A  dreadful  bowling  echoM  round  tbe  place : 
Tbe  monntatn  nympbs,  thought  I,  my  nuptials 

grace. 

1  thought  so  then,  but  now  too  late  I  know 
Tbe  Furics  yeird  my  fun^rals  firom  below. 
O  Chastity  and  yiolated  Famę, 

Ezact  yonr  dues  to  my  dcad  busband*a  name  1 

By  death  redcem  my  reputation  lost, 

And  to  his  arms  festore  my  guilty  gbost. 

Close  hy  my  palące,  in  a  jrloomy  .anrore, 

Is  Tais'd  a  chapel  to  my  mtirderM  Iotc  ;     [stands, 

There,  wreatb^d  with  boughs  and  wool,  his  statuę 

Tbe  ^oos  nomniient  of  artful  b«nds» 
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liastnight,  methought,  be  caird  me  from  the  dome. 
And  thrice,  with  hoUo^  voice,  cryM,  *'  Dido, 

come.** 
She  comes;  thy  wife  t|iy  lawful  summons  beacs; 
But  comes  more  slowly,  c]ogg'd  with  conscious 
Foiigive  tbe  wrong  1  offer'd  to  tby  bedj       [fears, 
Strong  were  his  charms,  who  my  weak  feith  nii.slcd. 
His  goddess  motłier,  and  his  aged  sire 
Borne  on  bis  back,  did  to  my  fali  conspire. 
Oh !  sucb  be  was^  and  is»  that,  were  he  true^ 
Without  a  blusb  1  might  bis  luve  pursue. 
But  cniel  stars  my  birth-day  did  attend ; 
And  as  my  fortunę  op€n*d,  it  must  end. 
My  pligbted  lord  was  at  tbe  altar  slain, 
Wbose  u  ealtb  was  madę  my  bloody  brother's  gain. 
Friendless,  and  foltow'd  by  the  mutderer'8  hat«. 
To  fbreign  countries  1  remov*d  my  fate; 
And  here,  a  suppliaiit,  from  the  nativ«8*  b^nds 
1  bought  the  ground  on  whicb  my  city  stands, 
With  all  the  coast  tbat  stretche^  to  tlie  sea ; 
Ev'n  to  the  friendly  port  tbat  8heltci''d  thee : 
Then  rais^d  these  walls,  whicb  mount  into  the  air, 
At  once  my  neigbbours'  wondcr,  and  thetr  fear. 
For  now  they  arm ;  and  round  me  leagues  are  madę. 
My  scarce-establish'd  empire  to  invade. 
To  man  my  new-built  walls  I  must  prepare, 
An  belpfess  woman,  and  unskiird  in  H-ar. 
Yet  thousand  rirals  to  my  love  pretend ; 
And  for  my  person  would  my  crown  defend : 
Whose  jarriii^  votes  in  one  complaint  agree* 
Tbat  each  unjustly  is  disdainM  for  tbee. 
To  proud  Hyarbas  give  me  up  a  prey ; 
(For  tbat  must  foliow,  if  tbou  goest  away.) 
Or  to  my  busband'8  murderer  Ieave  my  life, 
That  to  tbe  busband  be  may  add  th:i  wife. 
Go  then,  sińce  no  complaints  can  mo?e  thy  mind: 
Go,  perjor^d  man,  but  leave  thy  gods  behind. 
Touch  not  those  gods,  by  whom  thou  art  forsworn, 
Who  will  in  impious  hands  no  more  be  borne : 
Thy  sacrilegious  worship  they  disdain. 
And  rather  wonld  the  Grecian  fires  sustain. 
Perbaps  my  greatest  shame  is  still  to  come. 
And  part  of  thee  lies  hid  within  my  womb. 
The  babę  unbom  must  perisb  by  thy  hate. 
And  perisb  guiltless  in  bis  mother^s  fate. 
Some   god,  tbou  say'st,  tby  royage  does  com* 
mand ;  [land  ! 

Would  the  same  god  had  barr*d  thee  from  my 
The  same,  I  doubt  not,  thy  departure  steers, 
Who  kept  thee  out  at  sea  so  many  years; 
While  thy  long  labours  were  a  price  so  great, 
As  thou  to  purehase  Troy  would*st  not  repeat. 
But  Ty  ber  now  tbou  Beek*st,  to  be  at  be^t, 
Wben  there  arrir'd,  a  poor  precarious  euc^t. 
Yet  it  deludes  thy  search :'  perbaps  it  will 
To  thy  old  age  lie  undi8Coyer*d  still. 
A  leady  crown  and  wealth  in  dowcr  I  bring, 
And,  without  conąuering,  here  thou  art  a  king. 
Here  thou  to  Carthage  mav*st  transfer  thy  T^y  :• 
Here  young  Ascanius  may  his  arms  epipJoy ; 
And,  while  we  live  securc  in  soft  repose, 
Bring  many  laurels  borne  from  conąuer^d  foeą, 
By  Cupid's  arrows,  I  adjure  tbee,  stay  ; 
By  all  the  gods,  coinpanions  of  tb|E  way. 
So  may  thy  Trojans,  who  are  yet  aHve, 
Łire  still,  and  with  no  futurę  fortunę  striTC; 
So  may  thy  youthful  son  old  age  attain, 
Aod  thy  dead  fatber^s  bones  in  peace  remain : 
As  thou  hast  pity  on  tmhoppy  me, 
Wbo  katw  no  crima,  b«t  top  giooh  ima  oi  tb«t. 
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Rcjoice)  ye  Roman  soldiers,  in  your  uni  { 
Your  ensigns  from  the  Parthians  shall  ^-etuni ; 
And  the  slain  Crassi  shall  no  longer  mourn. 
A  youth  is  sent  those  trophies  to  demand  ; 
And  beara  his  father^s  thunder  in  his  hand  : 
Doubt  not  th'  imperial  boy  in  ware  iinseen ; 
In  childhood  all  of  Caesar^s  lace  are  men. 
Celestial  seeds  shoot  out  before  their  day, 
Prevent  thetr  years^  and  brook  no  duU  delay. 
Thu8  infant  Hercules  the  snakcs  did  press, 
And  in  bis  cradle  did  bis  sire  confess. 
Bacchus,  a  boy,  yet  like  a  hero  fou^bt, 
And  early  spoils  from  com|uer*d  India  brought. 
Thus  you  your  fatber'8  troops  shall  lead  to  fight. 
And  thus  shall  vanqui8h  in  your  father*8  right 
These  nidiments  to  you  your  lineage  owe; 
Bom  to  increase  your  tiUes,  as  you  grow, 
Bretbren  you  bad,  rcvenge  your  brethren  slain ; 
You  have  a  father,  and  bis  rtghts  maintain. 
ArmM  by  your  couutry^s  parent  and  your  own, 
Redeem  your  country,  and  restorc  his  throne. 
Your  enemies  asscrt  an  impious  cause ; 
You  fight  both  for  dłvine  and  human  laws. 
Already  in  their  cause  thcy  are  o*ercome; 
Subject  them  too,  by  force  oC  arms,  to  Romę. 
Great  father  Mars  with  greater  Cssar  join, 
To  give  a  propperous  omen  to  your  linę : 
One  of  you  is,  and  one  shall  be  divine. 
1  prophesy  you  shall,  you  shall  o*ercome ; 
My  verse  shall  bring  you  back  in  triumph  home. 
Speak  in  my  verse,  exhort  to  loud  alarms : 
O  were  my  numbers  equal  to  your  arms ! 
Then  wuuld  I  sing  the  Parthians  overthrow  ; 
Their  shot  averse  sent  frum  a  flying  bow : 
The  Parthians,  who  already  flying  fight, 
Already  give  an  omen  of  their  fligbt. 
O  when  will  cotaic  the  day,  by  Heavcn  designM, 
When  tbou,  the  best  and  fairest  of  mankind, 
Drawn  by  whitc  horses  shalt  in  triumph  ride, 
With  conquer*d  8laves  attending  on  thy  side  ; 
SIaves,  tliat  no  looger  can  be  safc  in  fligbt ; 
O  glorious  objcct,  O  surprising  sjgfat, 
O  day  of  public  joy ;  too*  good  to  end  in  night ! 
On  such  a  day,  if  tbou,  and,  next  to  thee, 
Some  beauty  sits,  the  spytacie  to  see : 
If  she  inquire  the  names  of  conquer'd  kiog8> 
Of  mountajns,  river8,  and  their  hiddcn  spriogs^ 
Aoswer  to  all  thou  know*st;  and,  if  need  be, 
Of  things  unknown  seem  to  speak  knowingly  : 
This  is  Euphrates,  crown'd  with  reeds;  and  there 
Flows  the  swifi  Tigris  with  his  sea-green  hair. 
Invent  new  names  of  things  unknown  before ; 
Cali  this  Armenia,  tbat  the  Caspian  shore ; 
Cali  this  a  Mede,  and  that  a  Parthian  youth  ; 
Talk  probably :  no  matter  for  the  truth. 

In  feasts,  as  at  our  sbows,  new  means  abound ; 
Morę  pleasure  there,  tban  tbat  of  winę,  is  found. 
The  Paphian  goddess  there  ber  ambush  lays; 
And  Love  betwixt  the  homs  of  Bacchus  plays  ; 
Dcslres  incfcase  at  every  sweiling  draught; 
Brisk  vapours  add  new  vigour  to  the  thought. 
There  Cupid's  purple  wings  uo  fljght  afibrd ; 
But,  wet  with  winę,  be  flutters  on  the  board. 
He  shakes  his  pinions,  but  fae  cannot  move  ; 
Fix'd  be  remains,  and  turns  a  maudlinlove. 
Winę  warms  the  blood,  aod  makea  the  spirits 

flow; 
Care  flies,  and  wrinkles  from  the  forehead  go : 
£xalts  the  poor,  invigorates  the  weak  ; 
Gires  mirth  ai^d  laughter^  aud  a  rosy  chpek. 


Boid  trutha  it  speaks ;  and  spoken,  darea  maiDtaiai 

And  brings  our  old  simplicity  again. 

Ijoye  sparkles  in  tbe  cup,  and  fills  it  bigher : 

Winę  feed9  tbe  flames,  and  fuel  adds  to  fire. 

Bat  choose  no  mistress  in  thy  drunicen  fit^ 

Winę  g^lds  too  much  their  beauties  and  their  wit. 

Nor  trust  thy  judgment  when  tbo  tapers  dance  ; 

But  sober,  and  by  day,  thy  suit  adyance. 

By  day-light  Paris  judg'd  tbe  beauteous  three; 

And  for  the  fairest  did  the  prize  decree. 

Night  is  a  cheat,  and  all  deformities 

Are  bid  or  le6sen'd  in  ber  dark  disguise. 

Tbe  Sun's  fair  light  each  errour  will  confeas, 

In  face,  in  shape,  in  jeweLs,  and  in  dress. 

Why  name  I  every  place  wbere  youtbs  aboondł 
*Tis  loss  of  time,  and  a  too  fruitftil  ground. 
The  Baian  batbs,  where  ships  at  ancbor  ride. 
And  wbolesome  stieams  from  aulphur  fountaiaa 

glide ; 
Where  wounded  youths  are  by  ezperience  taught, 
The  waters  are  less  healthńil  than  tbey  thought. 
Or  Dian's  fane,  which  near  the  suburb  lies, 
Where  priests,  for  their  promotion,  fight  a  prize. 
That  maiden  goddess  is  Love*8  mortal  foe. 
And  much  finom  her  his  subjects  undergo. 
.    Thus  far  the  sportful  muse  with  myrtle  bound, 
Has  sung  where  lovely  lasses  may  be  found. 
Now  let  me  sing,  bow  she  who  wounds  your  mind,' 
With  art,  may  be  to  cure  your  wounds  inclin*d. 
Young  nobles,  to  my  laws  attention  lend : 
And  all  you  rulgar  of  my  school  attend. 

First  then  believe,  all  women  may  be  won; 
Attempt  wUh  confidence,  the  work  is  done. 
The  gpraashopper  shall  first  forbear  to  sing 
In  summer  season,  or  the  bii-ds  in  spring; 
Than  women  can  resist  your  flattering  skill : 
Ev'n  she  will  yield,  who  swears  she  nerer  wilL 
To  aecret  pleaaurc^both  the  sexe8  move ; 
But  women  most,'who  most  dissemble  love. 
'Twere  best  for  us,  if  Łhey  would  fint  declare, 
Avow  their  pussion,  and  sabmit  to  prayer. 
The  cow,  by  lowing,  tells  the  buli  her  flame : 
The  neighing  mare  invites  her  stallion  to  tbe  gamę. 
Man  is  morę  temperate  in  bis  lust  than  tbey. 
And,  morę  tban  women,  can  his  pa^sion  sway. 
Biblis,  we  know,  did  first  her  love  dedare. 
And  had  recourse  to  death  in  her  despair. 
Her  brotber  she,  her  father  Myrrha  sougbt. 
And  lov>d,  but  lov'd  not  fls  a  daughter  ougbt. 
Now  from  a  tree  she  stills  her  odorous  tears, 
Whicb  yet  the  name  of  her  wbo  shed  them  beara. 

In  Ida*8  shady  vale  a  buli  appeai^d. 
Wbite  as  tbe  snów,  the  fsircst  of  the  berd  ; 
A  beauty-spot  of  black  tliere  only  rosę, 
Betwixt  his  equal  homs  and  ample  brows : 
The  love  and  wish  of  all  the  Cretan  cows. 
The  queen  beheld  him  as  his  head  be  rear>d; 
And  envy»d  every  leap  he  gave  the  herd. 
A  secret  fire  she  nourish^d  in  her  breaat. 
And  hated  every  heifer  he  caress^d. 
A  story  known,  and  known  for  tnie,  I  tell ; 
Nor  Crcte,  though  lying,  can  the  trutb  conceaL 
She  cut  hIm  grass  (ao  much  can  I/>ve  command); 
She  strokM,  she  fed  him  with  ber  royal  hatid : 
Was  pleas^d  iu  pastures  with  the  heni  to  roam  ; 
And  Minos  by  tbe  buli  was  orercome.       [brc»wa9 

Cease,  queen,  with  gems  t'  adom  thy  bcniateoa* 
The  monarch  of  thy  heart  no  jewel  knows. 
Nor  in  thy  glass  compose  thy  looks  and  eyes: 
Secure  froiii  aU  tby  channs  thy  Iotw  lies : 
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T«t  tnisŁthy  minour,  wheo  it  tells  fhee  trae ; 
Thm  ait  do  hetfer  to  allare  his  view. 
Sooa  wonldiit  tbou  quit  thy  royal  diadem 
To  Łby  &ir  rivals,  to  be  horn'd  like  them. 
]f  Minos  please,  no  lorer  scek  to'find ; 
U  noty  at  least  seek  one  of  huinaii  kiud. 

Tbe  wretched  queen  tbe  Cretan  court  forsakes ; 
lo  woods  and  wUdi  ber  habitation  makes : 
Sbe  curses  every  beauteous  cow  she  sees ; 
**  Ab,  why  dost  thoa  my  lord  and  maider  please ! 
Aod  think*st,'uugrateful  creature  as  tbou  att, 
Witk  frisking  aukwardly,  to  gain  his  beartl" 
Sbe  said,  and  straigbt  commands,  witb  frowning 
To  put  ber,  andesenring,  to  tbe  yuke;  [look, 

Or  feigna  aome  holy  ńtes  of  sacrifice, 
A  ad  sees  ber  rivaPs  deatb  witb  joyfiil  eyes  : 
Tben,  when  tbe  bloody  priest  bas  done  hiii  part, 
Plea^d  in  ber  band  sbe  bolds  the  beating  beart; 
Nor  from  a  scomful  launt  can  scarce  refrain ; 
**  Go,  fbol,  and  8tńve  to  please  my  love  again." 

Now  she  would  be  Europa,  lo  iiow 
(One  borę  a  buU,  and  one  was  madę  a  cow). 
Yet  8b«  at  last  ber  brutal  bliss  obtainM, 
Aod  in  a  Wooden  cow  tbe  buli  8ustain*d  ; 
PilPd  with  his  seed,  accomplisb*d  ber  desire  ; 
TiA  by  his  form  tbe  son  becray^d  tbe  sire. 

If  Atreus*  wife  to  incest  bad  not  run,     « 
(Bot,  ab,  bow  bard  it  is  to  love  but  one !) 
His  ooursers  Phcebos  bad  not  driven  away» 
To  abun  tbat  sigtat,  and  interrupt  tbe  day. 
Thy  danghter*  Nisus,  puU*d  Łby  purple  hair, 
Aod  barking  aea-dogs  yet  ber  bowels  tear. 
At  sea  and  land  Atrides  ^^ay^d  bis  life, 
Yet  fell  a  prey  to  bis  adulterous  wife. 
Wbo  knows  not  what  revenge  Medea  sought, 
Wben  the  slain  oftspring  borę  the  fatber*s  fault  ? 
Tbns  Phcenix  did  a  woman's  love  bewail ; 
And  thus  Hippolytus  by  Pbaedra  fell. 
Tbeae  crimes  revengeful  matrons  did  commit: 
Hotter  tfaeir  lust,  and  sbarper  is  their  wit. 
Boabt  DOtfrom  tbem  an  easy  victory: 
Scaroe  of  a  tbonsand  dames  will  one  deny. 
AU  women  sk  content  tbat  men  should  woo : 
She  who  complains,*and  she  wbo  wiU  not  do. 
Rest  tben  secure,  wbate*er  thy  łuck  may  prore. 
Kot  to  be  hated  for  declaring  love. 
And  yet  how  caost  tbou  miss,  sińce  womankind 
Is  fraii  and  vain,  and  still  to  change  inciinM  ? 
OM  husbands  and  stale  gallants  they  despise ; 
And  morę  anotbei^s,  tban  their  own,  tbey  prize. 
A  larger  crop  adoms  oor  neighbour^s  field ; 
Morę  mtik  his  kine  firom  swelling  udders  yield. 

First  Kain  the  maid:  by  ber  thou  $halt  be  surę 
A  fffce  access  and  easy  to  procure  : 
Who  knows  what  to  her  officc  does  belong, 
U  in  the  secret,  and  can  hołd  her  tongue. 
Bribe  ber  with  gifts,  with  promises,  and  prayers: 
For  ber  good  word  goes  far  in  love  affairs. 
The  time  and  fit  occasion  leave  to  ber, 
Wfaen  tihe  tnotit  aptly  can  .thy  suit  prefer. 
Tbe  time  for  maids  to  fire  their  lady*s  blood, 
Is,  wfaen  tbey  find  her  in  a  merry  mood ; 
Wheo  all  things  at  ber  wish  and  pleasure  movec 
Her  beart  is  open  then,  and  free  to  love« 
ThcD  mifth  aiŃl  wantonness  to  lust  betray, 
amooth  tbe  passage  to  tbe  Ioyci^s  way. 

the  siege,  when  filPd  with  anxiou8  care : 
One  merry  fit  conclnded  all  the  war. 

If  somefairrival  vex  her  jealous  mind» 
Ofier  thy  senrice  to  nvenge  lu  kiD4< 


Instruct  tbe  damsel  while  she  combs  her  hair. 
To  raise  the  choler  of  tbat  injur*d  fair  $ 
And,  sighiug,  make  her  mistress  uudcrstand, 
She  bis  tbe  means  of  vengeance  in'  ber  band : 
Then,  naming  thee,  łby  humble  suit  prefer; 
And  swear  tbou  fanguishest  and  dy'st  for  ber- 
Then  let  ber  loje  no  time,  but  pusb  at  all : 
For  women  soc:)  are  rais'd,  and  soou  they  fali. 
Give  their  first  fury  leisure  to  relent, 
Tbey  melt  like  ice,  and  suddeuly  repent. 

T*  enjoy  the  maid,  will  tbat  thy  suit  adFance} 
'Tis  a  bard  quetfliun,  and  a  doubtful  chance. 
One  maid,  cornipted,  bawds  the  better  for^t ; 
Another  for  herself  would  keep  the  sport. 
Thy  business  may  be  further^d  or  delay'd : 
But  by  my  counse),  let  aloue  tbe  maid : 
Ev'n  though  sbe  should  coosent  to  do  the  feat; 
The  profit  's  little,  and  the  danger  great. 
1  will  not  lead  thee  through  a  rugged  ruad  ; 
But  where  tlie  way  lies  open,  sale,  and  broad. 
Yet,  if  thou  find^st  her  very  much  thy  friead. 
And  her  good  face  ber  diiigence  commend  : 
Let  tbe  łair  mistress  bave  thy  first  eoibrace. 
And  let  the  maid  come  after  in  her  place. 

But  this  I  will  advise,  and  mark  my  words  j 
For  'tts  the  best  advice  my  skiU  af^nls : 
If  needs  thou  with  the  damsel  wilt  begio, 
Before  th'  attempt  is  madę,  make  surę  to  win : 
For  then  the  secret  better  will  be  kept; 
And  sbe  can  tell  no  tales  wben  once  sbe's  dipt. 
'Tis  for  the  fowler^s  interest  to  beware, 
The  bird  entangled  should  nofscape  tbe  snare. 
The  fish,  once  prick'd,  avoid8  the  bearded  hook, 
And  spoils  tbe  sport  of  all  the  neighbouring  brool^ 
But,  if  tbe  wench  be  tbine,  sbe  makes  thy  way^ 
And,  for  thy  sake,  her  mistress  will  betray ; 
Tell  all  sbe  knows,  and  all  she  łiear»  ber  say. 
Keep  well  the  counael  of  thy  faithful  spy : 
So  sbalt  thou  learn  whene^er  she  treads  awry. 

All  things  the  stations  of  their  seasons  keep; 
And  certain  times  tbere  are  to  sow  and  reap. 
Ploughmen  and  sailors  for  tbe  season  stay, 
Ojie  to  plough  land,  and  one  to  plough  the*sea« 
So  should  the  lover  wait  the  luckv  dav. 
Tben  stop  thy  suit,  it  hurts  not  thy  design : 
But  tbink,  another  bour  she  may  be  tbine. 
And  wben  sbe  celebrates  her  birth  at  home, 
Or  when  she  Tiews  the  public  sbows  of  Rorne^ 
KnoH',  all  thy  Yisits  then  are  troublesome. 
Defer  thy  work,  and  put  not  tben  to  sea, 
For  tbat*s  a  boding  and  a  stormy  day. 
Elsę  take  thy  time,  and,  when  thou  oanst,  b^n  t 
To  brcak  a  Jewish  sabbatb,  think  no  sin : 
Nor  eT'n  on  superstitious  days  abstain'; 
Not  wben  tbe  Romans  were  at  Aliia  slain, 
lii  omens  in  her  frowns  are  understood  ; 
When  she  's  in  bumour,  every  day  is  good. 
But  than  her  birtb-day  seldom  comes  a  worse; 
Wben  bribes  and  presents  must  be  sent  of  counej 
And  that'8  a  bloody  day,  tbat  costs  thy  purse. 
Be  stanoh ;  yet  parsimony  will  be  yatn : 
Tbe  cruving  8ex  will  still  tbe  K>verdrattt« 
No  skin  ran  shift  them  off,  nor  art  remove ; 
They  will  be  begginf?,  wben  tbey  know  we  love, 
The  mt^rchant  comes  upon  tb'  appointed  day, 
Wbo  shall  hefore  thy  fhce  his  wares  display. 
To  cboose  for  her  she  crav^  thy  kind  adTicej 
Then  begs  acrain,  to  bar^in  for  the  prioe : 
But  when  slie  bas  hor  parchase  in  her  eye, 
She  bugs  thee  cloMi  aud  kiioea  tb^  tQ  buy« 


196 


DRYDENS  P0EM8. 


**  Tis  what  I  want,  aud  'tis  a  pen*orth  too ; 
In  many  years  I  will  not  troubłe  you.»» 
If  you  complain  you  have  no  ready  coin  j 
No  matter,  'tis  but  writing  ot  a  linę, 
A  little  bill,  not  to  be  paid  at  sight ; 
Now  eorse  the  timc  w  hen  thou  werttaught  to  write. 
She  kecps  her  birth-day ;  you  must  send  the  cheer ; 
And  «he  Ml  be  born  a  hundred  times  a  year. 
With  daily  lies  she  dribs  thee  into  cost ; 
That  car-rihsr  dropt  a  stone,  that  ring  is  lost. 
They  often  borrow  what  they  ncyer  pay ; 
"Whate!er  you  lend  her,  think  it  thrown  away. 
Had  I  ten  months  and  tongues  to  tell  each  art, 
AU  would  be  wcaried  erc  I  told  a  part. 

By  letters,  not  by  words,  thy  love  begin ; 
And  ford  the  dangcrous  passage  with  thy  pen. 
If  to  her  heart  thou  aim'8t  to  find  the  way, 
£xtreiQely  flatter,  and  extremely  pray. 
Priam  by  prayers  did  Hector^s  body  gain ; 
Nor  is  an  angry  god  invok'd  in  vain. 
With  promis^d  gifts  her  easy  mind  bewitch ; 
For  ev*n  the  poor  in  promise  may  be  rich,^ 
Yain  hopes  awhile  her  appetite  will  atay  ;* 
'Tis  a  deceitfal,  but  commodious  way. 
Who  gives  is  mad ;  but  make  her  stili  belieTe 
Twill  come,  and  thafs  the  cheapest  way  to  give. 
£v'n  barren  iandsfair  promises  afford ; 
But  f he  lean  hanrest  cbeats  the  8tarving  lord. 
Buy  not  thy  first  enjoyment,  lest  it  prove 
Of  bad  e^ainple  to  thy  futurę  love : 
But  gct  it  gratis;  and  she  *11  give  thee  morej 
For  fear  of  losing  what  she  gave  before. 
The  losing  gamester  shakes  the  box  in  TaiOy 
And  bleeds,  and  łoses  on,  in  hopes  to  gain. 

Write  then,  and  in  thy  lettcr,  as  I  sald, 
Łet  her  with  mighty  promises  be  fed. 
Cydippe  by  a  tetter  was  betray^d, 
Writ  on  an  apple  to  th*  unwary  maid. 
She  reed  herseff  into  a  marriage-TOW 
(And  every  cheat  in  love  the  gods  allow). 
Learn  eloqtiencc,  ye  noble  youth  of  Home ; 
It  wili  not  only  atthe  bar  o'ercome : 
Sw^t  words  the  people  and  the  senate  move ; 
But  the  chief  end  of  eloquence  is  Iove. 
But  in  thy  lettfY  hide  thy  moring  arts ; 
Affcct  not  to  be  thought  a  man  of  parts. 
Nonę  but  rain  fools  to  simple  women  preach : 
A  leamed  letter  oft  bas  maide  a  breach. 
In  a  femiiiar  style  your  thougłits  convey, 
And  write  sućh  things  as  presetit  you  would  say ; 
Such  words  as  firom  the  heart  may  seem  to  move : 
'lis  wit  enough,  to  make  her  think  you  łore. 
If  seaPd  she  senids  it  back,  and  will  not  read, 
Yet  hope,  in  ttme,  the  business  may  succeed. 
In  time  the  steer  will  to  the  yoke  submit; 
In  time  the  restiff  horse  will  bear  the  bit. 
Ev'n  the  hard  plough-share  ase  will  wear  away ; 
And  stubbom  steel  in  length  of  time  decay. 
Water  is  soft,  and  marble  hard ;  and  yet 
We  see^^solt  water  through  hard  marble  eat. 
Though  late,  yet  Troy  at  length  in  flames  eKpir^d ; 
And  ten  years  morę  Penelope  had  tir'd. 
Perhaps  thy  lines  unan8wer'd  she  retain'd ; 
No  matter;  there^s  a  point  abeady  gaiii'd : 
For  she,  who  reads,  in  time  wili  answer  too ; 
Things  must  be  left  by  just  degrees  to  grow. 
Perhaps  she  writes,  but  answers  with  disdain. 
And  sharply  bids  you  not  to  write  again : 
What  she  requires,  she  fears  you  should  aceord  ; 
The  jilt  #ould  not  he  takan  at  her  word. 


Meantime,  if  she  be  carried  in  her  chair,  X 

Approach,  but  do  not  seem  to  know  8he*s  tben. 
Speak  softły  to  delude  the  standersrby  ; 
Or,  if  aloud,  then  speak  ambiguously. 
If  sauntering  in  the  portico  she  walk» 
Move  slowiy  too ;  for  that*s  a  time  for  taft : 
And  sometimes  foUow^  sometimeabe  her  guide: 
But,  when  the  crowd  permits,  go  side  by  side. 
Nor  in  the  play-houte  let  her  sit  alone : 
For  afae  *s  the  play-house  and  the  play  in  one. 
There  thou  may*st  ogle,  or  by  sigus  advaiice 
Thy  suit,  and  seem  to  touch  her  hand  by  chance; 
Adniire  the  dancer  who  her  liking  gains, 
And  pity  in  the  play  the  lover*s  pcuns  ; 
For  her  sweet  sake  the  loss  of  time  despise ; 
Sit  while  she  sits,  aud  when  she  rises  rtse. 
But  dress  not  like  a  fop,  nor  curi  your  hair. 
Nor  with  a  pnmice  make  your  body  bare. 
Leave  those  eflfemiaate  and  uaeless  toys 
To  eunuchs,  who  can  give  no  solid  joys. 
Naleci  becomes  a  man :  tbis  Theseas  found : 
UncurPd,  uncomb'd,the  nymph  his  wishes4n?owa*dL 
llie  rough  tiippoiytus  was  Phedra*8  care : 
And  Venu8  thought  the  rude  Adonis  &ir. 
Be  not  too  finical ;  but  yet  be  clean : 
And  wcar  welI-fiisbion'd  clotbes,  like  other  men. 
Let  not  your  teeth  be  yellow,  or  be  fool ; 
Nor  in  wideshoes  your  fieettoo  lootdy  roU. 
Of  a  black  muzzle,  and  long  beaid^  beware  ; 
And  let  a  skiiful  barber  cut  your  hair. 
Your  nails  be  pickM  (rom  filth,  and  even  par*d; 
Nor  let  your  nasty  nostrils  bud  with  beard. 
Cure  your  unsavory  hreath,  gargle  your  throat ; 
And  free  youraimpits  from  the  ram  and  goat, 
Dress  not,  in  short,  too  litUe  or  too  much ; 
And  be  not  whoUy  Prench,  uor  wbolly  Dutch. 

New  Bacchus  calls  me  to  his  jolly  rites : 
Who  would  not  follow,  when  a  god  inWtea  ? 
He  belps  the  poet,  and  his  pen  inspires, 
Kind  and  indulgent  to  his  former  fires. 

Fair  Ariadnę  wander'd  on  the  shore, 
Forsaken  now ;  and  Theseus  ioT'd  no  morę  i 
Loose  was  her  gown,  dishevelPd  was  her  hair  ; 
Her  bosom  naked,  and  her  feet  were  bare : 
Exclaiming,  on  the  water^s  brink  she  stood  ; 
Her  briny  tears  augment  the  briny  flood. 
She  shriek'd,  and  wept,  and  both  becameher  faoe: 
No  posturę  could  that  heavenly  form  disgrace. 
She  beat  her  breast:   "  The  traitor^s  gone,"  said 

she; 
"  What  shall  become  of  poor  forsaken  me  ? 
What  shall  beoome^-^she  had  not  time  for  morę, 
The  sounding  cymbals  rattled  on  the  shore. 
She  swoons  for  fear,  she  falls  upon  tbeground; 
No  yitai  heat  was  in  her  body  found. 
The  Mimallonian  dames  about  her  stood ; 
Aud  scodding  Satyra  ran  before  their  god. 
Silenus  on  his  ass  did  next  appear, 
Andhcld  upon  the  mane  (the  god  was  elear); 
The  drunken  sire  pursues,  the  dames  reUre ; 
Sometimes  the  drunken  dames  pursue  ihe  drunken 
At  last  he  topples  OTer  on  the  plain ;  {sire. 

The  Satyra  laugh,  and  bid  him  rise  again. 
And  now  the  god  of  winę  came  driiring  on, 
High  on  his  chariot  by  swift  tigers  drawn. 
Her  colour,  Toice,  and  sense,  foraook  the  fair; 
Thrioe  did  her  tremUing  feet  for  flight  prepare, 
And  thrice  afirighted  did  her  flight  foii>car. 
She  diook,  like  leaves  of  cbm  when  tempests  blow, 
Or  slender  reeds  that  in  the  marsheg  giov. 


TRANSLATION  FROM  OVID'S  ART  OF  LOVE. 


wr 


To  wfaom  Um  god :  "  Ceaipo«e  tby  fearfiil  młiid ; 
]«  me  a  truer  biuibAnd  tboci  shalt  Ibid. 
With  Heaveii  1  will  endo*  thee,  and  thy  star 
Shall  with  propitMOs  %bt  b«  seen  afar, 
Aod  guide  on  teas  th«  doabtfal  mariner.'' 
He  sai^,  and,  flrom  his  chariot  leaping  liffht, 
Łett  the  grini  tigen  shonld  the  n3rmph  affiriglit, 
Ek  braimjr  arms  aroimd  her  watst  he  thfew 
(For  gods,  whate^  they  will,  with  oase  caa  do) 
Aad  swifUy  borę  her  thence :  tV  attandingthrong 
Shoot  at  the  sigbt,  and  ting  the  miptial^song. 
Now  in  foli  bowłs  her  sorrow  she  may  rteep : 
Tbe  bridegrooni*s  liąuor  lays  the  bride  asleep* 

Bat  thon,  wtien  flowing  capa  in  triuinph  rtde. 
And  the  lovVliiymph  is  seated  by  thy  siiie  ; 
JoToke-the  god,  and  all  the  mighCy  powers, 
TbaŁ  winę  may  not  defhittd  thy  genial  hoars. 
Then  in  ambiguoiu  wonła  thy  suit  prefer, 
Whłcb  she  nay  kiiow  were  atl  addrast  to  her. 
]o  liqttid  purple  letters  write  her  naoie, 
Wbicfa  she  oiay  read,  and  raading  ftnd  the  flame. 
Then  may  yonr  eyes  ooaihss  yoor  mntnal  firas 
(Por  eyes  have  tongnes,  and  glances  tell  desiras). 
'WheRe'ershedrin]cB,  be  fir^ttotake  the  cup; 
And,  whiTe  she  laid  her  lips,  tbe  blessing  8U|k 
When  she  to  car^ing  does  her  hand  advance, 
Put  out  thy  own,  ai^  touch  it  as  by  chanee. 
lliy  senrice  er^n  hf  r  husbaaid  most  attend 
(A  hoshand  is  a  most  contenient  friend). 
Seat  the  fool  enckoSd  in  the  highest  place : 
Aod  with  thy  gartand  bis  dnll  tampłes  grace. 
Wbetber  belofw  or  i>!qnal  in  degree, 
Łet  him  be  loid  of  all  the  company, 
And  what  he  says,  be  seconded  by  tbee* 
Tis   common  to  deceive    throogb  fnendship's 

-  name: 
Bat,  common  thóugh  it  be,  >tis  still  to  biame: 
Tbos  &ctorś  firequently  their  trust  betray, 
And  to  ^emselTCs  their  masters*  gains  convey. 
Drink  to  a  certain  pitch,  and  then  give  o^er ; 
Thy  tori^e  and  fect  may  stamble,  drioking  morę. 
Of  dninken  qiaaiTels  in  ber  sight  kwware ; 
Pot*va1our  only  senrea  to  firight  the  fair. 
Eoiytion  justly  feU,  by  winę  opprest. 
For  his  nade  riot  at  a  wedding-feast. 
^Sf  if  yon  have  a  Toioe ;  and  show  yonr  parts 
In  dancing,  if  endned  with  dancing  arts. 
Bo  any  thing  within  your  power  to  please  j 
Kay,  ev*n  ailect  a  seeming  drnnkenness ; 
Clip  erery  wprd;  aąd  if  by  chanee  yoa  speaJk 
Too  hoioe,  or  if  too  broad  a  jest  you  break, 
In  your  encusetbe  company  will  join, 
And  lay  the  fault  upon  the  fon;^  of  winę. 
Tnie  drnnkenness  is  subject  to  oiSsnd ; 
iot  when  !tis  feiga'd  'tis  oft  a  loveT's  friend. 
Tb«ii  salely  may  you  praise  her  beanbeous  face, 
And  cali hfan  happy,  who is inher grace. 
Her  bosband  thinka  bimsełf  the  man  design'd  ; 
Bot  curse  the  cnckold  in  your  secret  mind. 
When  aU  are  riaen,  and  prepare  to  go, 
Mix  with  the  crood,  and  tread  upon  her  toe. 
This  is  the  proper  time  to  make  thy  court ; 
For  now.  8he's  in  tbe  vein,  aod  fit  for  sport.    . 
Lay  bashfialness,  that  mstic  virtoe,  by ; 
To  manly  cronfidence  thy  thoughts  apply. 
On  Fortune's  foretop  timely  fix  thy  hołd  ; 
Now  speak  and  speed,  for  Yenus  loves  the  bold. 
No  rales  of  rhetoric  here  I  need  afford : 
Only  begin,  and  trust  tbe  fbllowing  word; 
It  will  be  witty  of  itii  own  accoid. 


Act  well  the  tover;  let  thy  speech  abound 
la  dying  words»  that  represent  thy  wound : 
Distnist  not  her  beltef ;  she  will  be  mov>d  ; 
All  women  think  they  merit  to  be  k>T*d. 

Sometimes  a  man  beginsto  łove  in  jest^ 
Aod,  after,  feels  the  torment  he  profest. 
For  your  own  sakes  be  pitiful,  ye  £air{ 
For  a  feign*d  passion  may  a  tme  prepans. 
By  flatteries  we  preyail  on  ii^cmiaokind ; 
As  hollow  banks  by  streams  are  undermin*d. 
Tell  her,  her  foce  is  fair,  her  eyes  are  sweet : 
Her  taper  fingers  praite,  and  little  feet. 
Sach  praisesev*n  the  chaste  are  pleas^d  to  hear; 
Both  maids  and  matronshołd  th6ir  beanty  dear. 

Once  naked  Pallas  With  Jove's  queen  appear^d ; 
Aod  stiU  they  grieve  that  Yenos  was  praferr^ 
Praise  the  proud  peacock,  and  he  spraads  his  train: 
Be  silent,  and  he  palla  It  tu  again.  ^> 

Pleas^d  is  tbe  coorser  in  his  rapid  race  j 
Applaud  his  nuining,  and  he  mends  his  pace* 
But  largely  promise,  and  d0vQutly  swear| 
And,  if  need  be,  cali  erery  god  to  hear. 
Jove  siłs  ahove,  foigiring  with  a  smile 
Tbe  perjuries  that  easy  maids  begnile. 
He  swor^to  Juno  by  vhe  Stygian  lakę : 
PofBworn,  he  dares  not  an  exaaipl€  mak«, 
Or  puniah  falsehood  for  his  own  dear  sake.. 
*Tłs  for oor  interest  that  the  gods  sboold  hej 
Let  uą  betiere  them :  1  belieTC,  they  see. 
And  both  reward  and  punish  eqnally. 
Not  that  they  \ire  above,  Hke  lazy  drones^ 
Or  kings  below,  supiae  opon  their  thrones. 
Lead  then  your  Hycs  as  preaent  in  their  sight; 
Be  just  in  dealings,  and  defend  the  rigfcrt ; 
By  fraud  betray  not,  noroppresa  by  might. 
But  *tis  a  yenial  sin  to  cheat  the  fetr ; 
Ali  men  ba^e  liberty  of  consciencethere. 
On  cheating  n3nuph8  a  cheat  is  well  design'd  ; 
Tis  a  profane  and  a  deceitM  kind. 

Tis  sald,  that  .£gypt  for  nine  years  was  dry. 
Nor  Nile  did.floods,  nor  HeaTen  did  rain  sapply. 
A  foreigner  at  lengtb  inform'd  the  king,       [brin?' 
That  slaugfater^d   guests  would  kindly  moistuiti 
The  king  reply^d :  **  On  thee  the  lot  shall  laU  j 
Be  thoo,  my  gnest,  the  sacrifice  for  all.** 
Thus  Phalaris  Perillus  ta^ght  to  tow. 
And  madę  him  season  first  the  brazen  cow. 
A  rightful  doom,  tbe  laws  of  Naturę  ery, 
'Tis  the  artificers  of  death  sho«ld  die. 
Thus  justly  women  suffier  by  dieceit ; 
Their  practice  aathorises  ns  to  chea(t* 
Beg  her,  with  tears,  thy  warm  desires to  grant; 
For  tears  will  pierce  a  heart  of  adamant 
If  tears  wiU  not  be  squeez'd,  then  rab  yonr  eye^ 
Or  'noint  the  lids  and  seem  at  least  to  ery.  - 
Kiss,  if  you  can :  resistance  if  she  make. 
And  will  not  give  you  kisses,  let  her  take, 
"  Fy,  fy,  you  naughty  man  1"  are  woids  of  cooite) 
She  struggles  but  to  be  subdued  by  fbrce. 
Kiss  only  soft,  I  charge  you,  and  beware, 
With  your  bard  bristles  not  to  brash  the  &ir, 
He  who  bas  gBin*d  a  kiss,  and  gains  no  morę, 
Deserves  to  lose  the  bKss  he  got  befere. 
If  once  she  kias,  hor  meamng  ia  exprąst ; 
There  wants  but  little  pusbing  for  the  rest : 
Which  if  thou  dost  not  gain,  by  strength  or  art, 
The  name  of  clown  then  suits  with  thy  desert ; 
Tis  downright  dulness,  and  a  shameful  part. 
Perhaps,  she  calls  it  force ;  but,  if  she  'scape, 
She  will  not  thank  you  forth*  ómitted  rape. 
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The  MX  18  c«nDlttg  to  eoneeal  their  fires ; 
Tbcj  would  be  focc*d  even  to  their  owu  desires. 
Tbey  seem  V  accase  you,  with  a  downcast  sight ; 
But  in  their  souts  coiifess  you  did  tbem  right 
W  ho  might  be  furc*d,  aod  yet  uotouchM  depart, 
Thank  with  their  tongties,  but  curde  you  with  their 
Pair  Phcebe  and  her  sister  did  prefer  [heart. 

To  their  dułl  mates  the  nobler  raTisher. 
V,  bat  Deidainio  did  In  days  of  yore, 
The  tal<^  i«  old,  but  worth  the  reading  o»er. 
Wheii  Yenus  hadthe  gulden  apple  gainM, 
And  the  ju^t  judure  fair  Heleo  bad  obtain'd : 
When  she  with  triumph  was  at  Troy  receir^d, 
The  Trojans  juyful,  while  the  Orpcians  griev*d : 
They  vow*d  revengeQf  violated  iawa, 
And  Greece  was  arming  in  the  cuckołd*8  cause : 
Achilles,  by  his  motber  warn'd  from  war^ 
Disguis^d  bis  sex,  aud  lurk'd  aroongthe  fiiin 
What !  means  ^acidesto  spin  and  sew  ? 
With  apear  and  sword  in  field  thy  valour  shew ; 
And,  Icavłng  this,  the  nobler  Pallas  know. 
Why  dost  thou  iu  that  band  the  distaff  wield, 
Which  is  mora  worthy  to  Aistain  the  shield  ? 
Cr  with  that  other  draw  the  woolly  twine, 
The  same  the  Pates  for  Hector^s  tbread  assign? 
Brandish  thy  faichion  in  thy  powerfnl  band, 
Which  can  alone  the  ponderous  lance  command. 
In  the  same  room  by  cbance  the  royal  maid 
Was  lodg'd,  and,  by  bis  seeroing  sez  betray^d, 
Close  to  her  side  the  youthiul  hero  laid. 
I  know  not  how  his  courtship  he  began  $ 
But,  to  her  cost  she  found  it  wąsa  man. 
>Tis  thought  she  struggled ;  but  witlial  'tis  thought, 
Her  wish  was  to  be  conąueHd,  w  hen  she  fought. 
For  when,  disclo8*d,  and  hastening  to  the  field, 
H'  laid  his  di>taff  down,  and  took  the  shield, 
With  tears  her  bumble  suit  she  did  prefer, 
And  thought  to  stay  the  grateful  rarisher. 
She  sighs,  she  sobs,  hńe  begs  him  not  to  part : 
And  now  *tis  naturę  what  before  was  art. 
She  strives  by  force  ber  loTer  to  detain. 
And  wisbes  to  be  ravłsh*d  once  again. 
ThiA  is  the  sex ;  they  will  not  firsŁ  begin; 
But,  when  compeird,  are  pleasM  to  suflfer  sin. 
Is  there,  whu  thinks  that  women  first  should  woo  ł 
Lay  by  thy  self-conccit,  thou  foolish  beau. 
Be^n,  and  save  their  modesty  the  sharoe ; 
Tis  well  for  thee,  if  they  receive  thy  flame. 
Tis  deccnt  for  a  man  to  speak  his  mind ; 
They  but  expect  th*  occasion  to  be  kind. 
Ask,  that  thou  inay'st  enjoy  j  she  waits  for  this  ; 
And  on  thy  first  advance  depends  thy  bliss. 
£v*n  Jove  himself  was  forc'd  to  sue  for  love  ; 
Kone  of  the  nympbs  did  first' solicit  Jore. 
But  if  you  find  your  prayers  increase  her  pride, 
$%nke  sail  awhile,  and  wait  another  tide. 
They  fly  when  we  pursiie ;  but  make  delay, 
And,  when  they  see  you  slack0n»they  will  stay. 
Sometimes  it  profit  s  to  conceal  your  end ; 
Karne  not  jrourself  her  lover,  but  her  friend. 
How  many  skittish  girls  have  thns  been  caught ! 
He  prov'd  a  lover,  who  a  friend  was  thought. 
Sailors  by  sun  and  wind  are  swarthy  madę ; 
A  tann'd  compleYion  kest  beoomet  their  timde, 


*Tis  a  disgrace  for  ploughmen  to  be  fair; 
Bluff  cbeeks  tbey  have,  and  weatber-beaten  hair. 
Th'  ambitious  youth,  who  seeks  an  olive  crown, 
Is  sun-bumt  with  bis  daily  toil,  aud  brown* 
But  if  the  lorer  hopes  to  be  i  n  grace, 
Wan  be  bis  looks«  and  meagre  be  his  face. 
Tha^  colour  from  the  fiiir  eompassion  draws : 
She  thinks  you  sick,  and  thinks  herself  the  cauae;t 
Orion  wandcr'd  in  the  woods  for  love : 
His  paleness  did  the  nympbs  to  pity  moTe^ 
His  ghastly  visage  argu^d  bidden  love. 
Nor  fail  a  night-cap  in  luli  health,  to  wear  ; 
Neglect  thy  dress,  and  discompose  thy  hair.  . 
AU  things  are  decent,  that  in  love  a^ail : 
Read  long  by  night,  and  study  to  be  pale : 
Foi  sake  your  food,  refuse  your  needful  rest ; 
Be  miserable,  tbat  you  may  be  blest. 

Shall  I  complain,  or  shalł  1  wam  you  most  ? 
Faith,  tnitb,  and  friendship,  in  the  world  arelptt ; 
A  Itttle  and  an  empty  name  they  boast. 
Trust  not  thy  friend,  much  less  thy  mistress  praise; 
If  he  beliere,  thou  may*st  a  rival  raise. 
Tis  tnie,  Patroclus,  by  no  lust  misled« 
Sougbt  not  to  Btain  his  dear  companion*8  bed* 
Nor  Pylades  ETermione  embTac'd ; 
£v'n  Pbaadrato  Pirithous  still  waschaste. 
But  hope  not  thou,  in  this  Tile  age,  to  find 
Thosc  rare  example8  of  a  faithiUl  mind. 
The  sea  shall  sooner  with  sweet  honey  flow  ; 
Or  from  the  jurzes  pears  and  apples  grow. 
We  sin  with  gust,  we  Iove  by  firaud  to  gaiu; 
And  find  a  pleasun*  in  our  fellows  pain. 
From  rival  foes  you  may  the  fair  deC^nd ; 
But,  would  you  ward  the  błow,  bewaie  your  friend : 
Beware  your  brotber,  and  your  next  of  kin ; 
But  from  yourbosom-firiend  your  cares  begin. 

Uere  I  had  ended,  but  experience.fiiids, 
That  sundry  women  are  of  sundry  minds ; 
Witb  yarious  crotchcts  fill'd,  and  bard  to  pleasee 
They  therefore  must  be  canght  by  various  way8» 
AU  things  are  not  prodnc^d  in  any  soil ; 
This  ground  for  winę  is  proper,  that  for  oiU 
So  *tis  in  men,  but  morę  in  womankind : 
Difierent  in  fii^Ge,  in  manners,  and  in  mind  : 
Dut  wise  men  shift  their  sails  with  every  wind, 
As  obangeful  Proteus  vary*d  oft  his  sbape. 
And  did  in  sundry  forms  and  figures  'scapc  ^ 
A  running  stream,  a  standing  tree  became, 
A  roariiig  lion,  or  a  bleating  lamb.  * 

Some  fish  with  barpoons,  some  with  daits  are 

struck, 
Some  drawn  with  nets,  some  hang  upon  the  hook  : 
So  tum  thyself ;  and,imitatingth«m», 
Try  several  tricks,  and  change  thy  stratagem. 
One  rule  wiU  not  for  dificrent  ages  hołd ; 
The  jades  grow  cuunłng,  as  they  grow  morę  okL 
Then  talk  not  bawdy  to  the  bashful  maid ; 
Broad  words  will  make  her  innooenoe  afraid.    ' 
Nor  to  an  ignorant  girl  of  leaming  speak  | 
She  thinks  you  cot^re,  when  you  tidk  in  Greek* 
And  hence  tis  often  scen,  the  simple  sbun 
The  learnM,  and  into  vile  embraces  run. 

Part  of  my  task  is  doi|^  and  part  to  do : 
But here *tis time to  restmyseLP ąiid  you. 
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THE  ARGUMENT. 

Cbiywf ,  priest  of  Apollo,  brings  presents  to  the ' 
Grecian  princefl,  to  rańsom  his  daughter  Chry- 
•eis,  who  was  prisoner  in  the  fleet.  Agamemnon, 
the  generał,  wbose  captive  and  mistress  the 
yoBDg  lady  was,  refuses  to  delłver,  threateus  the 
re«erabłe  old  man,  and  dismisses  bim  with  con- 
tumely.  The  priest  craves  vengcance  of  his 
god;  who  seods  a  plague  among  the  Greeks: 
wbich  occasions  Achilles,  their  great  champion, 
to  sommon  a  council  of  the  chief  officers :  he 
eiicourages  Calcbas^tbe  high  priest  and  prophet, 
to  teJ  the  reason,  why  the  gods  were  so  nrach 
inceosed  against  them.  Calcbas  is  feaiful  of 
pn>voking  Agamemnou,  till  Achilles  engages  to 
proŁect  bim :  then,  emboldened  by  the  heroc,  he 
accuses  the  generał  as  the  cause  of  all,  by  de- 
taining  the  &ir  captive,  and  refiising  the  pre- 
•ents  offered  for  her  ransom.  By  this  proceed- 
ii^,  Agamemnon  is  obliged,  against  his  will,  to 
lestore  Chryseis,  with  gifls,  that  be  might  ap- 
pease  the  wratb  of  Pboebus ;  but,  at  the  same 
time,  to  reTengc  bimself  on  Achilles,  seuds  to 
•eize  his  slave  Briseis.  Achilles,  tbus  affronted, 
oomplains  to  bis  mother  Thetis ;  and  begs  her 
to  revenge  his  injury,  not  only  on  the  generał, 
but  on  aJl  the  anny,  by  giying  victory  to  the 
Trojans,  till  the  ungrateful  king  became  sensible 
of  his  injastice.  At  the  same  time,  be  retires 
fnun  tbe  camp  into  his  ships,  and  withdraws  his 
aid  Drom  bis  countr}'men.  Thetis  prefers  her 
son's  petition  to  Jupiter,  who  grants  her  suit 
Juno  sospects  ber  erraud,  and  ąuarrels  with  her 
hasband  for  his  grant;  till  Vulcan  reconciles 
bis  parents  with  a  bowl  of  nectar,  and  sends 
them  peaceably  to  bed. 


nPHB  wrath  of  Pelens*  son,  O  Muse,  resoand ; 
^    Whose  dire  effects  the  Grecian  army  found, 
And  many  a  bero,  king,  and  hardy  knight, 
Were  sent,  in  early  youth,  to  shades  of  nłgbt : 
Their  limbs  a  prey  to  dogs  and  Tultures  madę : 
9o  %'9S  tbe  sorereign  will  of  Jove  obey'd : 
Fiom  that  ill-omen'd  bour  when  strife  begnn, 
Betwixi  Atfidęf'  freat,  and  Tb^tis'  god4ike  son. 


'  What  power  prOTOkM,  and  for  what  cante  relate, 
Sow'd,  in  their  breasts,  the  seeds  of  stern  debatę : 
Jove'8  and  Latona*8  son  his  wrath  expres8*d, 
In  vengeance  of  his  vio1ated  priest, 
Against  the  king  of  men ;  who,  swoln  with  prid^ 
Refhs*d  his  presents,  and  his  prayers  deny'd« 
For  this  the  g^  a  swift  contagion  spread 
Amid  the  camp,  where  beaps  on  heaps  lay  łivgA* 

For  vencrable  Chryses  came  to  buy,       [berty. 
With  gold  aod  gifts  of  price,  his  daughter^s  li- 
Suppliant  before  the  Grecian  chiefs  he  stood  ; 
Awńil,  and  armM  with  ensigns  of  his  god : 
Barę  was  his  boary  bead ;  one  holy  band 
Held  forth  bis  laurel  crown,  and  one  his  sceptrft 

of  command. 
His  suit  was  common ;  but  above  the  rest,' 
To  both  the  brother-princes  tbus  addressM : 

"  Ye  sons  of  Atreus,  and  ye  Grecian  powers^ 
So  may  the  gods  who  dwell  in  heavenly  bowera 
Succeed  your  siege,  accord  the  vows  you  make. 
And  give  you  Troy'8  imperial  town  to  take  ^ 
So,  by^  their  happy  conduct,  may  you  come 
With  conquest  back  to  your  sweet- native  home; 
As  you  receive  the  ransom  wbich  I  bnng 
(Respecting  Jove,  and  the  fiir-shooting  king). 
And  break  my  daughter^s  bonds,  at  my  desire; 
And'glad  with  her  return  her  griering  sire." 

With  shouts  of  loud  acclaim  the  Greeks  decrce 
To  take  the  gifts,  to  set  the  damsel  free. 
The  king  of  men  alone  with  tary  bum'd : 
And,  haughty,  these  opprobrious  woids  retum'd : 
"  Hcnce,  holy  dotard,  and  avoid  my  sight, 
Ere  evil  intercept  thy  tardy  flight: 
Nor  dare  to  tread  this  interdicted  strand, 
Lest  not  that  idle  sc.ptre  in  thy  band,        [stand. 
Nor  thy  god*8  crown,  my  Tow'd  pevenge  with- 
Hence,  on  thy  life :  the  captive  maid  is  minę ; 
Whom  not  for  price  or  prayers  1  will  resign : 
Minę  she  shall  be,  till  creeping  age  and  time 
Her  bloom  have  wither^d,  and  consum'd  her  prime. 
Till  then  my  royal  bed  she  shall  attend ; 
And,  haring  first  adom'd  it,  late  ascend : 
This,  for  the  night ;  by  day,  the  web  and  loom. 
And  homely  household-task,  shall  be  ber  doom. 
Far  from  thy  IotM  embrace,  and  ber  sweet  nattrli 

home." 
He  said :  the  helpless  priest  reply^d  no  more« 
But  spęd  his  steps  along  the  hoarsi   resounduif 
Silent  he  fled ;  secure  at  leugth  be  stood,     [shore : 
DerouUy  cursM  his  foes,  and  thus  invok'd  his  god  i 

**  O  soarce  of  sacred  light,  attend  my  prayer, 
God  with  tbe'ailver  bow  and  goldeu  hair  ^ 
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^(1)0111  Crysa,  CiIIa,  Tenedos  obeys, 
And  whose  broad  eye  their  happy  soil  snireys ; 
Ify  JSminthcus,  I  have  puur'd  before  thy  shrine 
The  blood  of  oxen,  goats,  and  ruddy  vi\ne, 
And  larded  thighs  on  laadcd  altars  laid, 
Hear,  and  my  just  revenge  propitious  aid. 
Pierce  the  proud  Greeks,and  with  thy  shafts  attest 
How  much  thy  power  i«  injui^d  in  thy  priest." 

He   prayM,    and  Phcebus,  hearing,  urg'd  his 
With  fury  kindled,  from  Olympus*  height ;  [flight, 
His  t|uiver  o'er1ils  ample  shoulders  threw  ; 
His  bow  twang^d,  and  bis  arrows  rattied  as  they 
Black  as  a  stormy  night,  he  rang^d  around       [flcw. 
The  tents,  and  compass'd  the  devoted  ground. 
Tłien  with  fuU  ibrce  his  deadly  bow  he  bent. 
And  teatber^d  fat^  among  the  mules  and  samp- 

ters  sent : 
Th'  essay  of  nge,  on  faithiiłl  dogs  the  next ; 
And  last,  in  haman  hearts  his  arrows  fix:'d. 
The  gud  nine  day^s  the  Greeks  at  rover6  kiU'd, 
Vme  days  the  camp  with  funeral  fires  was  fillM  ^ 
The  tenthi  Achilles,  by  the  ąueen^s  command, 
Who  bears  Heaven^s  awfal  sceptre  in  her  hand, 
A  council  summon'd :  for  the  goddess  griev'd 
Her  foyourM  host  should  perish  unreliev*d. 

The  kings  assembled,  soon  their  chief  cnclosc ; 
)*hen  from  his  seat  the  goddesa-bom  arose, 
And  thus  undaunted  spoke :  "  W  bat  now  remains, 
Bot  Ihat  once  morę  we  tempt  the  watery  plains, 
And,  wandering  homeward,  seek  our  safety  hence, 
In  flight  at  least,  if  we  can  find  defence  ? 
Such  woes  at  once  encompass  us  about, 
The  plague  within  the  camp,  the  sword  without 
Consult,  O  king,  the  prophct^of  th*  event : 
And  whence  these  ills,  and  what  the  gods  intent, 
Łet  tbem  by  dreams  explore;  for  dreams  from 

Jove  ara  sent. 
What  want  of  ofler'd  victim8,  what  offence 
In  fact  committt:d  coukl  the  Sun  incense, 
To  deal  his  deadly  shails  ?    What  may  remoye 
His  sottled  hate,  aud  reconcile  bis  love  ? 
That  be  may  look  propitious  on  our  toils  ; 
And  hongry  giwes  no  morę  be  glutted  with  our 

spoils." 
Thus  to  the  kiug  of  men  the  hero  spoke, 
Then  Calchas  the  deiirM  occasion  took  : 
Calchas  the  sacred  seer,  who  bad  in  view 
Tbifigs  present  and  the  past ;  and  tbings  to  come 

foir<eknew : 
Supremę  of  augurs,  who,  by  Phoebus  taught, 
The  Grecianpowers  to  Troyes  deatructioa  brought. 
SkilPd  in  the  secret  causes  of  their  woes, 
^he  reverend  priest  in  grace  ful  act  arose : 
And  thus  bespoke  Pełides :  "  Care  of  Jove, 
FaTOurM  of  all  th'  immortal  powers  above ; 
Wouldst  thou  the  seeds  deep-sown  of  mischief 
Ąnd  why  provokM  Apollo  bends  his  bow  ?  [know, 
Plight  first  thy  faith,  inviolably  true, 
To  saye  me  from  those  ills,  that  may  ensue. 
For  i  sbail  tell  ungrateful  truths  to  those 
Wnose  boundlets  powers  of  Itfe  and  death  dispose. 
^nd  spyereigns,  eyer  jealous  of  their  state, 
Forgive  not, those  whom  once  they  mark  for  hate ; 
£v'n  thougb  th*  offsnce  they  seemingly  digest, 
Heyenge,  łike  embers  rak'd,  within  their  breast, 
'  Bursts  tbrth  in  flames ;  whose  unresisted  power 
Will  seise  th'  unwary  wretch,  and  soon  devour. 
-Such,  and  no  less  is  he,  on  whom  depends 
The  sum  of  things  ;  and  wholii  my  tongue  of 

fofce  ofiendi.' 


Secyre  me  then  from  his  forcseen  intent, 

That  what  his  wrath  may  doom,  thy  valoar  may 

prevent." 
To  thłs  the  stem  Achilles  madę  reply : 
**  Be  bold ;  and  on  my  plighted  faith  rely. 
To  speak  what  Phoebus  has  inspir'd  thy  soul 
For  common  good ;  and  speak  without  control. 
His  godhead  I  invoke,  by  him  I  swear, 
That  whilc  my  nostrils  draw  t^is  vital  air, 
Nonę  shall  presume  to  yiolate  those  bands; 
Ortouch  thy  person  with  unhallowM  hands  : 
£v*n  not  the  king  of  men  that  all  commands.^ 

At  this,  rcsuming  heart,  the  prophet  said  : 
**  Nor  hecatomb  unslain,  nor  vows  unpaid. 
On  Grcfks,  accurs^d,  this  dirc  contagion  bring, 
Or  cali  for  yengeance  from  the  bowycr  king  ; 
But  he  the  tyrant,  whom  nonę  dares  resist, 
Aflroots  the  godhead  in  his  injur*d  priest: 
He  keeps  the  damsel  captive  in  bis  chain. 
And  presents  are   refus'd,  and  prayers  prefcrr'd 

in  vain. 
For  this  th'  a^enging  power  employs  his  darts. 
And  empties  all  his  quiyer  in  our  heaits  ; 
Thus  will  persi«t,  relentless  in  his  ire, 
Tin  the  fair  slaye  be  rcnder'd  to  her  sire : 
And  ransom-free  restor*d  to  his abode, 
With  sacrifice  to  reconcile  the  god : 
Then  fae»  perfaaps,  aton'd  by  prayer,  may  ceasa 
His  yengeance  jnstly  vow*d,  and  giye  the  peace.** 
Thus  haying  said,  he  sate :  thus  an8wer'd  theii» 
Upstarting  from  bis  throne,  the  king  of  men. 
His  breast  with  fury  fill*d,  his  eyes  with  fire ; 
Which,  rolling  round,  he  shot  in  sparkleson  the  sire : 
"  Augur  of  ill,  whose  tongae  was  never  found 
Without  a  priestly  curse,  orboding  sound ; 
For  not  one  błessM  event  foretold  to  me 
Pass'd  through  that  mouth,  or  pass^d  unwillingły. 
And  no  w  thou  dost  with  lies  the  throne  invade, 
By  practice  harden*d  in  thy  slandering  trade. 
Obtending  Heaven,  forwhiitc*er  ills  befal; 
And  sputtering  uiider  specious  names  thy  galL 
Now  Phoebus  is  provokM,  his  rites  and  lawa 
Are  in  bis  priest  profan'd,  and  1  the  cause : 
Since  1  detain  a  slaye,-  my  sovert;ign  prize  ; 
And  sacred  gold,  yoar  idol -god,  despise. 
i  loye  her  well :  and  well  her  merits  claim* 
To  stand  preferr^d  before  my  Greciaa  damę : 
Not  Clytemnestra^s  self  in  beauty's  Moom 
Morę  charm'd,  or  better  ply'd  the  yarious  loom : 
Minc  is  the  maid ;  and  brought  in  happy  bour, 
With  every  household-grace  adorn'd,  to  bless  my 

nuptial  bower. 
Yct  shall  she  be  restor'd ;  sińce  public  good 
For  priyatc  interest  ougbt  not  to  be  witfistoody 
l'o  saye  th*  effusion  of  my  people^s  blood* 
But  right  requireR,  if  I  resign  my  own, 
1  should  not  suffer  for  your  sakes  alone ; 
Alone  excluded  from  the  prize  I  gain'd. 
And  by  your  common  suflfrage  haye  obtaiB*d« 
The  slaye  without  a  ransom  shall  be  sent : 
It  rests  for  you  to  maJce  th*  equiyalent" 

To  this  the  fierce  Thessalian  prince  reply'd : 
'*  O  first  in  power,  but  passing  all  in  pr.de, 
Griping,  and  stiU  tenaclous  of  thy  hołd, 
Wouldst  thou  the  Grecian  chiefe,  thougb  largely- 

soul*d, 
Should  giye  the  pri^es  they  had  gain'd  before. 
And  with  their  loss  thy  sacrilege  restore  ? 
Whate^er  by  force  of  arms  the  soldier  got, 
Is  each  his  owli,  by  diyidend  of  lot : 
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Wbich  to  resume,  were  both  uiijutt  and  bMe  ; 
Not  to  be  borne  but  by  a  8ervile  race. 
Buttktswe  cao:  if  Sotiim^s  soo  bestows 
The  Mck  of  Troy,  which  be  by  promise  owe«  | 
TheoBball  tbe  conqaenng  Greeks  Uiy  loss  restore, 
Aod  witb  Urgeintereetniake  th*advantage  morę.** 
Totbis  AtridesaDSwer^d:  "Tbough  tby  boast 
Assumes  the  foremost  Damę  of  aU  our  host, 
PreteiMi  nut,  mighty  mao,  tbat  wbat  is  mioe, 
Cootr«»rd  by  thee,  1  tamely  sbould  resign. 
SbaM  i  relcase  tbe  prize  1  gaiii*d  by  rigbt, 
]d  taken  towns,  aad  many  a  bloody  figbt^ 
Wbile  tbou  detaio'6t  Briseis  in  tby  bands, 
Bf  prtestly  glossing  on  tbe  god^s  commauds  ? 
RĆiolre  oo  tbis,  (a  sbort  altemative) 
8ait  minę,  or,  io  excbange,  another  give ; 
Ebte  1,  assurctby  soul,  by  aovereign  rigbt 
^illseize  tbycaptire  in  tby  own  despight. 
Or  from  atout  Ajax>  or  Ulysses,  bear 
Wbat  other  prize  my  fancy  shall  prefer : 
Theo  loftly  marmur*  or  aloud  complaio, 
Sagę  as  you  płease,  you  shall  resitt  in  vain. 
Bat  morę  of  thń,  in  proper  time  and  place ; 
To  tbioga  of  greater  moment  Ict  ns  pass. 
A  ship  to  »ail  tbe  sacred  seas  prepare  $ 
Pmud  iii  ber  trim :  and  put  on  board  the  fiir, . 
Wltb  sacrifice  and  gifts,and  all  the  pomp  of  prayer. 
Tbe  rrew  well  cboseo,  the  command  shaU  be 
I  o  Ajax  i  or  if  other  I  decree, 
Id  Creta*8  king,  or  Itharus,  or  if  I  please  in  thee : 
Most  fit  thjrsdf  to  9ee  peFform*d  th'  intent 
For  which  my  pnimuer  from  my  sight  is  sent ; 
(Thanks  to  tby  pious   care)  tbat  Phoebus  may 
relent." 
At  tbis  Achilles  rolPd  his  farious  eyes, 
rix'd  on  the  king  askaot ;  and  thos  replies  i 
**  O,  impiident,  regardful  of  thy  own, 
Whose  thougfets  are  center*d  on  thyself  alone, 
Adranc'd  to  sovereign  sway,  for  betterends 
Thau  thos  like  abjcct  sla^es  to  treat  thy  friends. 
Wbat  Oraek  ts  be,  tbat,  urgM  by  thy  command, 
A^lost  tbe  Trojan  troops  wili  lift  his  band  ? 
Not  I :  nor  siioh  enturc^d  re^pect  1  owe ; 
Nor  Petfcamus  I  bate,  nor  Priam  is  my  foe. 
Wbat  WTong  firom  Troy  remote  could  1  sustain, 
To  lrave  my  firuitful  soil  aml  happy  reign, 
Aod  plougli  the  sorges  of  the  stormy  main  ? 
Theo,  frontless  man,  we  folłowM  from  afar ; 
Tby  instruments  of  deatb,  and  tools  of  war. 
Thine  is  the  trinmph :  ours  the  toil  alone : 
We  bear  thee  on  our  backs,  aod  nnount  thee  on 

the  throiic. 
For  thee  we  fali  in  fight ;  for  thee  redr<»8 
Tby  baffled  brother ;  not  the  wróngs  of  Greepe. 
And  now  tbou  tbreateD*8t  witb  uq)ust  decree. 
To  ponish  thy  affrontii^  Heaven,  on  me. 
To  iieize  tbe  prize  which  i  so  dearly  bought ; 
By  common  anffrage  given,  Qonfirm*d  by  lot. 
Mean  matcb  to  ihine :  for  stiU  abore  the  rest 
Tby  book*d  tapacious  hands  usurp  the  best 
Tfaoiizh  mi»e  are  first  in  fight,  to  force  the  prey ; 
And  Ust  sustain  the  labouf  s  of  tbe  day. 
Nor  gnidge  I  thee  the  mucb  tbe  Oreeian<  give ; 
Nor  monnmiog  take  the  little  I  receive. 
Yet  ev'n  ihis  little,  tbou,  who  wouldst  engioss 
Tbe  whoie,  insatiate,  enry^st  as  thy  loss. 
Know,  ^^ben,  for  Phtbia  fix*d  is  my  leturn : 
Better  at  borne  my  lU-paid  pains  to  moum, 
Ibu  from  «n  «<|«al  here  sustatn  tbe  public 
scom.** 


The  king,  whose  biows  witb  ^kining  gold  were 
bound,  [compass'd  round, 

Who  saw  his  throne  witb  scepter'd   s1aves  en- 
Thtts  answer^d  stem :  **  Go,  at  thy  pleasure,  go : 
We  need  not  such  a  friend,  nor  fear  we  such  a  foe: 
Tbere  will  not  v^ntto  foilow  me  in  fight: 
Jove  wiłt  assist,  an^  Jove  assert  my  rigbt. 
But  tbouof  all  the  kings  (his  care  below) 
Art  least  at  my  command,  and  most  my  foe. 
Debates,  dissensions,  uproars,  are  thy  joy ; 
Provok'd  withoutoffenoe,  and  praetis^d  to  destrby* 
8trength  is  of  brutes,  and  nut  thy  boast  alone ; 
At  least  'tis  lent  from  Heaven;  and  not  tby  owo. 
Fly  thea,  iU-manner'd,  to  thy  native  land. 
And  there  thy  ant-born  myrmidons  comiMad. 
But  mark  this  menace;  sińce  I  must  resign 
My  black-ey'd  maid,  to  please  tbe  powers  diTine : 
(A  well-ńgg'd  Ycssel  inthe  port  attenda, 
MannM  at  my  cbai^,  commanded  by  my  friends,) 
The  sbip  shall  waft  ber  to  ber  wish'd  abode,    [god. 
Fuli  fi-aught  witb  holy  bribes  to  the  fiu^sbooting 
This  tbus  dłspatch'd,  1  owe  my self  the  care. 
My  famę  and  iojui^d  bonour  to  repair: 
From  thy  own  tent,  proud  man,  in  thy  de^gbt, 
This  hand  shall  ravish  thy  pretended  rigbt. 
Briseis  shall  be  raine,  and  tbou  sbatt  see, 
What  odds  of  awful  power  1  bave  on  thee : 
Tbat  others  at  thy  cost  may  learn  the  diiferęnce 
of  degree." 

At  this  th'  impatient  bero  souiiy  smiPd: 
His  beart  impetuous  in  his  bosom  boiFd« 
And,  jnstled  by  two  tides  of  eąual  s¥«y, 
Stood,  for  a  while,  suspeuded  in  bis  way. 
Betwixt  his  reason,  and  his  ragę  untam'd^; 
One  whisper*d  soft,  aad  one  aloud  reclaim'd ; 
That  only  counsePd  to  tbe  salcr  side  $ 
This  to  tbe  swofd,  his  ready  band  apply'd. 
Unpunisb*d  to  support  th*  afiroot  waa  iMird: 
Nor  easy  was  th'  attempt  to  foroe  tbe^acd. 
fiut  soon  the  thirst  of  vengeanoe  fir>d  bis  blood : 
Half  shone  his  ialchion,  and  balf    »beath'd  it 
stood. 

In  that  nioe  moment,  Pattaa,  from  above, 
CommissionM  by  th*  imperial  wife  of  Jove, 
Descended  swift  (the  white-aimVl  ąueeo  wasloath 
The  fight  sbould  foUow ;  for  she  ibvour*d  bofcb): 
JuBt  as  io  act  be  stood,  in  clouds  enshrii^d, 
Her  hand  she  fasteu'd  on  his  hair  bebind : 
Tben  backward  by  bisyellow  curU  she  drew; 
To  him,  and  liim  alone,  confoss*d  in  view. 
Tam*d  by  superior  forcei  be  tam'd  bis  eyes 
Aghast  at  first,  and  stupid  witb  surpnse : 
But  by  ber  sparkling  eyes,  and  ardent  look, 
The  virgin-warrior  knowu,  be  tbus  bettpoko : 

*<  Com'st  tbou,  Calestial,  to  bebcdd  my  wiongs  ł 
To  view  the  yengeance  wbich  to  crimes  belongs  ?" 

Tbus  be.    The  blue-ey*d  goddess  tbns  lejoinHl : 
"  I  come  to  calm  thy  turbulence  of  miad, 
If  Reason  will  reame  ber  sorereign  sway. 
And,  sent  by  Juno,  hercommandś  obey. 
£qttal  ahe  łoves  you  both,  and  1  protect  : 
Theu  give  thy  guardłan  gods  their  due  respect  ^ 
And  cease  eonteńtion ;  be  thy  words  severe, 
Sharp  as  hc  merits :  but  tbp  sword  foibenr. 
An  hour  unhop*d  already  wings  ber  way, 
When  hc  his  dire  allront  shall  dearly  pay ; 
When  the  proud  kin^  shail  sue,  with  treble  gaui. 
To  quit  thy  loss,  and  conqner  thy  disdain. 
Bttt  tbou,  secure  of  my  unfoiling  word, 
Compose  tby  awdliof  mhi1»  and  sbfiatkthA  .Mrord.** 
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Tbe  yonth  Uitis  ans^trei^d  rirfld:  «<  Auspicious 
maid, 
HeaTeo'8  will  be  minę,  andyour  commands  obey^d. 
The  gods  are  just,  and  when,  snbduing  sense, 
We  serre  their  powers,  provide  the  recompense." 
Hesaid ;  with  Burly  i^ith  believ'd  ber  ^ord, 
And  in  the  sbeath,  relUctant,  p1ung*d  the  sword. 
Her  inessage  done,  she  mounts  the  blessM  abodes, 
And  mix'd  among  the  senate  of  the  gods. 

At  ber  departare  his  dtiidain  retornM ; 
The  fire  she  fann'd,  with  greater  fury  bum'd ; 
Kumbling  within,  till  thus  it  fonnd  a  Tent : 
**  Dastaid,  and  dninkard,  mean  and  inaolent : 
Tongue-Tałiant  bero,  ^aunter  of  thy  might, 
In  threats  the  foremost,  but  the  lag  in  fight ; 
When  didst  thou  thnist  amid  tbe  mingled  prease, 
Content  to  bid  the  war  aloof  in  peace  ? 
Arms  are  the  trade  of  each  plebeian  soul ; 
Tis  death  to  fight;  bat  kingly  to  contioK 
Łohl-Iike-«tea8e,with  arbitrary  power, 
To  peel  the  chiefs,  the  people  to  devour. 
These,  traitor,  are  tby  talents ;  safer  far  ' 
Thaii  to  contend  in  fields,  and  toils  of  w&r. 
Nor  coaldst  thou  thos  have  dar'd  the  common  hate, 
Werę  not  their  souls  as  abject  aar  their  state. 
Bat,  by  this  sceptre,  solemuly  I  swear, 
( Which  t)ever  morę  green  teitf  or  growing  branch 

shall  bear, 
Tom  from  the  tree,  and  given  by  Jove  to  those 
Who  laws  dispense,  aad  mighty  wrongs  oppose) 
That  when  the  Grecians  want  my  wonted  aid, 
Ko  gift  shałl  brtbe  it,  and  no  prayer  persuade. 
When  Hectoy  comea,  the  homicide«  to  wieid 
His  conąneffaiff^annB,  with  corps  to  strow  the  field, 
Then  ihflft  thou  moom  tby  pnde;  and  late  confess 
My  wrong  repented,  when  'tis  past  redress.** 
He  sald :  and  with  disdain,  in  open  yiew, 
Agsrast  the  ground  his  golden  scc^re  threw ; 
'  Then  sate :  with  boiling  ragę  Atrides  bam*d» 
And  foam  betwist  his  gnashing  grindefs  churnM. 

But  from  his  seat  the  Pylian  prince  arose, 
Witb  reasoning  mild,  their  madness  to  oompose : 
Words,  sweet  as  honey,  from  his  mouth  distiU'd^ 
Two  centuries  already  he  ftilfilPd; 
And  now  began  the  thiid ;  nnbroken  yet : 
Once  AunM  for  oourage ;  still  in  coancil  great. 

**  What  worse,"  be  said,  **  can  Argos  undei^, 
Wbat  can  morę  gratify  the  Phrygian  foe, 
Than  these  distemper^d  heats?  If  botb  the  lights 
Of  Greece  their  private  interest  disunites ! 
Belie^e  a  friend,  with  thrice  your  years  increa8*d, 
And  lettbese  youthliil  passionsbe  repressM: 
1  flourisfa'd  long  before  your  birth  ;  and  then 
Liv*d  eąual  with  a  race  of  brarer  men ' 
Than  tbese  dim  eyes  shall  e*er-behold  again. 
Ccneus  aad  Dryas,  and,  escelting  them, 
Great Tbeseus,  and  the  force  of  greater  Polypheme. 
With  tbese  I  w^nt,  a  brother  of  the  war, 
Their  dangers  to  di^rde,  their  iame  to  share. 
Nor  idle  dtood  wilb  imassisiing  hands, 
When  salvag«  beasta,  and  men'8  morę  salvagc 

bands, 
Their  ylitnous  toil  subdu*d :  yet  those  I  sway*d, 
With  powerftil  sptech :  1  spoke,  and  they  otieyM. 
If  iuch  as  those  my  counsels  could  reclaim, 
Tbink  90t,  young  warriors,  your  diminish'd  name 
Shall  loie  of  lustre,  by  subjecting  ragę 
Tq  the  oool  dictates  of  experienc*d  age. 
Thoo^kMig of  men,  stretch  not  thy 8overeign  sway 
i^QnAih6  bounds  fiee  subjects  caa  obey : 


But  let  Pelides  in  his  prise  re)oic<» 

Achiev'd  in  arms,  allowM  by  public  voice. 

Nor  thou,  brave  champion,  with  his  power  conteod^ 

Before  whose  throne,  ey*a  kings  their  lowerM 

sceptres  bend.  * 

The  hęad  of  action  he,  and  thou  the  hand, 
Matchless  tby  fonse  $  but  mightier  his  command. 
Thou  first,  O  king,  release  the  rigbts  of  sway ; 
Power,  8elf-restrain'd,  the  people  best  obey. 
Sanctions  of  law  from  thee  derive  their  source  $ 
Command  thysclf,  whom  no  commands  can  force. 
The  son  of  Thetis,  rampire  of  our  host, 
Is  worth  our  care  to  keep ;  nor  shall  my  prayers  be 

l08t»» 

Thus  Nestor  said,  and  ceas*d :  Atrides  broke 
His  silence  next;  bntponder*d  ere  he  spoke. 
"  Wise  aic  thy  words,  and  glad  I  would  obcy. 
But  tki*  pr»ud  man  afiects  imperial  sway. 
Ctftitroling  kings,  and  trampling  on  our  state. 
His  will  is  law ;  and  what  he  wilłs  is  fate.       (style 
Tbe  gods  have  given  him  strength :  but  whence  tlie 
Of  lawless  power  assum*d,  or  liceiice  to  revile  ?*' 

Achilles  cut  him  short ;  and  thus  reply'd : 
"  My  worth,  allow*d  in  words,  is  in  effect  deny*d. 
For  who  but  a  poltron,  possess*d  with  fear, 
Sucb  haughty  insolence  can  tamely  bear  ? 
Command  thy  slayes  :  my  fre^x>rr  soul  diadainf 
A  tyrant^s  curb ;  and  resttiT  breaks  the  reina. 
Take  this  along;  that  no  dispute  shall  rise 
(Though  minę  the  woman)  for  my  ravishM  priae; 
But  shc  excepted,  as  unworthy  strife, 
Dare  not,  I  charge  thee  dare  not,  on  thy  lifi^ 
Touch  aught  of  minę  beside,  by  lot  my  due. 
But  stand  alodf,  and  tbink  profone  to  view  : 
This  falchion,  else,  not  hitherto  withstood, 
Thcse  hostile  fields  shall  iatten  with  thy  biood.** 

He  said ;  and  rosę  the  first :  tbe  eosaeii  broke ; 
And  all  their  grave  consnłts  di8flolv>d  in  smoke^ 

The  royal  youth  retir>d,  on  yengeancebent, 
Patrocltts  follow'd  silent  to  his  tent 

Meantime,  the  king  with  gifts  a  yessci-  su>res  3 
Supplies  the  baoks  with  twenty  chosen  oars : 
And  nezt,  to  reconcilethe  shooter  god, 
Within  ber  hollow  sides  the  sacrifice  he  8tow'd : 
Chryseis  last  was  set  on  board ;  wboaa  band 
Ulysses  took,  introsted  witb  command : 
They  plow  the  lJqM  seas,  and  leave  the  lessea- 
ing  land. 

Atrides  then,  his  outward  zeal  to  boast, 
Bade  purify  tbe  sin-polłuted  host 
With  perfec£hecatomt>8  tbe  god  they  gracM  ; 
Whose  Dfrer*d  entł*ail8  in  thę  maiu  were  caat 
Black  bulls  and  bcarded  goats  on  altars  lie ; 
And  clouds  of  savory  siench  iuToWe  the  sky. 
These  pomps  the  royal  hypocrite  designM 
For  show ;  but  harbour*d  vengeance  in  bis  mind: . 
Till  holy  Malice,  longing  for  a  vent, 
At  lengtb  discover*d  his  conceaPd  intent 
Taltbybius,  and  Eurybates  the  just, 
Herald s  of  arms,  and  ministers  of  trust,       [way  > 
He  calUd,  and  thus  bcspoke :  «  Hastę  hence  your 
And  from  tbe  goddess-born  demand  bis  prey. 
If  yielded,  bring  the  captive :  if  deny^d, 
The  king  (so  tell  him)  shall  chastise  his  pride : 
And  with  arm'd  multitudes  in  person  come. 
To  vindicate  his  power,  and  justify  his  doom.* 

This  hard  command  unwilling  they  obey. 
And  o'er  ^e  barren  shore  pursoe  their  way, 
Wbere  ąuarter^d  in  tbeircamp  the  fieroe 
lions  lay. 
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Theirsonereign  seated  on  his  ehair,  they  find ; 
HU  pensi^e  cheek  tipon  his  hand  reclin*d, 
And  anxioii8  thouj^bts  revolvifig  in  his  mind. 
With  gloomy  looks  be  sav  them  eiitering  in 
Mfltbout  sftiute :  nor  dunt  they  fint  begin, 
F«trfol  of  fash  offenne  and  death  forescen. 
Hetoon,  the  cause  divining,  clear^d  his  brow ; 
And  thas  did  liberty  of  speech  allotr. 

**  Interpretera  of  gods  and  men,  be  bold  i 
Avful  your  character,  and  unćoatrord, 
Howe^er  uopleasin^  be  the  news  you  bring, 
I  blame  not  yon,  bot  your  imperions  king. 
Yon  come,  1  knowf  my  captive  to  deroand  { 
Patroclus,  fńve  her  to  the  herald'8  hand* 
But  you»  antbentic  witnesses  1  bring, 
Befoprc  the  gods,  oiid  your  ungratnAil  king» 
Of  this  my  manifest :  tbat  nev(*r  morę 
This  hand  shall  combat  on  the  crooked  shore  s 
No,  Ict  the  Grecian  pmvers,  oppre9s*d  in  flght, 
UnpłtyM  perish  tn  their  tyranfs  sight 
Blind  of  the  fiiture,  and  by  ragę  misled, 
He  pulls  bis  crimes  upon  his  people's  head  : 
Forc*d  from  the  field  in  trencbes  to  conteiid^ 
And  his  insultcd  ramp  from  foes  defend.** 
He  said  ;  and  soon  obeying  his  intent, 
Patrorlos  brought  Briseis  from  her  tent; 
Thcn  to  th*  tntrusted  messengcrs  resigii^d : 
Sbe  wept,  and  often  cast  her  eyes  behind ; 
Forc^d  from  the  man  she  IotM  :  they  led  her  thence, 
Along  the  shore,  a  prisoner  to  their  prince. 

Sole  on  the  barren  sandsthe  suffering  chief 
Koar'd  out  for  anguish,  and  indulg^d  his  grie£ 
Cast  OD  bis  kindred  seas  a  stormy  look, 
And  his  upbraided  mother  thus  bespoke : 

**  Unhappy  parent  of  a  8bort-liv*d  son, 
Since  Joye  in  pity  by  thy  prayers  was  won 
To  grace  my  smali  remains  of  breath  with  famę, 
Why  loads  be  this  imbitteT'd  life  with  shame  ? 
Ssffbring  his  king  of  men  to  force  my  6lave, 
Whom,  welldeserv'd  in  war,  the  Greciansgaye." 

Set  by  old  Ocean's  side  the  goddess  beard ; 
Then  from  the  sacred  deep  her  head  she  rear*d; 
Kosę  tike  a  moming-mist ;  and  thus  begtm 
To  sooth  the  sorrows  of  her  plaintive  son : 
**  Why  cric-s  my  Care,  and  why  concealti  his  smsrt  ? 
Lpt  tby  afflicted  parent  share  her  part.'* 

Then,  sighingfrom  the  bottom  of  hisbreast. 
To  the  aea-goddess   thus  the   goddess-bom  ad- 

dressM: 
'<  Thou  know'st  my  pain,  wbich  telling  bnt  recals: 
By  force  of  aitns  we  raz'd  the  Theban  walls ; 
The  mnsack>d  city,  taken  by  our  toils. 
We  lifft,  and  hither  bronght  the  golden  spoils  ; 
£qaal  we  shar*d  them ;  but  before  the  rest, 
The  proud  Prerogati^e  had  seiz*d  the  best. 
Cbryseis  was  the  greedy  tyranfs  prize, 
Chryseis  ro6y-cheek*d,  with  charming  eyea^ 
Her  sire,  Apollo*s  priest,  arriv'd  to  buy, 
With  profibr^d  ffifts  of  price,  hisdaughter^s  liberty. 
Sappliant  before  the  Grecian  chiefs  be  stood^ 
Awfol,  and  arm'd  with  ensigns  of  his  god : 
Barę  was  his  boary  head,  Dne  hoiy  hand 
Bdf  forth  his  feuref-crown,  and  one,  his  sceptre 

of  conmand« 
His  suit  was  conraioir,  bnt  above  the  rest 
To  both  the  brother-princes  was  address^d. 
With  shofuts  of  load  aecUura  the  Greeks  agree 
To  take  the  gifts,  to  set  the  prisoner  free. 
Moi  so  the  tjrnuit,  who  with  soom  the  priest 
Beceif"d»aifed  witii  opprohńouf  woida 


The  good  old  man,  forlorn  of  haman  aid. 

For  vengeance  to  bis  heavenly  patron  prKy*d : 

Th«  godhead  ga^e  a  fiivourable  ear, 

And  granted  all  to  him  he  held  so  dear ; 

In  an  ill  hoor  his  piercing  shafts  he  spęd  | 

And  beap4  on  beaps  of  slaugfaterM  Greeks  lay 

dead, 
While  round  the  camp  he  rang'd :  at  length  arcisa 
A  seer  who  well  dirin^d ;  and  durstdisełose 
The  source  of  all  our  ills :  I  took  the  word  j 
And  urg^d  the  sacred  siarę  to  t>e  restor*d, 
The  god  appeas*d :  the  swelling  monarch  storm*d : 
And  then  tbe  Tengeanoe  voWd,  he  stnoe  perform^d  i 
The  Greeks,  'tis  tnie,  their  ruin  to  p^event, 
Have  to  the  royal  priest  his  daughter  sent } 
But  from  their  haughty  king  his  heralds  came^ 
And  seiz'd,  by  his  commaiid,  my  captiye  damę. 
By  oommon  suflfrage  given ;  but,  thou,  be  won, 
If  i  o  thy  power,  t'  «venge  thy  injur*d  son : 
Ascend  the  skies ;  and  supplicatiug  raove 
Thy  just  complaints,  to  cloud^compelling  JoTe« 
If  thou  by  either  word  or  deed  hast  wrought 
A  .kind  remembrance  in  his  grateful  thoi^tą 
CJrge  hun  by  that:  for  often  hast  thou  said 
Thy  power  was  once  not  useless  in  his  aid, 
When  he,  who  high  abore  tbe  highest  reigns, 
Surpriz'd  by  traitorgods,  was  bound  in  chains:. 
When  Jnno,  Pallas,  with  ambition  fir*d. 
And  his  blne  brotber  of  the  seas  oonspirHł, 
Thou  freed'st  tbe  soTereign  from  unworthy  bandl, 
Thoa  brottgfat*st  Briareus  with  his  huudred  hand% 
(So  call'd  in  Heaven,  bot  mortal  men  below 
By  his  terrestrial  name  .Sgeou  know : 
Twice  strongcr  tban  his  sire,  who  sat  aboye 
Assessor  to  the  Łhrone  of  thundering  Joye.) 
Tbe  gods,  dismayM  at  his  approach,  withdrew. 
Nor  dnrst  their  anaccompii^d  crime  puraoe* 
That  action  to  his  grateful  mind  reod ; 
Embrace  his  koees,  and  at  his  footstool  fali : 
That  now,  if  eyer,  he  will  aid  our  foes; 
Let  Troy's  triumphant  troops  the  camp  encloi:. 
Gors  beaten  to  the  shore,Hhe  siege  forttke ; 
And  what  their  king  desenres,  with  him  partake« 
That  the  proud  tyrant,  at  his  proper  cost, 
May  leam  the  yalne  of  the  man  he  lost.'> 

To  whom  the  motber-goddess  thus  reply'd, 
SighM  ere  she  spoke,  and  while  she  spoke  she  cry'd  ;• 
"  Ah,  wretched  me !  by  Fates  ayerse,  decreed. 
To  bring  tbee  forth  with  pain,  with  care  to  breed ! 
Did  enyious  Hearen  not  otherwise  ordain, 
Safe  in  thy  hollow  ships  thou  shouldst  remain  ^ 
Nor  .eyer  tempt  the  fotal  field  again. 
But  now  thy  planet  sheds  his  poisonous  rays. 
And  short,  and  ful)  of  sorrow  are  thy  days. 
For  what  remains,  to  Heayen  I  will  ascend. 
And  at  the  Thunderer^s  throne  thy  suit  commend. 
Ttll  then,  secnre  in  ships,  abstain  from  figbt; 
liidulge  thy  grief  in  tears,  aud  vent  tby  apighU 
For  yesterday  the  court  of  Heayen  with  Joye 
Remoy>d:  His  dead  yacation  now  aboye. 
Twelye  days  the  gods  their  solemn  re^eis  keep, 
And  quaff  with  blameless  Etbiops  in  tł\e  deep. 
Retam'd  from  theiice,  to  Heav«n  my  flight  1  take* 
Knock  at  the  brazen  gates,  and  Providence  awake. 
Kmbrace  his  knees,  and  suppliant  to  the  sire, 
Doubt  not  I  will  obtain  the  grant  of  thy  deaira.** 

She  said :  and  parting  left  him  on  the  piace^ 
Swoln  with  disdaiu,  lesenting  his  disgrace : 
Reyengefolthoogbts  rcyolring  in  his  «ind^. 
He  wept  for  ang«r>  ud/^f  Wt#  he  ptn^d* 
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Meantim^  wHb  prosperoM  ftlat  Ulyssef  broi^iłit 
Tbe  aiawe,  and  ahip  witii  Mcrificeg  fraugfat. 
To  Ćhrysa^s  port :  wbere  eDtering  with  the  tide 
He  dropp^d  his  anchors,  and  his  oars  he  plyM. 
FurPd  eirery  nil,  and  drawing  down  the  mast. 
Hit  Tessel  moor^d ;  and  niade  with  haulBen  fiist. 
Descending:  on  the  plain,  ashore  tbey  bńng 
The  hecdtomb  to  phstae  tbe  ahooter  king, 
The  damę  before  an  altar*8  holy  fire 
Ulysses  led ;  and  tbus  beBpoke  her  tire :  / 

"  Reverenc*d  be  thon,  and  be  thy  ^  adoi^d : 
Ule  kiilff  of  men  thy  daughter  bat  re§tor'd ; 
And  sent  by  me  with  presents  and  with  prayer ; 
He  reoommends  him  to  thy  pions  care. 
That  Phoebas  at  thy  soit  his  wmtb  may  cease, 
And  giTe  tbe  penitent  offenden  peace.** 

He  said,  and  gave  her  to  ber  fotbeT's  bands, 
Wbo  glad  receirMher,  free  Irom  aervile  bands. 
This  doDe,  in  order  tbey,  witł^ober  grace, 
Th«ir  gifU  around  the  well-built  altar  place. 
Tken  wa8h'd,  and  took  the  cakes ;  while  Chryses 

stood 
WitKbands  upheld,  and  thusinTokM  hit  god : 

"  Qod  of  the  tiWer  bow,  wbose  eyet  turrcy  - 
The  sacred  Cilla,  thoa  whoae  awful  sway 
Cbry  ta  the  blest^d,  and  Tenedot  obey : 
Kow  bear,  at  tbou  before  my  prayer  hait  heard, 
Againtt  the  Greciant  and  their  prinoe  prefcrr'd : 
Once  thou  hast  hononrHl,  honour  once  again 
Thy  priett ;  nor  let  hit  teooiid  ▼owt  be  Tain. 
Bot  from  th>  afillcted  hott  and  hnmbled  prince 
Avert  tby  wimtb,  and  ceate  tby  pettilence.** 
Apollo  heaKl,  and,  coiiquering  bit  ditdain, 
Unbent  bit  bow,  and  Grcece  reapirHi  again. 

Now  when  the  tolemn  ritet  of  prayer  werc  patt, 
Their  talted  caket  on  crackling  flamet  tbey  catt 
Then,  turoing  back,  tłie  tacrifice  they  iped : 
The  fatted  ouen  tlew,  and  flea^d  thedead. 
CboppVl  off  their  nenrous  thight,  and  next  pre- 

pai^d 
T*  iuToIre  tbe  lean  in  canlt,  and  mend  with  lard. 
Sweet-breadt  and  collopt  wore  with  tkewert  prick*d 
About  tbe  tidet ;  imbibing  what  tbey  deck*d. 
Tbe  priett  with  holy  bandt  wat  teeo  to  tine 
The  cloven  wood,  mad  pour  tbe  mddy  winę. 
The  ybuth  approacfa'd  the  fire,  and  at  it  bnnii*d, 
On   flre  thaip  broachert  rankM,  tbe  roatt  thcy 

tum^d; 
Thete  momels  itayM  their  stomachs;  then  tbe  rett 
They  cut  in  legt  and  fllletć  for  tbe  featt ; 
Wł^cb  drawn  and  tenr'd,  their  bunger  tbey  appeate 
With  tavory  meat,  and  tet  their  mindtateate. 

Now  when  the  ragę  of  eating  wat  repell*d, 
The  boyt  with  generont  winę  tbe  goblett  fillHL 
The  firtt  libationt  to  the  gods  tbey  pour : 
And  then  with  songs  indulge  the  genial  bom*. 
Holy  dcbanoh !  Till  day  to  night  they  bring, 
With  bymnt  and  ptuint  to  tbe  bowyer  king^ 
At  tun-tet  to  their  thip  tbey  make  return. 
And  tnore  tecure  on  decks,  tiH  roty  mom. 
Tbe-tlriet  with  dawning  day  were  purpled  o>er ; 
Awak>d,  with  labouring  oart  they  leaye  tbe  tbore : 
Tbe  power  appeat*d,  with  winds  sufficM  the  taił, 
Tbe  bellying  canva6t  ttratted  with  the  gale ; 
Tbe  waTet  indignant  roar  with  turly  pride, 
Ahd  prett  againtt  the  tidet,  aad,  beaten  off,  divide. 
They  cut  the  foamy  way,  with  foice  impelPd 
Superior,  till  tbe  Trojan  port  they  held : 
Then  bauling  on  tbe  strand  their  galley  moor, 
▲od  pitch^Mir  tenit  tloof^thc  crgoked  tbore. 


MeaiiUme  the  goddett-bom  in  teeret  piB*d ; 
Nor  vitited  the  camp,  nor  i  u  the  eouncił  join'd. 
But,  ktfeping  cloie,  hit  gnawing  heart  be  fod 
With  hopet  of  vei^peaiice  on  the  tyranfs  bead : 
And  v.ń8b'd  for  Uoody  wart  and  mortal  woundt. 
And  of  the  .Oreekt  opprets'd  in  fight  to  hear  the 
dytng  toundt.  [race, 

Now,  when  twelve  dayt  complete  had  ran  their 
The  godt  betbought  them  of  tbe  caies  belonging 

to  their  place. 
JoTe  at  their  bead  atcending  firom  the  aea, 
A  thoal  of  puny  powers  attend  hft  way. 
Then  Thetis,  not  unmindfnl  of  her  ton, 
Emerghig  from  the  decp,  to  beg  ber  boon, 
Pursued  their  track ;  and  waken^d  from  hit  rett, 
Before  tbe  tove«cig&  ttood  a  moming  goest* 
Him  in  the  circle,  but  apart,  tbe  fbimd : 
Tbe  rest  at  awful  distaace  ttood  around. 
Sbe  VowVi,  and  ere  tbe  durst  ber  tuit  bt^gin* 
One  hand  cmbrac^d  bis  kneet,  one  prop*d  hia  chifl* 
Then  thus :  "  If  I,  oelettial  tire,  in  ought 
HaTe  aei-v^d  thy  will,  or  gratify*d  thy  thougfat. 
One  glimpte of  glory  tomy  ittue  give ; 
Grac'd  for  tbe  little  time  he  bat  to  lirę. 
Di6honour'd  by  the  king  of  men  be  ttandt : 
His  rightfiil  priae  it  ravith*d  from  bit  banda. 
But  thou,  O  fistber,  tn  my  ton*t  defenoe, 
Attume  tby  power,  attert  thy  proyideace. 
Let  Troy  prevail,  till  Greece  th>  affront  hat  paid 
With  douhled  bononrt ;  and  redaem*d  hit  aid." 

Sbe  ceasM,  but  tbe  oontideńng  god  wat  mute^ 
Till  sbe,  retolvM  to  win,  renew'd  her  suit: 
Kor  łoosM  ber  hołd,  but  forc^d  him  to  reply, 
"  Or  grant  me  my  petition,  or  deny : 
Jove  caunot  fear :  tJien  tell  me  to  my  face, 
That  1,  of  all  the  godt,  am  łeatt  in  grace. 
Tbit  1  can  bear."  Tbe  Cloud-eompeller  mo«im*d« 
And,  tłgfaing  firtt,  thit  aniwer  be  rstumM : 

**  Know^tt  thou  what  clamourt  wiH  dittmii  tay 
wign,  - 

What  my  ttunn^d  eart  from  Juno  mutt  tustaiB  ? 
In  oouucil  the  gtvet  licenoe  to  ber  tongue, 
Loquaciout,  brawling,  ever  in  the  wrong. 
And  now  the  will  my  partial  power  upbraid. 
If,  alieoate  from  Grecce,  1  giTe  tbe  Trojant  aid* 
But  tbou  depart,  and  tbun  ber  jealout  tight, 
The  care  be  minę,  to  do  Pelides  rigbt. 
Go  then,  and  on  the  faith  of  Jeve  rely :  ' 
When,  nodding  to  thy  tuit,  he  bowt  the  tky. 
Tbit  latifies  tb*  irrevocable  doom : 
Tbe  9}gn  ordainM,  that  what  I  will  tball  come : 
The  ttamp  of  Heaven,  and  teal  of  Fate.*'  He  sai4«. 
And  tfaook  tbe  tacred  bonourt  of  fiit  head. 
With  torrour  trembled  Heaven*s  gubtiding  hill : 
And  from  hit  thaken  curit  ambrotial  dcwt  dittiL  * 
The  goddest  goet  exulting  from  bit  tigbt. 
And   teekt   tbe   teat  profboiid;  and  lea^ea  the 
realmt  of  ligbt. 

He  mores  into  his  hall :  tbe  powers  retort, 
Each  from  bit  boute  tofill  tbe  torereign^t  coiirt. 
Nor  waiting  summont,  nor  expecting  ttood ; 
But  met  with  reverence,  and  reeeiT*d  the  god.  * 
He  mountt  the  throne ;  and  Juno  took  her  place : 
But  sullen  Discontent  sate  loweńng  on  ber  face. 
With  jealout  eyet,  at  dittiSnce  the  had  teen, 
Whitpeńng  with  Jove,  the  alrar^fboted  queen ; 
l^en,  impotent  of  tongue  <her  titence  broke) 
TBiis  turbolent  in  rattling  tonę  the  tpoke : 

**  Author  of  illt/and  dote  łsontriTer  Jore, 
Whidi  of  thy  damety  whatpfottituta  of  l^re^ 
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Has  held  tliy  ear  90  long,  and  begg'd  so  hard, 
For  someold  aenriee  done,  some  new  reward  ? 
Apart  you  talkM,  for  that*s  your  special  care, 
The  eoRsort  never  must  tbe  council  share. 
One  pacious  word  is  for  a  wifb  too  much ;  [sach." 
Soch  is  a  marriage-row,  and  Jo^e^a  own  failh  is 

Then  thus  thesire  of  gods,  and  men  below, 
"  What  1  bave  bidden,  hope  not  thou  to  know. 
£t1i  goddeasea  are  women :  and  no  wife 
Nas  power  to  regulate  her  hu8b&nd'8  life : 
Coonsal  she  may ;  and  1  will  give  thy  ear 
Tbe  koowledge  first,  of  what  is  fit  to  hear. 
Wfaat  I  transact  with  others,  or  alone, 
lerare  to  learn ;  nor  press  too  near  tbe  throne.** 
To  wbom  the  goddess  with  tbe  cbarming  eyea, 
"  Wliat  hast  thou  said,  O  tyrant  of  tbe  skies ! 
Wben  did  I  search  tbe  secrets  of  thy  reign, 
Thoogh  priYtleg^d  to  know,  but  privileg'd  in  yain  ? 
Bot  well  thon  do'$t,  to  bidę  from  common  sight 
Thy  dose  intrigues,  too  bad  to  bear  the  light 
Nor  donbt  1,  but  thie  silyer-footed  d&me, 
Tripplng  from  aea,  on  such  an  errand  came. 
To  grace  her  issac,  at.tbe  Gieciana'  cost. 
And  for  one  peevish  man  destroy  an  bost." 

To  wbcnn  the  thunderer  madę  thia  stem  reply ; 
"  Mj  boatehold  curse,  my  lawfiil  plague,  the  spy 
Of  Jore^  designs,  bis  otber  sąuinting  eye  ! 
Wky  tbisvaiu  prying,and  for  what  aTaii? 
Jore  will  be  master  still,  and  Juno  fali. 
Sioold  thy  suspicious  thoughts  divine  arigbt, 
Thoo  but  becom^st  morę  odious  to  my  sight. 
For  this  attempt :  micasy  life  to  me, 
StiM  vatc))*d,  and  importnnM,  but  worse  for  thee. 
Caib  that  impetnous  tongue,  befbre  too  late 
Tbe  gods  behold,  and  tremble  at  thy  late. 
Pitying,  but  daring  not,  in  thy  defence, 
To  lift  a  hand  against  Omnipotence."  [fear : 

Tbis  heaid,  th'  imperious  queen  sate  mute  with 
Kor  fiirther  durst  incense  the  gloomy  thunderer. 
Silence  was  in  the  court  at  this  rebuke: 
Kor  could  the  gods,  abaah^d,  sustain  their  80ve- 
reign's  look. 
Tbe  limpiiąg  amith  observ'd  the  saddenM  feast, 
And  hopping  berę  and  tbere,  (bimself  a  jest) 
Put  ia  his  word,  that  neithcr  might  offend ; 
i  To  Jore  obseąuious,  yet  his  mother's  friend. 
i  ^  What  end  in  Heaven  will  be  of  ciril  war, 
i  ]f  gods  of  plcasore  will  for  mortals  jar  ? 
I  &idi  diacofd  but  disturbs  our  jorial  feast ; 
i  One.  grain  of  bad,  embitters  all  the  best. 
l-MoUier^  thongh  wise  yourself,  my  counsel  weigh; 
1 7is  much  unsafe  my  sire  to  disobey. 
Kotooly  you  proyoke  him  to  your  cost. 
Bot  miiih  is  roarr*d,  and  tbe  good  cheer  is  lost 
Tempt  not  bis  beary  hand ;  for  be  bas  power 
To  throw  you  beadlong  from  bis  bea^euly  tower. 
Bat  one  submissiYe  word,  whicb  you  let  foli, 
Will  oiake  him  in  good  humour  with  us  all."  ^ 

He  said  no  inore ;  but  crown*d  a  bowl,  unbid : 
The  laughing  nectar  overlook'd  the  lid : 
Then  pat  it  to  ber  hand ;  and  thus  pursu*d : 

Thiscursed  quarrel.be  no  morę  renew'd. 
Be,  as  beoomes  a  wife,  obedient  still ; 
Tboagfa  gnev'd,  yet  subject  to  her  husband*s  will. 
I  vouia  not  see  you  beaten ;  yet,  afraid 
Of  JoT€*s  superior  force,  Idare  not  aid. 
Too  veH  I  know  him,  sińce  that  bapless  hour 
When  I  and  aU  tbe  gods  employ'd  our  power 
To  break  your  bonds :  me  by  tbe  heel  be  drew, 
Aad  o*er  Heaven*s  battlements  with  fury  threw. 
>0Ł.  ix« 


>  «i 


Ali  day  I  fell :  my  flight  atmom  begun^ 
And  ended  not  but  with  the  sett\ng  sun. 
Pitch*d  on  my  bead,  at  iength  tbe  Lemoi'an  groun<i[ 
Receiv'd  my  batter'd  skuli,  tbe  Sinthians  beaUd 
my  wpund." 
At  Yulcan^s  bomely  mirth  his  mother  smiPd, 
And  smiliog  took  the  cup  the  clown  had  filPd. 
The  reconciler-bowl  went  round  the  board, 
Which  empty'd,  the  rude  skinker  still  restor*d. 
Loud  fits  of  laughter  seiz^d  the  g^ests,  to  see 
The  limping  gcKl  so  deft  at  his  new  ministry. 
The  feast  coutinued  till  dcclining  light : 
They  drank,  they  laugh'd,  tbey  lov'd,  and  then 

twas  nisrht. 
Nor  wanted  tuneful  harp,  nor  Tocal  ąuire  ; 
The  Muses  sung ;  Apollo  touch^d  the  lyre. 
Drunken  at  last,  and  drowsy  they  depart, 
Each  to  bis  house ;  adom'd  with  labour'd  art 
Of  the  lamę  architect:  the  thunderiug  god 
£v'n  be  withdrew  to  rest,  and  had  his  ioad. 
His  swimming  head  to  ueedfiil  sleep  applyM ; 
*And  Juno  lay  unheeded  by  bis  side. 


TkE  ŁAST  PARTINO  Of 

HECTOR  AND  ANDROMACHE. 

FROM  THI  S1XTH  BOOK  OF  THE  ILIAD. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

Hector,  retuming  from  tbe  field  of  battle,  to  risit 
Helen  his  sister-in-law,  and  his  brother  Paris, 
who  bad  fought  unsuccessfiilly  hand  in  band 
with  Menelaus,  from  thence  goes  to  bis  own  pa* 
lace  to  see  his  wife  Andromache,  and  his  infant 
son  AstyanaK.  The  descriptiou  of  that  interview 
is  tbe  subject  of  this  translation. 


Thus  baving  said,  braye  Heotfr  went  to  see 

His  Tirtuous  wife,  the  fair  Andromache. 

He  found  her  not  at  borne  ;  for  she  was  gone, 

Attended  by  ber  maid  and  infont  son. 

To  climb  the  steepy  tower  of  Ilion : 

From  wlience,  with  heavy  heart,  she  might  survey 

Tbe  bloody  business  of  the  dreadful  day. 

Her  mournful  eyes  she  cast  around  tbe  plain» 

And  sought  the  lord  of  ber  desires  in  yain. 

But  be,  who  thought  his  peopled  palące  bare^ 
When  she,  his  only  comfort,  was  not  tbere, 
Stood  in  tbe  gate,  and  ask^d  of  every  one, 
Which  way  she  took,  and  whither  she  was  gone  { 
If  to  the  court,  or,  with  his  mother*s  train, 
In  long  procession  to  Minerva*8  fane  ? 
The  senrants  answerM,  "  Neither  to  the  court, 
Where  Priam'8  sous  and  ^aughters  did  resort. 
Nor  to  the  tempie  was  she  gone,  to  move 
With  prayers  the  bluę-eyM  progeny  of  Jove; 
But,  morę  solicitous  for  him  alone, 
Than  all  their  safety,  to  the  tower  was  gone, 
Tbere  to  survcy  the  labours  of  the  field,    . 
Where  the  Greeks  conquer,  and  the  Trojans  yield  ; 
Swiftly  she  pass'd,  with  fear  and  fary  wild ; 
The  nursc  went  Jagging  after  with  the  child." 

This  heard,  the  noble  Hector  raade  no  stay  ; 
Th'  admiring  throng  divide,  to  give  him  way ; 
He  passM  through  every  strect,by  which  be  came, 
And  at  the  gąte  be  met  the  mou|ńful  damę. 
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Hi8  wifebeheld  hinii  and  with  eager  pace 
Flew  to  his  arms,  to  meet  a  dear  embrace: 
Hjs  wite,  who  brought  in  dower  Cilicia's  crOWn, 
And,  in  herself,  a  greater  dower  alone: 
Aetion*8  heir,  who  on  the  woody  plain 
Of  Hippoplacus  did  in  Thebe  reign. 
Breathless  she  flew,  with  joy  and  passion  wild ; 
The  nurse  came  lagging  after  with  her  child. 
The  royal  babę  upou  her  breast  was  laid  ; 
Who,  like  the  morning  star,  his  beams  display^. 
Scamandrius  was  his  name,  which  Hector  pave, 
From  that  fair  flood  which  IIion*8  wali  did  lave : 
But  him  Astyanax  the  Trojans  cali, 
From  his  great  father,  who  defends  the  wali. 

Hector  beheld  him  with  a  siłeiit  smile : 
His  tender  wife  stood  weeping  by  the  while : 
Pre88'd  in  her  own,  his  warlike  hand  she  took, 
Then  sigh'd,  and  thus  propheticaliy  spoke : 

"  TTiy  dauntless  heart  (which  1  foresee  too  late) 
Too  daring  man,  will  urge  thee  to  thy  fetc : 
Nor  dost  thou  pity,  with  a  parent*s  mind, 
This  helpless  orrphan,  whom  thou  leav'st  behind ; 
Nor  me,  th'  unhappy  partner  of  thy  bed ; 
Who  must  in  triumph  by  the  Greeks  be  led  :^ 
They  seek  thy  life,  and,  in  unequal  flght 
With  many,  will  oppress  thy  single  might : 
Botter  it  were  for  miserable  me 
ib  die,  before  the  fate  which  I  foresee. 
For  ah  1  \^  hat  comfort  can  the  world  bequcath 
To  Hector^s  widów,  afler  Hector^s  death  ? 
"  Etemal  sori-ow  and  pcrpetual  tears 
l&egan  my  youth,  and  will  conclude  my  yeafs: 
1  have  DO  parentd,  friends,  nor  brothers  left  ( 
£y  Stern  AcRilłes  all  of  life  bereft 
Then  when  tbe  walls  of  Thebeshe  overthrew, 
llis  fatal  hand  my  royal  fnther  siew ; 
Ke  siew  Aetion,  but  despoiPd  him  not ; 
Nor  in  his  hate  the  funeral  rites  fbrgot ; 
Arm'd  as  he  was  he  sent  him  whole  below^ 
And  reverenc*d  thus  the  manes  of  his  foe : 
o  A  tomb  he  rais^d ;  the  mountain  nymphs  around 
£ncloS*d  with  planted  elms  the  holy  ground. 

"My  8even  brave  brothers  in  one  fatal  day 
To  Death's  dark  mansions  took  the  moum&l  wny; 
Slain  by  the  same  Achilles,  while  they  keep 
Thebellowing  oxen  and  the  bleating  sheep/ 
My  mother,  who  the  royal  sceptre  sway'd, 
Was  captive  to  the  cruel  victor  madę, 
And  hither  led ;  but,  hence  redeem'd  with  gold, 
Her  native  country  did  again  beholS, 
And  but  beheld  :  for  soon  Diana'8  dart 
In  an  unhappy  chase  transfix'd  her  heart, 

"  But  thou,  my  Hector,  art  thyself  alone 
My  parents,  brothers,  and  my  lord  in  one  : 
O  ktll  not  all  my  kindred  o^er  agaio. 
Nor  tempt  the  dangersof  the  dusty  plain ; 
But  in  thistower,  for  our  defence,  remain. 
Thy  wife  and  son  are  in  thy  ruin  lost : 
This  is  a  husband's  and  a  fathei^s  post. 
The  Scspan  gate  commands  the  plains  below ; 
Herę  marshal  all  thy  soldiers  as  they  go ; 
And  hence  with  other  hands  repel  the  fde. 
By  yon  wild  fig-tree  lies  their  chief  ascent, 
And  thither  all  their  powers  are  daily  bent : 
The  two  Ajaces  have  I  often  seen. 
And  th^  wrong*d  husband  of  the  Spartan  ąueen : 
With  him  his  greater  brother ;  and  with  these 
Fierce  Diomede  and  bold  Meriones : 
Ćncertain  if  by  augury  or  chance, 
But  by  this  easy  rise  they  all  advance  ; 


Guard  well  that  pass,  secure  of  all  beside.** 
To  wboiń  the  noble  Hector  thus  reirfyM. 

"  That  and  the  rest  are  in  my  daily  care  ; 
But  should  I  shun  the  dangers  of  the  war, 
With  scom  the  Trojans  wonld  reward  my  patns. 
And  their  proud  ladies  with  their  sweeping  train*. 
The  G  recian  swords  and  lances  1  can  bear : 
But  loss  of  honour  ismy  oniy  fear. 
Shall  Hector,  bom  to  war,  his  btrth-right  yield, 
Belie  his courage,  and  forsake  the  field? 
Early  in  rugged  arms  1  took  delight. 
And  still  have  been  the  foremost  in  the  fight: 
With  dangers  dearly  ha^e  1  bonght  renów n. 
And  am  the  champion  of  my  fatber*8  crown. 
And  yet  my  mbid  fbrebodes,  with  sare  presage, 
That  Troy  shall  perish  by  the  Grecian  ragę. 
The  fatal  day  draws  on,  when  I  most  fali ; 
And  unirersal  min  corer  all. 
Not  Troy  itself,  though  built  by  hands  div'*^y 
Nor  Priam,  nor  his  people,  nor  bis  linę, 
My 'mother,.  nor  my  brothers  of  renown, 
Whose  ralouc  yet  defends  th*  unhappy  town  j 
Not  these,  nor  all  their  fetes  which  I  foresee, 
Are  half  of  that  concem  1  have  for  thee. 
I  see,  I  see  thee,  in  that  fotal  hour, 
Subjected  to  the  yictor^s  cruel  power; 
Led  hence  a  siarę  to  some  insulting  sword, 
Forlorn,  and  trembling  at  a  foreign  lord ; 
A  spectacle  in  Aigos,  at  the  loom, 
Gracing  with  Trojan  figfats  a. Grecian  room  ; 
Or  from  deep  wells  the  liTing  stream  to  take. 
And  on  thy  weary  shoulders  bring  it  back. 
While,  groaning  nnder  this  laborious  life, 
They  insolcntly  cali  thee  Hector*8  wife; 
Upbraid  thy  bondage  with  thy  husband^s  name^ 
And  from  my  glory  propagate  thy  shame. 
This  when  they  say,  thy  sorrows  will  increase 
With  ansious  thoughts  of  fonner  happineas ; 
That  he  is  dead  who  'could  thy  wrongś  redress. 
But  I,  oppressM  with  iron  sleep  before, 
Shall  hear  thy  nnayailing  cries  no  morę." 

Hesaid—  ' 
Then,  holding  forth  his  arms,  he  took  his  bo^t 
The  pledge  of  Iove  and  .other  hope  of  Troy. 
The  fearfiil  infant  tnmHl  his  head  away. 
And  on  his  nurse^s  neck  rectining^ay, 
His  unknown  fether  shunning  with  iffń^ht. 
And  looking  back  on  so  uncouth  a  sight ; 
Daunted  to  see  a  face  with  steel  o*er-spr»dy 
And  his  high  pldme  that  nodded  o*er  his  bead. 
His  sire  and  mother  smiPd  with  silent  joy  ; 
And  Hector  hastenM  to  reliere  his  ^oy ; 
Oismiss^d  his  buraishM  hełm,  that  shone  afar» 
The  pride  of  xrarrior8,  Ind  the  pomp  of  war : 
Th'  illustrious  babę,  thus  reconciFd,  he  took : 
Hngg'd  in  his  arms,  and  kiss*d,  and  thus  he  spoke 
**  Parent  of  gods  and  men,  propitious  Jore, 
And  you  bright  synod  of  the  powers  above; 
On  this  my  son  your  gracious  gifts  bestow ; 
Grant  him  to  live,  and  great  in  arms  to  grow. 
To  reign  in  Troy,  to  govem  with  renown. 
To  shield  the  people,  and  assert  the  crown : 
That,  when  hereaftcr  he  from  war  shall  come. 
And  bring  his  Trojans  peace  and  triumpb  hom^ 
Some  aged  man,  who  lires  this  act  to  see. 
And  who  in  former  timcs  rememberM  me, 
May  say,  the  son  in  fortitude  and  &me 
Outgoes  the  mark,  and  drowns  his  father^s  i 
That  at  these  words  his  mother  may  rejotoe, 
Aitd  add  her  suffinage  to  ihe'  pubUc  ynice." 
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Tbns  haring  aaid, 
He  fint  with  supptiant  hands  the  gods  ador^d : 
Then  to  the  mother^s  arms  the  child  restor^d : 
With  tears  and  smiles  she  took  her  son,  and  pressM 
Th'  illnstriotts  infant  to  her  fragrant  breast. 
He,  wipiog  her  fair  eyes,  iiidu]g*d  her  grief, 
Aad  eas^d  her  sorrows  with  tfaft  last  relief. 

"  My  wife  and  miitress,  drive  Łhy  fears  away. 
Nor  giYe  flo  bad  an  omen  to  the  day ; 
Tbink  not  it  lie«  in  any  Oreeian'8  power, 
To  take  my  life  before  the  fatal  houh 
Wbea  that  arriyes,  nor  good  nor  bad  can  fly 
Th*  inaTocable  doom  of  Destiny. 


ReŁorn,  and,  to  dirert  thy  thonghts  at  home^ 
There  task  thy  maidif,  and  irKercise  the  loom, 
Employ^d  in  works  that  womankind  become. 
The  tołłs  of  war  and  feats  of  chiTalry 
Belong  to  men,  and  most  of  all  to  me.** 

At  tiiis)  for  near  replies  he  did  not  stay. 
Bat  lac*d  his  crested  hehn,  and  strode  away. 
His  lorely  consort  to  her  house  return *d. 
And  looking  often  back  in  silence  mourn*d : 
Home  when  8\ie  came,  her  secret  woe  she  vent^ 
And  01l8  the  palące  with  her  load  laments ; 
Those  loud  laments  her  echoing  maids  restore^ 
And  Hector,  yet  alive,  as  dead  deplore. 
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PREFACE 

CONCERNING  MR.  DRYI>£N'S  TRANSLATIONS. 

For  this  lasŁ  Iialf-year  I  Iiatc  been  troubled  with  the  disease  (as  I  may  cali  it)  of  translation':  tht 
cold  prose  fits  of  it,  whicb  are  always  tbe  most  tedtous  with  me,  were  spent  ia  the  history  of  tht 
Łeague ;  the  hot,  which  succeeded  tbem,  io  renę  miscellanies.  The  truth  is,  I  faocied  to  myaelf  a 
kind  of  ease  in  the  change  of  the  paroxy8m ;  nerer  suspecting  but  the  humoor  woold  haFe  wa^ted 
itself  in  two  or  tbree  pa^torals  of  Theocritas,  and  aa  many  odes  of  Horaoe.  But  finding,  or  at  ieast 
thinking  I  found,  something  that  was  morę  pleasing  in  them  than  my  ordinaryproductioDs,  I  encouraged 
jnyself  to  renew  my  old  acquaiDtance  with  Lncretius  and  yirgil;  and  immediately  fixed  upon  soma 
parts  of  tbem,  irhich  had  most  affected  me  in  the  reading.  These  were  my  natural  impulsea  for  the 
nndertalcinff.  But  there  lyas  an  accidental  motire  which  was  fuli  as  forcible.  It  was  my  lord  Ros- 
common\<i  Essay  on  Tnmslated  Yerse ;  which  madę  me  uneasy  till  I  tried  whetheror  no  I  was  capable 
of  ibllowing  his  rules,  and  of  reducing  the  speculation  into  piactice.  For  many  a  fair  pi;ecept  in 
poetry  is,  like  a  seeming  demonstration  in  the  mathematicsy  rery  specious  in  the  diagram,  but  £ulipg 
in  tbe  mechanic  operation.  I  think  I  have  generally  obserred  his  instructions ;  I  am  surę  my  reason 
is  suiBciently  convinccd  both  of  their  truth  and  usefulness;  which,  in  other  words,  is  to  ćonfeaa  no  less 
a  yanity,  than  to  pretend'  tbat  I  baye  at  least  in  some  places  madę  ezamples  to  his  nUes.  Yet,  witbal, 
I  must  acknowledge,  that  I  bave  many  times  exceeded  my  commission :  for  I  bave  both  added  and 
omitted,  and  even  sometimes  Tery  boldly  madę  sucb  esponitions  of  my  authors,  as  no  Dutcb  conunen- 
tator  will  fbrgiTe  me.  Perbaps,  in  sucb  particutar  passages,  I  bare  thought  tbat  I  discoveied  some 
beauty  yet  imdiscoTered  by  tbose  pedants,  which  nonę  but  a  poet  could  bare  found.  Where  I  hare 
taken  away  "Some  of  their  espressions,  and  cut  them  ihorter,  it  may  possibly  be  on  tbis  consideration, 
tbat  what  was  beautiful  in  the  Greek  or  Łatin,  would  not  appear  so  shining  in  the  English.  And 
where  I  baye  enlarged  them,  I  desire  the  lUse  critics  would  not  always  think,  that  those  thoughts  are 
wbolly  mine,  but  that  either  they  are  secretly  in  the  poet,  or  may  be  fiiirly  deduced  from  bim ;  or  at 
least,  if  both  those  considerations  sb6uld  fail,  that  my  own  is  of  a  piece  with  bis,  and  that  if  he  were 
living,  and  an  £nglisbman,they  are  sucb  as  be  would  probably  hare  written. 

For,  afterall,  a  translator  is  to  make  bis  author  appear  as  charming  as  polsibly  be  can,  proTided  be 
maintains  bis  character,  and  makes  him  not  unlike  bimself.  Translation  is  a  kind  of  drawing  after  tba 
life :  where  erery  one  will  acknowledge  there  is  a  double  sort  of  likeness,  a  good  one  and  a  bad.  It  if 
one  thing  to  drew  tbe  oot4ines  true,  the  features  like,  tbe  proportions  exact,  the  colouring  itself  per- 
baps tolerable;  and  another  tbuig  to  make  all  these  graceńil,  by  the  posture,  the  shadowing^.  and 
chiefly  by  the  spirit  which  animates  the  whole.  I  cannot,  without  some  indignation,  look  oo  an,  in 
oopy  of  an  escellent  originaL  Much  less  can  I  bebold  with  patience  Yirgil,  Homer,  and  some  othen^ 
wbose  beauties  I  haTe  been  endeavouring  all  my  life  to  imitate,  so  abused,  as  I  may  say,  to  their  ftices, 
ty  a  botching  interpreter*    What  English  readers,  UAacquainted  with  Greek  or  Łatin«  wili  belie\  e  me^ 
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or  any  other  man,  when  we  commend  those  authors,  and  confess  we  óeńrt  a]l  that  is  pardonable  ia 

IB  from  their  foimtains,  if  they  take  those  to  be  th6  same  pocts  whom  our  Ogilbys  h&rś  translated  ł 

But  I  dare  assure  them,  that  a  good  poet  is  no  more  like  himself,  in  a  duli  translation,  thau  bis  carcase 

wonld  be  to  his  living  body.    There  are  many,  who  understand  Gfreek  and  Łatin,  and  yet  are  ignorant 

of  their  mother  tongue.  The  próprieties  and  delicacies  of  tfae  English  are  known  to  few:  it  is  impossible 

eren  for  a  good  wit  to  understand  and  practise  them,  without  tbe  help  of  a,  liberał  education,  long 

mdiog,  and  digesting  of  those  few  good  aathors  we  hare  amongst  us,  the  knowledge  of  men  and 

Banneń,  the  freedom  of  habitudes  and  conver8&tion  with  the  best  of  company  of  both  sexes ;  and,  ia 

stiort,  without  wearing  off  the  rost,  which  he  contracted  while  be  was  laying-in  a  stock  of  learning. 

Thos  diificult  it  Is  to  understand  the  purity  of  English,  and  critically  to  discem  not  only  good  writers 

firom  bad,  and  a  proper  style  from  a  cpmipt,  but  also  to  distinguish  that  which  is  pure  in  a  good 

ttttbor,fn>m  that  which  is  yIcious  and  corrupt  in  hini.    And  for  want  of  all  these  reąuisites,  or  the 

gieatest  part  of  them,  most  of  our  ingenious  young  men  take  up  some  cry'd-ap  English  poet  for  their 

model,  adore  him,  aud  imitate  him,  as  they  think,  without  knowing  wherein  he  is  defective,where  he  is 

boyisfa  and  trifling,  wherein  either  his  thoughts  are  improper  to  his  subject,  or  his  expresaions  unworthy 

of  his  thoughts,  or  the  tum  of  both  is  unharmonious.    Thus  it  appears  necessary,  that  a  man  should  be 

t  flice  critic  in  his  mother-tongue,  before  he  attempts  to  translate  a  foreign  laugoage.    Neither  is  it 

lufficient  that  he  be  able  to  judge  of  words  aad  style  $  bot  he  must  be  a  master  of  them  too :  he  must 

pofectly  understand  his  author's  tongue,  and  absolutely  coouiiatid  his  own.     So  that,  to  be  a  thorough 

translator,  he  must  be  a  thorough  poel.    Neither  is  it  enough  to  give  his  author's  sense  in  good  English, 

b  poetical  eicpressions,  and  In  musical  numbers :  for,  tbough  all  these  are  exceeding  difficult  to  perform, 

there  yet  remains  a  harder  task ;  and  it  isa  secret  of  which  few  translators  hare  sufficiently  tbought. 

I  have  already  hinted  a  word  or  two  coneerning  it ;  that  is,  the  maintainiog  die  character  of  an  author, 

vladi  distinguishes  him  from  all  others,  and  makes  bim  appear  that  individual  poet  whom  you  would 

interpret.    For  esample,  not  only  the  thoughts,  but  tbe  style  and  rersification,  of  Yirgil  and  Ovid  are 

Tery  diflferent.    Yet  I  see,  even  in  our  best  poets,  who  have  translated  some  parta  of  them,  that  they 

bsTe  confounded  their  several  talents;  and,  by  endeairouring  only  at  the  sweetness  and  hurmony  of 

numbers,  haye  naade  them  both  so  much  alike,  that  if  I  did  not  know  the  originals,  I  should  ne^er  be 

aUe  to  judge  by  the  copies,  which  was  Yirgil,  and  which  was  Ovid.    It  was  objected  against  d  late 

noble  painter  (Sir  P.  Lely),  that  he  drew  many  gracefol  pictures,  but  few  of  them  were  like.    And 

this  happened  to  him,  because  he  always  studied  himself  more  than  jkhose  who  sat  to  him.    In  such 

tianriators  I  can  easily  distinguish  the  hand  which  performed  the  work,  but  I  cannot  distinguish  their 

poet  from  another.    Suppose  two  authors  are  eąually  sweet,  yet  there  is  a  great  distinctionto  be  mada 

ID  sweetness ;  as  in  that  of  sugar,  and  that  of  honey.    I  can  make  the  diiference  more  plain,  by  givinff 

yoa  (if  it  be  worth  knowing)  my  own  method  of  proceeding,  in  my  translations  out  of  four  several 

poets;  Yirgil,  Theocritus,  Lucretius,  and  Horace.     In  each  of  these,  before  I  und^ttook  them,  I  consi- 

defed'the  genius  and  distinguishing  character  of  my  author.     1  looked  on  Yirgil  as  a  succinct,  grare, 

and  majestic  writer;  one  who  weij^ed,  not  only  every  thought,  but  erery  word  and  syllable:  who  wa9 

itiD  aiming  to  crowd  his  sense  into  as  narrow  a  compass  as  possibly  he  could ;  for  which  reason  he  is 

90  Tery  figiirative,  that  he  requires  (I  may  almost  say)  a  grammar  a  part  to  construe  him.     His  rerse 

is  erery  where  sounding  the  very  thing  in  your  ears  whose  sense  it  bears :  yet  the  numbers  are  per- 

petoally  Taried,  to  increasethe  delight  of  the  reader;  so  that  the  same  sounds  are  never  repeated  twice 

together.    On  tbe  contrary,  Ovid  and  Claudian,  though  they  write  in  styles  di£fering  from  each  other, 

yet  hare  each  of  them  but  one  sort  of  musie  in  their  Terses.    AU  the  yersification  an^little  variety  of 

Claudian  is  included  within  the  compass  of  four  or  ńye  lines,  and  then  he  begins  again  in  the  same 

teaour ;  perpeŁually  closing  his  sense  at  the  end  of  a  Terse,  and  that  yerse  conuuonly  which  they  cali 

fołden,  or  two  substantiTes  and^wo  a^jectiTes,  with  a  Terb  betwiict  them  to  keep  the  p^oe.     Ovid, 

with  all  his  sweetness,  has  as  litUe  yariety  of  oun^bers  and  sound  as  he :  be  is  always,  as  it  were,  upon 

the  hand-gallop,  and  his  ver9e  runs  upon  carpet-ground.     Hę  avoids,  like  thę  otber,  all  synalaephas, 

or  cotling-oif  one  voweI  when  it  comes  before  another,  ift  the  foUowing  word.    But  to  return  to  Yii^il, 

tboi^  he  is  smooth  where  smoothaess  is  reąuired,  yet  he  is  so  fiar  from  affecting  it,  that  he  seems  ra- 

tber to disdain  it;  freąuently  makes  use  of  sypalephas,  and  concludes  his  sense  in  tbe  middle  of  his 

T«rae.    He  is  every  where  above  conceits  of  epigrammatic  wit,  and  gross  hyperboles :  he  maintains 

majesty  in  the  midst  of  plainness;  he  shines,  but  glares  not;  and  is  stately  without  ambition;  which  ia 

Ihe  Tioe  of  Łucan.    1  drew  my  definition  of  poetical  wit  froxQ  ay  particular  consideratioa  of  him  i 
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for  propriety  of  thongbts  asd  words  are  oniy  to  be  found  in  him ;  and,  where  they  ara  proper,  thay 
.will  be  delightful.  Pleasuie  follows  of  necessity,  as  the  effect  does  tbe  caiue ;  and  therefore  is  not  to 
be  put  ioto  the  definition.  This  exact  propriety  of  Yirgil  I  particularly  legarded,  as  a  great  part  d 
his  character;  but  must  confess,  to  roy  shame,  that  I  haye  not  been  able  tfl  translate  any  part  of  htm 
•o  well,  as  to  make  him  appear  wbolly  like  himself ;  for,  where  the  original  is  close,  no  verśion  can 
reach  it  in  the  same  compass.  Hannibal  Caro^s,  in  the  Italian,  is  the  nearest,  the  most  poetical,  and 
the  most  soooroos,  of  any  translatiott  of  the  ^neid :  yet,  though  he  takes  the  ad^antage  of  blank 
Terse,  hf  commonly  allows  turo  lines  for  one  of  Yiigil,  and  does  not  always  bit  his  sense.  Tasso  teUs 
us,  in  his  letters,  that  Sperone  S|>erom,  a  great  Italian  wi^  who  was  his  oontemporary,  observed  ol 
YiigU  and  Tully,  that  the  Lątin  orator  endearoured  to  imitateihe  copiousness  of  Homer,  the  Gredc 
poąt;  ąnd  that  the  Latin  poet  madę  it  his  business  to  reach  the  conciseness  gf  Demostbenes^  the 
Greek  orator.  Vii:gil  therefore,  being  so  very  sparing  of  his  words,  and  leaving  so  much  to  be 
imagined  by  tbe  reader,  can  never  be  translated  as  he  ought,  in  any  modern  tongue.  To  make  him 
copjous,  is  to  alter  his  character;  and  to  translate  him  linę  for  linę  is  impossible,  bec^uae  the  Latia  is 
naturally  ą  morę  succinct  language  than  either  the  Italian,  Spanish,  Fnencb,  or  even  than  tbe  Baglishj 
whłcb,  by  reason  of  its  monosyllables,  is  far  the  most  compendious  of  them.  Yirgil  is  much  tbe  closest 
of  any  Koman  poet,  and  the  Latin  hexameter  bas  morę  feet  than  the  English  heroic. 

Be^ides  all  this,  an  author  has  tbe  choice  of  his  owu  thoughts  and  words,  which  a  translator  faas  not  j 
he  is  confined  by  the  sense  of  the  inrentor  to  thoBe  eypressions  which  are  the  nearest  to  it :  so  thal 
Yirgil,  studying  brevity,  and  having  the  command  of  his  own  lauguage,  could  bring  those  wordą  into  a 
narrow  compass,  which  a  translator  cannot  render  without  circumloCutioiis.  In  short,  they  who  haTC 
called  him  the  torturę  of  grammarians,  migbt  also  have  callod  him  the  plaguc  of  tramlatois  j  for  he 
sęcms  to  have  studied  not  to  be  translated.  I  owu,  that,  endeavouring  to  tum  his  Nisus  and  Euryaliai 
as  close  as  I  was  ab}e,  I  bave  performed  that  eptsode  too  literally ;  tbat,  giviog  morę  scope  to  Mezeik- 
tius  and  Lausus,  tbat  rersion,  which  has  morę  of  the  majesty  of  Yirgil,  has  less  of  his  conciseoess; 
and  all  that  1  can  promise  for  myself,  is  ouly,  that  I  ha^e  done  both  better  than  Ogilby,  and  perhaps 
as  well  as  Caro.  Bjf^  coosidering  him  so  carefully  as  I  did  before  my  attempt,  1  hare  madę  some  falnt 
resem blance  cif  biin ;  and,  had  I  taken  morę  time, might possibly  have  succeeded  better;  but  never  ao 
weU  as  to  ha^e  satlsfied  myself. 

He  who  excels  all  otber  poets  in  his  own  laoguage,  were  it  possible  to  do  him  right,  mnst  appeai 
above.  them  is  oor  tongue,  which,  as  my  lord  Roscommon  justly  obsenres,  approacbes  nearest  to  the 
Roman  in  its  majesty:  nearest indeed,  butwith  a  vast  intertal  betwixt  them.  There  i»an  inimitable 
Ijace  in  YirgiPs  words,  and  in  them  principally  consists  that  beauty,  which  gives  so  inexpre8sible  a 
pleasure  to  him  who  best  understands  their  force.  This  diction  of  his  (I  must  once  again  say)  is  never 
to  be  copied ;  and,  sjnceit  cannot,  he  will  appear  but  lamę  in  the  best  translation.  The  tums  of  his 
Tcrse,  his  breakings,  bis  propriety,  his  numbers,  and  bis  gravity,  I  bave  as  far  imitated,  as  the  poverty 
of  our  Unguąge,  and  tbe  hastiness  of  my  performance,  would  allow.  I  may  seem  sometimes  to  have 
yaried  from  his  sense :  but  I  think  the  greatest  Tanations  may  be  iairly  deduced  from  him;  and  wber^ 
I  Ieave  his  commentators,  it  may  be,  I  understand  him  better:  at  least  I  writ  without  consulting  them 
in  many  ptac^.  But  two  particular  liues  in  Mezcntius  and  Lausus  I  cannot  so  easily  excuse:  they  are 
indeed  repiotely  allied  to  YirgiPs  sense ;  but  they  are  too  like  tbe  tendemess  of  Ovid,  and  were  pńnted 
bcforc  1  had  considered  tbem  enough  to  al^cr  them.  The  iirst  of  thcm  I  ha?e  forgotten,  and  cannot 
easily  retrieye,  because  tbe  copy  is  at  the  prcss ;  the  second  is  this : 

t 

I         When  Lausus  died;  1  was  aircady  slain. 

This  appears  pretty  enough  at  ISrst  sight ;  but !  am  conyinced,  for  many  reasons,  that  theespression 
is  too  bold ;  that  Yirgil  would  not  have  said  it,  though  Ovid  would.    The  reader  may  pardon  it,  if  ha 
please,  for  the  fi«enc8s  of  the  eonfession ;  and  instead  of  that,  and  the  former,  admit  these  two  lines 
which  are  morę  according  to  the  author: 

Nor  ask  I  Kfe,  nor  ibught  with  that  design ; 
As  I  had  us'd  my  ftirtune,  use  thou  thine. 

Hayingwith  ronch  ado  gor  elear  of  Yirgil,  I  have  in  thenext  place  to  consider  thegenius  of  Lucretius, 
wbom  I  hav€  translated  morę  happily  in  those  paits  of  him  which  I  undcrtook.    If  he  was  not  of  the 
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best  ngt  oi  Roman  poetry,  fae  was  at  least  of  that  wbich  preceded  it ;  and  he  himself  refiocd  it  to 
Uat  d^^rae  of  peifectioo,  both  in  the  language  and  Łhe  thoughts,  Utat  he  left  an  easy  task  to  Yirgil; 
wbo  aa  he  succeeded  him  in  time,  so  he  copied  bis  exceUencie8 :  for  tbe  method  of  the  Georgics  is 
płatały  derived  finom  him.  Łućretius  bad  chosen  a  subject  naturally  crabbed ;  he  tberefore  adoroed  it 
with  poettcal  descriptions,  and  precepts  of  morality,  in  the  beginning  and  ending  of  his  boolu,  whicl^ 
yoa  see  Yirgil  has  imitated  with  great  success  in  those  four  books,  wbich  in  my  opinion  are  morę 
jpeciect  in  their  kind  than  even  his  divine  ^neid.  The  turn  of  his  yerses  he  bas  likewise  folio  wed  in 
those  placea  wbich  Lucretias  has  most  laboured;  and  some  of  his  very  lines  he  ha'8  trausplanted 
iato  his  own  works,  without  much  yariation.  If  I  am  not  mistaken,  tbe  distinguisbing  character  of 
Locretius  (1  mean  of  bis  soul  and  genius)  is  a  certain  kind  of  noble  pride,  and  positive  assertion  of 
hisopinions.  He  is  every  where  confidentof  his  own  reason,  and  assuming  an  absolute  command, 
aot  only  over  his*TnIgar  readers,  but  eyen  his  patron  Memmius.  For  be  is  always  bidding  him 
altend,  as  if  he  had  the  rod  over  him ;  and  using  a  magisterial  authority  wbile  be  instructs  him. 
Prom  his  time  to  oors,  I  know  nonę  so  like  him,  as  our  poet  and  philosopher  of  Malmesbury.  Tbis 
is  that  peipetoal  dictatorship,  which  is  exercised  by  Lucretius;  wbo,  though  often  in  the  wrong» 
yet  seems  to  deal  hon&  fde  with  his  reader,  and  tells  him  nothing  but  what  he  tbinks:  in  which 
plain  sincerity,  I  beUeve,  he  differs  from  our  Hobbes,  wbo  could  not  but  be  convinced,  or  at  least 
doubt  of  aome  eternal  truŁhs,  which  he  bas  opposed.  But  for  Lucretius,  he  seems  to  disdaiu  all 
nanner  of  replies,  and  is  so  confident  of  his  cause,  that  he  is  before-band  with  his  autagonistS| 
urging  for  tbem  whateyer  be  imagined  they  could  say,  and  leaying  tbcui,  as  he  supposes,  without  aa 
objection  for  the  futurę:  all  this  too  with  so  much  scom  and  indignation,  as  if  he  were  assured  of 
the  tńomph  before  be  entered  into  the  lists.  From  this  sublime  and  daring  genius  of  his  it  must  of 
necessity  come  to  pass,  that  bis  thoughts  must  be  masculioe,  fuli  of  argumentation,  and  tfaa( 
JDfficiently  warm.  From  the  same  fiery  temper  proceeds  the  loftiness  of  his  expre^ious,  and  the 
peipetnal  torrent  of  his  yerse,  where  the  barrenness  of  bis  subject  does  not  too  much  constrain  thę 
qaicknesa  of  bis  fancy.  For  there  is  no  doubt  to  be  madę,  but  that  he  could  have  been  every 
wbere  as  poetical  as  be  is  in  his  descriptions,  and  in  the  morał  part  of  bis  philoSbphy,  if  he  had  not 
aimed  more  to  instruct,  in  his  system  of  naturę,  than  to  delight  But  he  was  bent  upon  makiug 
Memmias  a  materialista  and  teacbing  him  to  defy  an  invisible  power.  In  short,  he  was  so  much 
aa  atheist,  that  he  forgot  sometimes  to  be  a  poet.  These  are  the  cousiderations  wbich  1  had  of  that 
ynthor  before  I  attempted  to  translate  some  parts  of  him.  And  accuMingly  1  laid  by  my  natural 
diiBdence  and  scepticism  for  a  while,  to  take  up  that  dogmatical  way  of  his,  wbich,  as  i  said,  is  so 
Siocb  his  character,  as  to  make  him  that  individual  poet  As  for  his  opinions  concerotog  the 
BWrtality  of  tbe  soul,  they  are  so  absurd,  that  I  cannot,  if  I  would,  believe  them.  I  thiok  a  futura 
ftate  demoBStrable  eyen  by  natural  aiguments ;  at  least,  to  take  away  rewards  and  punishmeots  \ą 
aoly  a  pleaaiog  prospect  to  a  man,  wbo  resolyes  before-band  not  to  live  morally.  But,  on  tbe  other 
ndei  tbe  thought  of  bcing  nothing  after  <ieath  is  a  burthen  insupportable  to  a  ńituous  man,  eveo 
though  a  beatben.  We  naturally  aim  at  happiness,  and  cannot  bear  to  have  it  confined  to  tbe  short- 
ness  of  oor  present  being,  especially  wben  we  consider,  that  virtue  is  gcnerally  unbappy  in  this 
vorld,  and  yice  fortonate.  So  that  it  is  hope  of  futunty  alone  that  makes  this  life  tolerable,  ia 
eipectation  of  a  better.  Wbo  would  not  commit  all  the  ezcesstis,  to  wbich  he  is  prompted  by  his 
natmal  inclinations,  if  be  may  do  them  with  security  while  he  is  alive,  and  be  incapable  of  punish- 
ment  after  be  is  dead  ?  If  he  be  cunning  and  secret  enougb  to  avoid  the  laws,  and  there  is  no  bani) 
<tf  morality  to  restrain  him :  for  fiime  and  reputation  are  weak  ties :  many  men  have  not  the  least 
leose  of  tbem :  powerful  men  are  only  awed  by  them,  as  they  conduce  to  'tbeir  interest,  and  that 
aot  alwaysy  wben  a  passion  is  predominAnt :  and  no  man  will  be  coutained  witliin  the  bounds  of 
daty,  wben  be  may  safely  transgress  them.  These  are  my  thoughts  abstractedly,  and  withuut  en- 
teriag  iuto  the  notions  of  our  Christian  faith,  which  is  the  proper  business  of  dłvines. 

Bot  there  are  other  aiguments  in  this  poem  (wbich  I  haye  tumed  into  Englisb)  not  belongiog  to 
themoitality  of  the  sou],  which  are  strong  enougb  to  a  reasonabU  man,  to  make  him  lessin  loyę 
with  life,  and  consequently  ią^less  apprehensions  of  deatb.  Sucb  as  are  the  natural  satiety  proceoding 
from  a  perpetual  enjoyment  of  tbe  same  tbiogs ;  the  inconyeniencies  of  old  age,  which  make  him 
iecapable  of  corporeal  pleasures;  tbe  decay  of  understanding  and  memory,  which  render  him  con« 
temptible,  and  useless  to  otbers,  These,  and  many  other  reasons,  so  pathetically  urged,  so  beau* 
tifttUy  ezpressedy  so  adocned  with  examples,  and  «o  admirably  raised  by  tbe  prosopopeia  of  Natura^ 
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who  is  bnmght  in  speaking  to  ber  childreo,  with  so  much  aathority  and  ▼igoor,  deserre  the  pains  I 
hare  taken  with  tbeoDy  whicb  I  hópe  have  not  been  ansuccessful,  or  nnwortby  of  my  anthor.  At 
least  I  must  take  tbe  liberty  to  own,  that  I  was  pleased  witb  my  own  endearoun,  whicb  but  rarely 
happens  to  me ;  and  that  I  am  not  dissatisfied  upon  the  rcTiew  of  any  tbing  I  have  done  in  tfaU 
author. 

I  haTe  Dot  berę  designed  to  rob  the  tngenioas  and  tearned  translator  of  Łacretins  of  any  part  of 
that  commendation  whicb  be  bas  so  jtistly  acąuired  by  the  whole  anthor,  whose  fragmeots  only  fialŁ 
to  my  poilion.  Wbat  I  faave  now  perfotmed  is  no  morę  tban  I  intended  above  twenty  years  ag>d. 
Tbe  ways  of  our  translations  are  very  different.  He  foUows  him  morę  closely  tban  I  ha^e  done,  which 
became  an  interpreter  of  the  whole  poem :  I  take  morę  liberty,  because  it  best  suited  witb  my  design, 
whicb  was  to  make  him  as  pieasing  as  I  could.  He  had  been  too  voluminous  had  be  used  my  method 
in  80  long  a  work ;  and  I  had  certainiy  taken  his,  had  I  madę  it  my  business  to  translate  tbe  wbo1e« 
The  preference  then  iś  justly  his ;  and  I  join  witb  Mr.  £velyn  in  tłie  confession  of  it,  witb  tbis  ad- 
ditional  advantage  to  him,  that  his  reputation  is  already  establisbed  in  tbis  poet,  minę  is  to  make  its 
ibrtnne  in  the  world.  If  I  have  been  any  where  obscure  in  fbllowing  our  common  author,  or  if 
JLucretius  bimself  is  to  be  condemned,  I  refer  myself  to  his  exceUenŁ  annot&tions,  which  I  bave  often 
read,  and  always  witb  some  new  pleasure. 

My  preiace  begins  already  to  swell  upon  me,  and  looks  as  if  I  were  afraid  of  my  reader,  by  m> 
tedious  a  bespeaking  of  him :  and  yet  I  bave  Horaoe  and  Theocritus  upon  my  bands;  but  tbe  Greek 
gentleman  shall  quick]y  be  dispatched,  because  1  have  morę  business  with  the  Roman. 

That  whicb  distinguisbes  Theocritus  from  all  other  poets,  both  Greek  and  Latin,  and  whi<A  raises 
him  eren  abore  Yirgil  in  bis  Eclogues,  is  the  inimitable  tendemess  of  bis  passions,  and  the  natoral 
eatpression  of  them  in  words  so  becoming  a  pastorał.  A  simplicity  shines  tbrougb  all  be  writes.  He 
shows  his  art  and  learning,  by  disguising  both.  His  shepberds  never  rise  above  their.  country  edu- 
cation  in  their  complaints  of  k>ve.  There  is  the  same  differenc^  beŁwixt  him  and  Yirgil,  as  there  is 
betweeii  Tas80*s  Aminta  and  tbe  Pastor  Fido  of  Guarini.  YirgU^s  shepberds  are  too  well  read  in  tbe 
pbilosopby  of  Epicurus  and  Plato;  and  Guarini*8  seem  to  bave  been  bred  in  courts.  Biit  Theocritus 
and  Tasso  haTe  taken  theirs  from  cottages  and  plains.  It  was  said  of  Tasso^  in  rdation  to  bis  si- 
militudes,  that  be  never  departed  from  tbe  woods,  that  is,  all  bis  comparisons  were  taken  from  the 
country.  The  same  may  be  said  of  our  Theocritus.  He  is  softer  tban  Ovid ;  be  touches  the  passions 
morę  deltcately,  and  performs  all  tbis  out  of  his  own  fiind,  without  diving  into  the  arts  and  scienoes 
for  a  supply.  Even  bis  Doric  dialect  bas  an  incomparable  sweetness  in  its  clowmsbness,  like  a  fiur 
shepherdess  in  hec  country  russet,  talking  in  a  Yorkshire  tonę.  This  was  impossible  for  Yirgil  to 
imtate ;  because  tbe  seveiity  of  the  Roman  language denied  him  that  adrantage.  Spenser  bas  en- 
dearoured  it  in  his  Sbepherd's  Kalendar ;  but  neither  will  it  succeed  in  Englisb :  for  whicb  reason  I 
have  forebore  to  attempt  it  For  Theocritus  writ  to  Sicilians,  who  spoke  that  dialect ;  and  I  direct 
tbis  part  Of  my  translations  to  our  ladies,  who  neither  understaud,  nor  will  take  pleasure  in  soch 
homely  eKpressions.    I  proceed  to  Horace. 

Take  him  in  parts,  and  be  is  chiefly  to  be  considered  in  bis  three  different  talents,  as  be  was  a 
critic,  a  satirist,  and  ii  writer  of  odes.  His  morals  are  uniform,  and  run  tbrougb  all  of  them :  for» 
let  his  Dutch  cbmmentators  say  wbat  they  will,  his  pbilosopby  was  Epicurean ;  and  be  madę  nae  of 
godtf  and  Providrnce  only  to  8erve  a  tum  in  poetry.  But  sińce  neither  his  criticism,  whicb  are  the 
most  instructive  of  any  that  are  written  in  this  art,  nor  bis  satires,  which  are  incomparabty  beyond 
Juvenal^s,  if  to  laugh  and  rally  is  to  be  preferred  to  railing  and  declaimiog,  are  no  part  of  my 
present  undertaking,  1  confine  myself  wbolly  to  bis  o)}es.  These  are  also  of  seTeral  sotts :  some  of 
them  are  paneg^rical,  others  morał,  the  rest  jo^ial,  or  (if  I  may  bo  cali  them)  Baccbanalian.  As 
difficult  as  be  makes  it,  and  as  indeed  it  is,  to  imitate  Ptndar,  yet,  in  bis  most  elevated  fligbts,  and 
in  the  sudden  changes  of  bis  subject,  witb  afanost  imperceptible  connections,  that  Theban  poet  is  his 
master.  But  Horace  is  of  tbe  morę  bonnded  fancy,  aud  confines  bimself  strictly  to  one  sort  of  Tersey 
or  stanza,  in  erery  ode.  That  whicb  will  distinguish  his  style  from  all  other  po«^,  is  the  elcgance  of 
his  words,  and  the  nnmerousness  of  his  verse.  There  is  luthing  so  delicately  tumed  in  all  the 
Roman  language.  There  appears  in  erery  part  of  his  diction,  or  (to  speak  Knglisb)  in  all  his  ez- 
pressions,  a  kind  of  noble  and  bold  purity.  His  words  are  chosen  with  as  much  exactnes8  as  YlrgiPs; 
but  there  seems  to-  be  a  greater  spirit  in  them.  There  is  a  secret  happiiiess  attends  his  cboioe,  wbicb 
in  Petronius  is  called  curiosa  fielicitasy  and  which  1  suppose  be  had  from  the  feliciter  andera 
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of  Horace  himsdfl  Bat  the  most  distinguishing  part  of  all  his  charaeter.  seems  to  me  to*  be  hui 
brtskness,  his  joUity,  and  bis  good-humour:  and  those  I  ha^e  chiefly  endearoured  to  copy.  His 
other  exceUencieB,  1  confess,  aie  above  my  imitatioii.  One  ode,  which  infioitely  pleased  me  in  the 
reading,  I  bave  attempted  to  translate  in  Pindaric  verse ;  it  is  that  which  is  inscńbed  to  the  present 
eari  of  Rochester,  to  whom  I  hare  particular  obligations,  which  tfais  smali  testimony  of  my  gratitude 
can  never  pay.  It  is  his  darling  in  the  Latin,  and  I  have  taken  some  pains  to  make  it  my  master- 
piece  in  English :  for  which  reason  I  took  this  kind  of  Terse,  which  allows  morę  latitude  than  any 
other.  Bvery  one  knows  it  was  introduc«d  into  our  language,  in  this  age,  by  the  happy  genius  of 
Mr.  Cowley.  The  seeaing  easiness  of  it  has  madę  it  spread :  but  it  bas  not  been  considered  enoagh 
to  be  so  well  cultirated.  It  languishes  in  ahnost  e?ery  hand  but  his,  and  some  yery  few,  whom  (to 
ke^  the  rest  in  conntenaace)  I  do  not  name.  He,  indeed,  has  broagfat  it  as  near  perfection  as  was 
possible  in  so  short  a  tiroe.  But,  if  I  may  be  allowed  to  speak  my  mind  modestly,  and  witbout 
injory  to  his  sacred  ashes,  somewhat  of  the  purity  of  the  English,  somewhat  of  morę  eąual  thougbtSy 
somewhat  of  sweetness  in  the  numbers,  in  one  word,  somewhat  of  a  finer  tnm,  and  morę  lyrical 
verse,  is  yet  wanting.  -As  for  the  soul  of  it,  which  consists  in  the  warmth  and  rigour  of  fancy,  tha 
masterly  figures,  and  the  copion&ness  of  imagination,  be  has  escęlled  all  others  in  this  kind.  Yet,  if 
the  kind  itself  be  capable  of  morę  perfection,  though  rather  in  the  omamental  parts  of  it  than  the 
essential,  what  rules  of  morality  or  respect  baye  1  broken,  in  naming  the  defects,  that  they  may 
hereafter  be  amended  ?  Imitation  is  a  nice  point,  and  there  are  few  poets  who  deserve  to  be  models 
in  all  tbey  write.  Milton^s  Paradise  Xo8t  is  admirable ;  but  am  I  therefore  bound  to  maintain,  that 
there  are  no  flats  against  his  elerations,  when  it  is  evident  be  creeps  along  sometimes  for  aboTe  an 
hnndred  lines  togetber  ?  Cannot  1  admire  the  height  of  his  invention,  and  the  strength  of  bis  ez- 
pression,  witbout  defending  his  antiquated  words,  and  the  perpetual  barshness  of  their  sound  ?  It 
is  as  much  commendation  as  a  man  can  bear,  to  own  him  exceUent;  all  beyond  it  is  idolatry. 
Since  Pindar  was  the  prince  of  lyric  poets,  let  me  have  leave  to  say,  that  in  imitating  him,  our 
numbers  should,  for  the  most  pert,  be  lyricaL  For  yariety,  or  rather  where  the  majesty  of  thought 
reąuires  it,  they  may  be  stretched  to  the  English  heroic  of  fiye  feet,  and  to  the  French  Alezandrine  of 
tix.  But  the  ear  must  preside,  and  direct  the  judgment  to  the  choice  of  numbers.  Witbout  the 
nicety  of  this,  the  harmony  of  Pindaric  yerse  can  never  be  complete :  the  cadency  of  one  linę  must 
be  a  rule  to  that  of  the  next ;  and  the  sound  of  the  former  must  slide  gently  into  that  which  foUows; 
witbout  leaping  from  one  estreme  into  another.  It  must  be  done  like  the  shadowings  of  a  picture, 
which  fali  by  degrees  into  a  darker  colour.  1  shall  be  glad,  if  I  hare  so  explained  myself  as  to  be 
onderstood ;  but  if  I  have  not,  'quod  nequeo  dicere  h  sentio  tantum  must  be  my  ezcuse.  There 
lemains  much  morę  to  be  said  on  this  subject ;  but,  to  aToid  enyy ,  I  will  be  silent.  What  I  baye 
said  is  the  generał  opinion  of  the  best  judges,  and  in  a  manner  bas  been  forced  from  me,  by  seeing 
a  noble  sort  of  poetry  so  happily  restored  by  one  man,  and  so  grossly  copied  by  almost  all  the  rest, 
A  musical  ear,  aud  a  gieat  genius,  if  another  Mr.  Cowley  could  arise  in  another  age^  may  bring  it 
to  peileetion.    In  the  mean  time, 

—^  Fungar  yioe  cotis,  acutum 

Reddere  qu8e  ferrum  yalet,  e%Mon  ipsa  secandi. 

To  conclude,  I  am  sensible  that  1  baye  written  this  too  hastily  and  too  loosely :  I  fear  I  haye  been 
tedioos,  and,  which  is  worse,  it  comes  out. from  the  first  draught,  and  uncorrected.  This,  1  grant,  is 
BO  exGU8e :  for  it  may  be  reasonably  urged,  why  did  he  not  write  with  morę  Idsure,  or,  if  he  had 
it  not«  (which  was  certainly  my  case)  why  did  he  attempt  to  write  on  so  nice  a  subject?  The 
objection  is  unanswerable;  but,  in  part  of  recompense,  let  me  assure  the  reader,  that,  in  hasty 
piodnctions,  he  is  surę  to  meet  with  an  author's  present  sense,  which  cooler  thoughts  would  possibly 
bave  disgiiised.  There  is  undoubtedly  morę  of  spińt,  though  not  of  judgment,  in  these  incorrect 
lySy  and  coiisequently,  though  my  hazard  be  the  greater,  yet  the  reader^s  pleasure  is  not  tho 
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AMARYLLIS: 


OR, 


THE  THIRD  IDYŁUUM  OF  THEOCRITUS, 

PARAPRRASED. 

^O  Amaiyllis  Love  oompels  my  way, 
'*'    My  browzing  gpjRti  npon  the  mountaiiH  stray : 

0  Titynis,  tend  them  well,  and  jsee  them  fcd 
In  pastares  freah,  and  to  their  watering  Icd ; 
And  'ware  the  ridgling  with  his  bttdding  head. 
Ah,  beauteous  nymph !  can  you  forget  your  love, 
The  coDScious  grottos,  and  the  shady  grore ; 
Where  stretch^d  at  ease  your  tender  limbs  were  laid, 
Your  nameless  beauties  nakedly  displayM  ? 
Then  I  w%»  caU*4  yourdarling,  your  desire,^ 
With  kuiMS  Buch  as  set  my  soul  on  fire : 

But  you  are  changM»  yet  I  am  still  the  same ; 
My  heart  maintaios  for  both  a  double  flame ; 
Oriev*d,  but  unmovM,  and  patient  of  your  scom : 
/So  faithfiil  I,  aod  you  bo  much  forsworn ! 

1  die,  and  deąth  #iU  finish  ali  my  pain ; 
Yet,  ere  1  die,  behold  me  once  again : 

Am  I  so  much  deform'd,  so  chang'd  of  late  ? 

What  partial  jodges  are  our  loTe  and  hate ! 

Ten  wiłdings  have  I  gaiher*d  for  my  dear ; 

How  ruddy,  likfi  yoor  lips,  their  streaks  appear ! 

Far  oiT  you  viewM  them  with  a  longing  eye 

tJpon  the  topmost  branch  (the  tree  was  high) : 

Yet  nhnbly  up,  fh)m  bougfa  to  bough  I  swerv*d» 

And  for  to-morrow  have  ten  morę  resenr^d. 

liook  on  me  kindly,  and  some  pity  show, 

Or  g^ve  me  leare  at  leaat  to  look  on  you. 

Some  god  transform  me  by  his  heaveuly  power 

Ev'n  to  a  bee  to  buzz  withiu  your  bower, 

The  winding  ivy-chaplet  to  invade. 

And  folded  fem  that  your  fair  forehead  shade. 

Kow  to  my  cost  the  force  of  Love  I  find ; 

The  heary  band  it  bears  on  human-kind. 

The  milk  of  tigers  was  his  infimt  food, 

Taugfat  from  his  tender  years  the  taste  of  blood; 

His  brother  whelps  and  he  ran  wild  about  the 

wood. 
Ah,  nymph,  tnm'd  np  in  his  tyrannic  court, 
To  make  the  tnfferings  of  your  slares  your  sport ! 
Unheeded  ruin !  trcacheous  delight  1 

0  p<4idł*4l  hardnese  8often'd  to  Uie  sight ! 
"Wbose  radiant  eyes  your  ebon  brows  adom, 
Like  midnight  those,  and  these  like  break  of  room ! 
Smile  once  again,  reviTe  me  with  your  cbarms ; 
And  let  me  die  contented  in  your  arms. 

1  would  not  ask  to  live  another  day, 
Might  1  but  sweetly  kiss  my  soul  away. 


Ah,  why  am  1  from  empty  joyi  d^ban^d? 
For  kissea  are  but  empty  when  comparM. 
1  rave,  and  in  my  raging  fit  shail  tear 
The  garland,  which  I  wore  for  you  to  wear, 
Of  parsiy,  with  a  wreath  of  ivy  bound. 
And  border^d  with  a  rosy  edging  round. 
What  pangs  1  fed,  nnpityM  and  onheard ! 
Since  I  must  die,  why  is  my  fate  deferr*d ! 
I  strip  my  body  of  my  shepherd^s  frock : 
Behold  thaydreadful  downfisll  of  a  rock, 
Where  yoń  pld  fisher  views  the  waves  from  high  } 
*Tis  that  con^enient  leap  I  mean  to  try. 
You  would  be  pleas^d  to  see  me  plunge  to  sbore. 
But  better  pleas^d  if  1  should  rise  no  morę. 
I  might  have  read  my  fortunę  long  ago, 
When,  seeking  my  succcss  in  iove  to  know, 
I  try'd  th*  infałlible  propbetic  way, 
A  poppy4eaf  upon  my  palm  to  lay : 
I  struck,  and  yet  no  lucky  crack  did  follow; 
Yet  I  struck  bard,  and  yet  the  leaf  lay  hoIloiv  : 
And  which  was  worse,  if  any  worse^could  prove, 
The  withering  leaf  fore6how'd  your  witfaering  1ot« 
Yet  &rther  (ah,  how  fąr  a  loTer  dares!) 
My  last  recourse  I  had  to  siere  and  sheera; 
And  told  the  witch  Agreo  my  disease : 
Agreo,  that  in  harvest  us*d  to  lease  : 
'But  harvest  done,  to  chftre>work  did  aspire ; 
Meat,  drink,  and  two-peoce,  was  htT  daily  bire. 
To  work  she  'went,  ber  cbarms  she  mutter'd  o'er. 
And  yet  the  resty  sieve  wagg*d  ne»er  the  morę ; 
I  wept  for  woe,  the  testy  beldame  swore, 
And,  foamiug  with  her  god,  foretold  my  iate; 
That  I  was  doom'd  to  love,  and  you  to  hate* 
A  milk-white  goat  for  you  1  did  providc ; 
Two  milk-white  kids  ran  frisking  by  my  side. 
For  which  the  nut-brown  lass,  Erithasis, 
Fuli  often  oiier'd  many  a  savoury  kiss. 
Hers  they  shall  be,  sińce  you  refuse  tbe  price : 
What  madman  would  o'erstaud  his  market  twice  f 
My  right  eye  itches,  some  good-luck  is  cear, 
Perhaps  my  Amaryllis  may  appear ; 
Pil  set  up  such  a  notę  as  she  shall  hear. 
What  nyroph  bot  my  melodious  voice  would  moTe  ? 
She  must  be  flint,  if  she  refuse  my  love. 
Hippomenes,  who  ran  wiUi  noble  strife 
To  win  his  lady,  or  to  lose  his  life, 
(What  Shift  some  men  will  make  to  get  a  wife  !) 
Threw  down  a  golden  apple  in  her  way ; 
For  all  her  hastę  she  could  not  choose  but  stay : 
Renown  said,  "  Run;"  the  glittering  bribe  cry*d, 

«*  Hołd ;" 
The  man  might  hare  been  hang*d,  but  for  his  gold. 
Yet  some  suppose  *twas  Love  (some  few  indeed) 
That  stopt  the  fatal  fury  of  her  speed : 
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She  saw,  she  sigh^d;  her  nimbie  feet  refose   - 
Tbeir  wonted  speed,  and  she  took  pains  to  Iow. 
A  prophet  some,  and  some  a  poet  ery, 
(No  matter  wbich,  so  neither  of  tbem  lie) 
From  steepy  Othrys*  top  to  Pylus  drove 
Hia  herd  ;  and  for  his  pains  enjoy'd  his  love : 
If  such  another  wager  shonld  ł>e  laid» 
PU  find  the  man,  if  you  can  find  tbe  raaid. 
Wby  name  I  men,  when  Love  extended  fiads 
His  power  on  high,  and  in  celestial  minds ; 
Yesus  the  shepherd'8  horoely  habit  took. 
And  maiiag'd  sometbiii^  else  besides  the  crook ; 
Nay,  when  Adonis  died,  was  heacd  to  roar. 
And  ne^er  firom  ber  beart  forgare  the  boar. 
How  b}eat  was  fiur  Endyirion  with  his  Moon, 
Who  sleeps  on  Lstmos*  top  ftcm  night  to  noon ! 
What  Jason  from  Medea*s  lorę  possest, 
Yott  shall  not  hear,  but  know  His  Jike  the  rest 
My  aking  head  can  scarce  support  the  pain  ; 
This  ciirsed  Ioto  will  snreiy  tura  my  brain : 
Fee]  how  it  sboots,  and  yet  you  take  no  pity. ; 
Kay  Łhen  'tis  Łime  to  end  my  doieful  ditty. 
A  clammy  sweat  does  o*er  my  tempks  creep ; 
My  heary  eyes  are  nrg^d  with  iron  sleep: 
I  łay  me  down  to  gasp  my  latest  breath, 
Tbe  wol¥€6  will  get  a  breakfast  by  my  death ; 
Yet  scarce  enough  their  hunger  to  supply. 
For  Love  bas  madę  me  carrion  ere  I  die. 


THE  EPJTHALAMIUM 

OF 

HELEN    AND    MENELAUS. 
FHOM  THE  EIGHTEENTH  IDYLLIUM  OF  THEOCRITUS. 

TwEŁTB  Spartan  Tirgins,  noble,  young,  and  fahr, 
With  Yiolet  wreaths  adomM  their  flowing  hair; 
And  to  the  pompona  palące  did  resort, 
Wbf:re  Menelaus  kept  his  royal  coort. 
Tfaere  band  in  hand  a  comeły  choir  they  led ; 
To  sing  a  blessing  to  his  auptial  bed,    [bespread. 
With  curious  needles  wrought,  and  painted  flowers 
Jove*s  beauteous  danghter  now  his  brtde  must  be. 
And  JoFe  himsełf  was  less  a  god  than  he : 
For  this  their  artful  hands  tnstfuct  the  hite  to 
fioond,  [gronod. 

Thńr  leet  assist  their  hands,  and  jusUy  beat  the 
This  was  their  song :  <'  Why,  happy  bridegioom, 
Ere  yet  the  stars  are  kindled  in  the  sky,        [wby, 
Erc  twiligbt  shades,  or  evening  dews  are  shed, 
Why  dost  thou  steal  so  soon  away  to  bed  ? 
Has  Somnns  brush'd  thy  eye^lids  with  his  rod, 
Or  do  thy  legs  reftise  to  bear  tbeir  load, 
With  flowing  bowis  of  a  morę  generons  god  ? 
If  gentle  slumber  on  thy  temples  creep, 
(But,  nanghty  man,  thou  dost  not  mean  to  sleep) 
Betake  thee  to  thy  bed,  thou  drowsy  drone, 
Seep  by  tbyself,  and  leave  thy  biide  alone: 
60,  ]cave  her  with  hermaiden  mates  to  play, 
At  sports  mure  harmiess  tiU  tbe  break  of  day : 
GiTe  us  this  evening;  th  >u  hast  mom  and  uight. 
And  all  the  year  before  thee,  for  delight. 
O  happy  youth !  to  thee,  ainong  the  crowd, 
Of  nval  princea,  Cupid  siief^z^d  aloud; 
And  cvery  lucky  omen  sent  bpf  jre, 
To  meet  thee  landing  on  the  Spartan  shore. 
Of  all  oor  heroes  thou  canst  boast  alone, 
Tbat  Jorcy  wbeae'er  be  thunders,  calls  thee  son : 


Betwlxt  two  sheets  thou  shalt  enjoy  her  bare, 
With  whom  no  Grecian  yirgin  can  compare ; 
So  soft,  80  sweet,  so  bal  my,  and  so  fair. 
A  boy,  like  thee,  would  make  a  kingly  linę : 
But  ob,  a  girl  like  her  must  be  divine.  ^ 

Her  eąuals,  we,  in  years,  but  not  in  face, 
Twelrescore  yjragoes  of  the  Spartan  race, 
While  naked  to  Eurota*s  banks  we  bend. 
And  there  in  manly  exerci8e  contend, 
When  she  appears,  are  all  eclips*d  and  lost. 
And  hide  the  beauties  tbat  we  madę  our  boast 
So,  when  the  night  and  winter  disappear, 
The  purple  moming,  rising  with  the  year, 
Salutes  the  spring,  as  her  celestial  eyes 
Adorn  the  world,  and  brighten  all  the  skies: 
So  beauteous  Helen  sbines  among  the  rest. 
Tali,  slender,  straig^t,  with  all  the  graces  blcst. 
As  pines  tbe  mountains,  or  as  fields  the  corn» 
Or  as  Tbessaliao  steeds  the  race  adoru; 
So  ix)0y-colour*d  Helen  is  the  pride 
Of  Lacedspmon,  and  of  4jlreecc  beside. 
Like  her  no  nymph  can  wilłing  osiers  bend 
In  basket-works,  which  painted  streaks  commend: 
With  Pallas  in  the  loom  she  may  contend. 
But  nonę,  ab !  nonę  can  animate  tbe  lyre. 
And  the  mute  strings  with  vocal  souls  inspire ; 
Whether  Łne  leam'd  Mioerva  be  her  theme, 
Or  chaste  Diana  batbing  in  the  stream : 
Nonę  can  record  their  haivenly  praise  so  well 
As  Helen,  in  whose  eyes  ten  thousand  Cupida 

dwell, 
O  fair,. O  gracefiil!  yet  with  maids  enroll'd. 
But  whom  to-morrow's  Sun  a  matron  sball  b#- 

holdl 
Yet  ere  to-morrow*s  Sun  sball  show  his  head^ 
The  dewy  paths  of  meadows  we  will  tread. 
For  cruwns  and  cbaplets  to  adom  thy  liead. 
Where  all  shall  weep  and  wish  for  thy  return, 
As  bleating  lambs  tłieir  absent  mother  mourn. 
Our  noblest  maids  shall  to  thy  name  bequcaUi 
The  houghs  of  lotos,  formM  into  a  wreatb.  • 
This  monument,  thy  maiden  beauty^s  due. 
High  on  a  plane-tree  shall  be  hung  to  view : 
On  the  smooth  rind  thfi  paasenger  sball  see 
Thy  name  engrav'd,  and  worship  Helcn's  tcee: 
Balm,  ffom  a  silYer-box  distill'd  around, 
Shall  all  bedew  the  roots,  and  scent  tbe  sacred 

grouud. 
The  balm,  'tis  tme,  can  aged  plants  prolong^ 
But  Helen^s  name  will  keep  it  ever  young. 
Hail  bride,  haii  bridegroom,  son*in-law  to  Jore! 
Wi}.h  fhiitful  joys  Łatona  bless  your  love  | 
Let  Venns  fumisb  you  with  fuli  desires, 
Add  vigonr  to  your  wills,  and  fuel  to  your  fires : 
Almighty  Jove  ai:^gment  your  wealtby  storę, 
Give  much  to'you,  and  to  his  grandsons  morę. 
From  generoos  loins  a  generous  race  will  spring, 
Each  girl,  like  her,  a  queen  j  each  bo^,  like  yoo, 

a  king. 
Now  sleep,  if  sleep  you  can ;  but  while  you  resty 
Sleep  ciose,   with  folded   arms,  and   breast  to 

breast: 
Rise  in  the  moro ;  but  oh!  before  v<'>u  rise, 
Forget  not  to  porform  your  moming  sacriAce. 
We  will  be  with  you  ere  the  crowing  cock 
Salutes  the  ligbt,  and  struts  before  bii  feathcr^d 

flock. 
Hymen,  uh  H^men,  to  thy  trinmphs  mn, 
And  vi>w  ,the  mighty  spoils  thou  hast  in  battle 

won,** 
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TITE  D^SPAIRING  LOVER, 

mOM    THE   TWENTY-THIRD   IDYŁŁIUM 
THEOCRITUS. 


OF 


WiTH  inauspioious  Iove,  a  wretched  swain 
Pprsoed  tbe  fairest  nymph  of  all  the  plain  ; 
.   Fairest  iodeed,  but  prouder  fiar  than  fair, 
She  plang*d  him  hopeless  in  a  deep  despair : 
Her  heaveuly  form  too  haughtily  she  priz*dy 
His  person  hated,  and  his  glfts  despis^d ; 
Nor  knew  the  force  of  Cupid's  cruel  darts. 
Nor  fear^d  his  awfiil  power  on  human  hearts ; 
But  either  from  her  hopeless  lover  fled, 
Or  with  disdainful  glances  shot  him  dead. 
No  kias,  no  look,  to  cheer  tbe  drooping  boy ; 
No  word  she  spoke,  sbe  scom'd  CY^n  to  dcny. 
But,  as  a  hunted  pantber  casts  about  [scout, 

Her  glaring  eyes  and  pricks  ber  listening  ears  to 
80  she,  to  shun  his  toils,  ber  cares  employ'd. 
And  fiercely  in  her  savage  freedom  joy»d.    [frown, 
Ner  mouth  sbe  writb*d„  her  forebead  taught  to 
Her  eyes  to  sparkle  fires  to  ]ove  uuknown : 
Her  sallow  chceks  her  enrioas  mind  did  shew. 
And  every  featare  spoke  aloud  tbe  curstness  of  a 
Yet  couid  not  be  bis  obvious  fate  escape :   [sbrew. 
His  love  stiU  dress*d  ber  in  a  pleasing  shape; 
And  every  sullen  frown,  and  bitter  scom. 
But  fuin'd  tbe  fuel  that  too  iast  did  bum. 
Łong  time,  unequal  to  bis  mighty  pain, 
He  8trove  to  curb  it,  but  be  stroje  in  vain : 
At  Iast  bis  woes  broke  out,  and  begg^d  relief 
Witb  tears,  tbe  dumb  petitioners  of  grief: 
With  tears  so  tender  as  adom'd  his  lorę, 
•  And  any  heart,  but  ouly  bers,  would  move. 
TremUing  before  ber  bolted  doors  be  stood, 
And  tbere  pour'd  out  tb*  unprofitabłe  flood ; 
SŁaring  his  eyes,  aud  baggard  was  bis  louk ; 
Tben,  kissing  first  tbe  thresbold,  thus  he  spoke : 
"  Ab  nymph,  morę  cruel  than  of  human  race ! 
Thy  tigress  heart  belies  thy  angel  face : 
Too  well  thou  sboWdst  thy  pedigree  from  stone : 
Thy  granddame'6  was  the  iirst  by  Pyrrba  tbrown: 
Unworthy  thou  to  be  so  long  desirM ; 
But  80  my  love,  and  so  my  fote  requiT*d. 
1  beg  not  now  (for  'tis  in  rain)  to  live ; 
But  take  this  gift,  tbe  Iast  that  1  can  give. 
This  friendly  cord  shall  soon  decide  the  strife 
Betwixt  my  lingering  Iove  and  loatbsome  life : 
This  moment  puts  an  end  to  all  my  pain ; 
I  shall  no  morę  de$pair,  nor  thou  disidain. 
Farewell,  ungrateful  and  unkind !  I  go 
Conderan'd  by  thee  to  those  sad  sfaades  below. 
1  go  th*  extreme8t  remedy  to  prove, 
To  drink  oblirion,  and  to  drench  my  love : 
Tbere  happily  to  lose  my  long  desires : 
But  ab !  wbat  draught  so  deep  to  quenchmy  ires? 
Farewell,  ye  never-opening  gates,  ye  stones. 
And  thresbold  guilty  of  my  midnight  moons. 
Wbat  I  bave  suffer^d  berę,  ye  know  too  well; 
What  I  shall  do«  tbe  gods  ai^d  I  can  tell. 


The  rosę  is  fragrant,  but  it  fades  in  time ; 

The  violet  sweet,  but  quickly  past  the  prime ; 

Wbite  lilies  hang  their  heads,  and  soon  decay. 

And  whiter  suow  in  minutes  melts  away : 

Sucb  is  your  blooming  youth,  and  withering  so : 

Tbe  time  will  come;  it  will,  when  you  shall  know 

Tbe  ragę  of  love ;  your  haughty  heart  shall  bum 

In  flames  like  minę,  and  meet  a  like  return. 

Obdurate  as  you  are,  oh !  bear  at  least 

My  d3ring  prayers,  and  grant  my  Iast  request. 

When  first  you  ope  your  doors,  and,  passing  by^ 

Tbe  sad  ill-omen'd  object  meets  your  eye, 

Think  it  not  lost,  a  moment  if  you  stay ; 

Tbe  breathless  wretcb,  su  madę  by  you,  surrey: 

Some  cruel  pleasure  will  from  thence  arise. 

To  view  the  migoty  rarage  of  your  eyes. 

I  wish  (but  oh!  my  wish  is  vain,  I  fisar) 

The  kind  oblation  of  a  falliog  tear : 

Tłien  loose  the  knot,  and  take  me  from  the  place. 

And  spread  your  mantle  o'er  my  grizly  face  ; 

Upon  my  livid  lips  bcstow  a  kiss: 

O  envy  not  the  dead ;  they  feel  not  bliss ! 

Nor  fear  your  kisses  can  restore  my  breath  ; 

Ev'n  you  are  not  morę  pityless  than  Deatb. 

Then  for  my  corpse  a  boroely  grave  proTide, 

Which  love  and  me  irom  public  scom  may  hide. 

Thrice  cali  upon  my  name,  thrice  beat   your 

breast. 
And  bail  me  thrice  to  everlasting  rest: 
Łast  let  my  tomb  this  sad  inacription  bear : 

'*  A  wretcb  whom  Iove  bas  kiUMlies  bucied  bere; 
O  passengers,  Aminta^s  eyes  beware.*' 

Thus  having  said,  and  furious  wIth  his  lorę, 
He  beav'd  with  morę  than  human  forće  to  moTC 
A  wdgbty  stone  (the  labour  of  a  team) 
And  raisMfrom  thence  he  reach'dthe  nei^libouriąg 

beam: 
Around  its  bulk  a  sliding  knot  he  tbrows, 
Aod  fitted  to  his  neck  the  fatal  noose : 
Tben  spuming  backward  took  a  swing,  till  Deatli 
Crept  up,  and  stopt  tbe  passage  of  his  breath. 
The  bounce  burst  ope  the  door;  the  scornfttl  &ir 
Relentless  look'd,  and  saw  him  beat  his  ąulyering 

feet  in  air; 
Nor  wept  bis  fate,  nor  cast  a  pitying  eye. 
Nor  took  him  down,  but  brush^d  regardless  by : 
And,  as  sbe  past,  ber  chance  or  &te  was  sucb, 
Her  garments  toucb'd  the  dead,  polluted  by  the 

touch : 
Next  to  the  dance,  thence  to  the  bath  did  move; 
Tbe  bath  was  sacred  to  the  god  of  Joire ; 
Wbose  injur^d  image,  with  a  wrathful  eye, 
Stood  threatening  from  a  pedestal  on  high: , 
Nodding  a  wbile,  and  watchfiU  of  his  blow, 
Hefell;  and  fiilling  crusb'd  th'  uugrateful  nymph 

below: 
Her  gushing  blood  the  pavement  all  besmear^d; 
Ąnd  this  her  Iast  expiring  voice  was  beard  ; 
"  Lovers  farewell,  revenge  has  reach'd  my  scom  i 
Thus  warn'd,  be  wise,  aiKl  love  for  lo^e  return.^ 


r 


TRANSLATIONS  FROM  LTJCRETIUS. 


BEGINNING  OF  THE  FIRST  BOOK 

LUCR^TIUS. 

!  TiELlGHTof  buraan-kinds,  and  gods  aboye, 
^  I^uent  of  ftome,  propitious  queen  of  ioTe^ 
Wbose  vital  power, air,  earthi  and  seanipplies; 
And  breeds  whate*er  is  boni  beueatb  tbe  roUiog 

skies : 
I  For  ereiy  kind,  by  thy  prolific  mij^t, 
I  Sprioffs,  and  bebolds  tbe  regions  of  tbe  ligbt 
Ibee^  goddtiss,  thee  tbe  clouds  and  tempesta  fear : 
And  at  tby  pleasing  presence  disappear : 
For  thee  tbe  land  in  frugrant  flowen  is  dftest ; 
For  tbee  tbe  Ocean  mules,  and  smootbs  ber  wavy 

bieast;.  [isblest. 

And  Hearen  itself  with  morę  aerene  and  purer  light 
For  wben  tbe  rising  spring  adorns  tbe  mead. 
And  a  new  soene  of  Naturę  staiids  di8pUy*d, 
Wben  teeming  buds  and  cbeeiful  greens  appear. 
And  western  gales  uniock  tbe  lazy  year ; 
The  joyoas  birds  tby  welcome  6rst  expTt%9y 
Wbose  natiTe  son^  tby  genial  fire  confess, 
Iben  sa^age  beasts  bound  o*er  tbeir  sligbteid  ibod, 
Slrnck  witb  tby  darts,  and  tempt  tbe  raging  flood. 
Ali  natnre  is  tby  gift;  eartb,  air,  and  sea : 
Of  all  tbat  breatbes,  tbe  various  progeny, 
Stung  witb  deligbt,  is  goaded  on  by  tbee. 
O^er  barren  mountains,  o^er  tbe  flowery  plain^ 
Hieleafy  forest,  and  tbeliquid  main, 
Extend8  tby  itncontroPd  and  bonndJess  reig^. 
Throngh  all  tbe  living  regions  dost  tbon  xnove. 
And  ficatter^st,  wbcre  tbou  go^st,  tbe  kindly  seeds 

of  lorę. 
Since  tben  tbe  race  of  every  liring  tbing 
Obeys  tby  power;  sińce  notbing  new  can  spring 
Witbout  tby  warmtb,  witbout  tby  influence  bear^ 
Or  beantifiil,  or  loresome  c«n  appear ; 
Be  tbou  my  aid,  my  tuneful  song  inspire. 
And  kindle  witb  tby  own  productire  fire  ;  , 
While  all  tby  pro^ince,  Naturę,  I  surrey. 
And  sing  to  Memmius  an  immortal  lay 
Of  Heaven  and  Eartb,  and  erery  where  tby  won- 

drotts  power  display : 
To  Memmius  nnder  tby  sweet  influence  bom, 
Wbom  tbou  witb  all  tby  gifts  and  graces  dost  adom. 
Tbe  fatber  then  assist  my  Muae  and  me, 
Infinine  yenet  wortby  bim  and  thee.  [cease, 

Meantime  on  land  and  sea  let  barbarous  discord 
And  luli  tbe  tistening  world  in  nniversal  peace. 
To  tbee  isankind  tbeir  soft  repose  mnst  owe ; 
For  tbou  alone  tbat  blęssing  canst  beitow  ^ 


Because  tbe  brutal  business  of  tbe  war 
Is  manag'd  by  thy  dreadful  servant*s  care  ; 
Who  oft  retires  from  fighting  flelds,  to  prore 
Tbe  pleasing  pal  ns  of  thy  etemal  love ; 
And,  panting  on  thy  breast,  supinelyjies, 
While  with  thy  heavenly  form  be  feeds  bis  fa- 

mishM  eyes : 
Sucks  In  with  open  lips  thy  balmy  breath,^ 
By  tums  rcstoi^d  to  life,  and  plung*d  in  pleasing 

death. 
Tber6  while  thy  curling  limbs  about  bim  morę, 
Involv'd  and  f«tter»d  in  tbe  links  of  loro, 
Wben,  wishing  all,  be  nothiug  can  deny, 
Thy  charms  in  tbat  auspicious  moment  try ; 
With  winni ng  eloquence  our  peace  implore. 
And  quieŁ  to  tbe  weary  world  restore. 


THB  B&GINNIN6  OF  THE  SSCOND  BOOK  OF 

LUCRETIUS. 

Tu  pleasant,  safely  to  behold  from  sbore, 

Tbe  rolling  ship,  and  hear  the  tempest  roa^: 

Not  tbat  anotber^s  pain  is  our  delij^bt ; 

But  pains  unfelt  produce  tbe  pleasing  sight. 

'Tisj>leasant  also  to  behold  from  far 

Tbe  moring  l^ons  mingled  in  tbe  war : 

But  much  morę  sweet  thy  labouring  steps  to  guide 

Tovirtue»8  beights,  with  wisdomwell  supply>d» 

And  all  the  magazines  of  leamiog  fortify'd : 

From  thence  to  look  below  on  buman-kind, 

Bewilder*d  in  the  maże  of  life,  and  blind  : 

To  see  vain  foi^ls  ambitiously  contend 

For  wit  and  power ;  tbeir  last  endeavours  bend 

T'  outshine  each  otber,  waste  tbeir  time  and  bealtb 

In  searcb  of  honour,  and  pursuit  of  wealtlu 

O  wretched  man  !  in  wbat  a  mist  of  lifie, 

Enclos'd  with  dangers  and  witb  noisy  striie, 

He  spends  bis  little  span ;  and  overfeeds 

His  cramm'd  desires,  with  morę  tban  Naturę  needs! 

For  Naturę  wisely  stints  our  appetite. 

And  craves  no  morę  tban  undisturb*d  delight : 

Which  minds,  unmix'd  with  cares  and  fears  ob- 

A  soul  serene,  a  body  void  of  pain.  [tain ; 

So  little  this  corporeal  framc  reqoires  ; 

So  bounded  are  our  natural  desires, 

That,  wantin^  all,  and  setting  pain  aside, 

With  bare  privatłon  sense  is  satisfy^d. 

If  golden  sconces  hang  not  on  the  walls. 

To  light  the  costly  suppers  and  the  bałls  ; 

If  the  proud  palące  shines  not  with  the  state 

Of  bumUb'd  bowls,  and  of  reflected  piątej 
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If  well-tunM  hai-ps,  nor  the  morę  pleasing  soand 

Of  vołces,  from  the  vaulted  roofs  rebouad ; 

Yct  on  the  grass,  heneath  a  poplar  sbade, 

By  the  cool  stream,  our  careless  limlls  are  layHi  ^ 

With  cheaperplcaaures  innoccntly  West, 

Wben  the  warni  spring  with  gaudy  flowen  is  di^est. 

Nor  will  the  raging  fever»s  fire  alńte, 

With  golden  canopies  and  beds  of  ptate : 

But  the  poor  patient  will  as  soon  be  found 

On  the  hard  mattress,  or  the  mother  ground. 

Then  aincc  our  bodies  are  not  eas'd  the  morę 

By  birth,  or  power,  or  Fortune»s  wealtby  storę, 

Tis  plain,  these  useless  toys  of  every  kind 

As  littlc  can  reUeve  the  iabonring  mtnd : 

Unless  we  could  suppose  the  dreadful  sight 

Of  niarshal'd  legious  raoving  to  the  fight 

Could,  with  their  sound  and  terrible  array, 

Expel  our  fears,  and  drive  the  thoughts  of  death 

But,  Since  the  supposition^yain  appears,     [away. 

Since  clinging  carcs,  and  trains  of  inbred  fears, 

Are  not  with  sounds  to  be  afFrighted  thence, 

But  in  the  raidst  of  pomp  pnrsue  the  prince. 

Not  aw*d  by  arms,  but  in  the  prc^ence  bold, 

Without  respect  to  purpIe,  or  to  gold ; 

Why  should  not  we  these  pageantries  despise, 

Whose  worth  but  in  our  want  of  reaąon  lies  ? 

For  life  is  all  in  wandeńng  errours  led ; 

And  just  as  children  are  surprisM  with  dread. 

And  tremblc  in  the  dark,  so  riper  years 

Ev*n  in  liroad  day-Iight  are  possessM  with  fears  ; 

And  shako  at  shadowsfenciful  and  rain, 

As  thosc  which  in  the  breasts  of  children  reign. 


These  bugbears  of  tbe  mind,  this  inwaid  heli. 
No  rays  of  outward  sunshine  can  dispel ; 
But  Naturę  and  right  Reason  must  display 
Their  beams  abroad,  and  bring  the  darksćmie  so«U 
to  day. 


raOM  THB  FIPTH  BOCK  OF 

LCCRETIUS. 
Tum  porró  puer,  &c. 

Th  u  8,  Hke  a  sailor,  by  a  tempest  hi|Tl*d 
Ashore,  the  babę  is  shipwreck*d  on  the  world  : 
Naked  be  lies,  and  ready  to  eicpire ; 
Helpless  of  all  tbat  hmnan  wants  require  ; 
Expo8M  upoo  unhospitable  earth, 
From  the  first  moment  of  his  bapless  birtb. 
Straight  with  foreboding  cries  he  fills  the  rodm  $ 
Too  tnie  presages  of  his  ftiture  doom. 
But.flocks  and  berds,  and  every  sarage  beast. 
By  morc  indulgent  Naturę  are  increasM. 
They  want  no  rattles  for  their  froward  mood. 
Nor  nurse  to  reconcile  tbem  to  their  food, 
With  broken  words ;  nor  winter  blasts  they  fear. 
Nor  change  their  habits  with- the  changing  year  : 
Nor,  for  their  safety,  citadels  prepare, 
Nor  forge  the  wicked  Instruments  of  war : 
Unlabour^d  Eacth  her  bounteous  treasure  grants. 
And  Nature>8  hirish  hand  sopplies  their  conunoo 
wants. 


TRANSLATIONS    FROM    HORACE- 


THE  THIRB  ODE 

or   THB    riRST    BOOK    Off 

HORACE, 

Inscribed  to  the  earl  of  Roscommon,  on  bis  in* 
tended  voyage  to  Ireland. 

CO  may  th'  auspicioiis  ąueen  of  loye, 
^  And  the  twin  stars,  the  seed  of  JoYe, 
And  he  who  rules  the  raging  wind. 
To  thee,  O  sacred  Ship,  be  kind  ; 
And  gentle  breezes  fili  thy  sails, 
Supplying  soft  Etesian  gales : 


As  thou,  to  whom  the  Muse  commepds, 
The  best  6f  poets  and  of  friends, 
Dost  thy  committed  pled^re  restore  ; 
And  land  hlm  safely  on  the  shore  ^ 
And  save  the  better  part  of  me, 
From  perishing  with  him  at  sea. 
Surę  he,  who  first  the  passage  try'd» 
In  harden'd  oak  his  heart  did  hide. 
And  ribs  of  iron  arm^d  his  side  ; 
Or  his  at  least,  in  hoUow  wood 
Who  tempted  first  the  briny  flood : 
Nor  fear^d  the  winds  contending  roar^ 
Nor  billows  beating  on  the  shore  ; 
Nor  Ryades  portending  rain ; 
I  Nor  all  the  ty rants  of  &e  oiaiiu 


TRANSLAtlONS  FROM  HORACE. 
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What  form  of  Death  coald  him  a£fnght, 
Who  oDcoDeemed,  with  stedfost  sight, 
Coald  view  the  surges  moauting  steep, 
Aod  moiufters  roUing  in  tbe  deep  ! 
Omld  through-  the  ranks  of  ruin  go, 
Vith  storms  abore,  and  rocks  below ! 
Id  T«in  did  Nature's  wise  command 
DiTide  the  waters  from  the  laod, 
If  danag  ship^f  and  men  prophane 
InTade  th'  inriolabte  maiu ; 
Tb'  eternal  fenccs  o?er-leap. 
And  pass  at  will  the  boundless  deep« 
No  toił,  no  bardship,  can  restrain 
Ambitious  man  tirar*d  to  pain  ; 
The  morę  confia^d,  the  morę  he  tric». 
And  at  forbidden  ąuarry  flies. 
Thus  bold  Prom(;tbeu8  did  aspire. 
And  stple  from  Heaven  tbe  seeds  of  fire : 
A  train  '»f  ills,  a  ghastly  crew, 
The  robber*s  blazing  track  pursne: 
Fierce  Parni newith  ber  meagrefecc. 
And  fevers  of  the  fiery  race, 
In  fwarms  th*  offendlngi^retch  surround, 
AU  brooding  on  the  blasted  ground  : 
Afid  limpiog  Death,  lash»d  on  by  Fate, 
Comes  ap  to  shorton  half  our  datę. 
This  madę  not  Dsdałus  beware; 
With  bOnrowM  wings  to  sail  in  air : 
To  Heli  Alcides  fortfd  bis  way, 
PlnngM  through  the  lake,  and  snatcb^d  the  prey. 
Niy  scarce  the  gods,  or  heavenly  clime«, 
Are  safe  from  our  audacious  crimes ; 
We  reach  at  Jove»s  imperial  crown, 
'  A  ad  puU  th*  unwiliing  thunder  down. 


THE  NmTH  ODE     . 

OF  THB    riaST    BOOK    Of 

HORACE, 

i 

Bkhołd  yon  mountain's  hoary  hcight 
Madę  higher  with  new  mounts  of  snów  ; 

Again  behołd  the  winteWs  weight 
Oppress  the  labouring  woods  below  : 

And  stieams,  with  icy  fetters  bound, 

Benumb'd  and  cnunpt  to  solid  ground« 

With  wel1-heap'd  lógs  distolTe  the  oold» 
And  feed  the  genial  bearth  with  flres; 

Produte  tbe  winę,  that  makes  us  bold. 
And  sprightly  wit  and  lore-tnspires : 

For  what  hereafter  shall  betide, 

God,  if  'tis  worth  bis  care,  pro^ide. 

Łet  him  alone,  with  what  he  madę, 
To  toss  and  tnm  the  world  below ; 
,    At  his  command  the  storms  invade  ; 
The  winds  by  his  commission  blow ; 
Till  with  a  nod  he  bids  tbem  cease, 
And  tben  the  calm  retnms,  and  all  is  peact. 

T(Mnorrow  and  ber  works  defy, 
Łay  hoM  npon  the  present  honr. 

And  snatch  the  pleasures  passing  by, 
'        To  put  them  out  of  Fortune'8  power : 

Nor  lorę,  nor  loTe*8  deligfata  disdain ; 
'     Wbata^er  thon  gett'it  to^y,  is  g«ib 


ISecure  thosc  golden  earfy  joys, 
Tbat  youth  unsour*d  with  sorrow  bears, 
Ere  withering  Time  the  taste  destroys, 
With  słckness  and  unwieldly  yeara. 
For  active  sports,  for  pleasing  rest,  ' 

This  is  the  time  to  be  possest; 
The  best  is  but  in  season  best. 


Th'  appointed  hour  of  promis*d  blisa, 
Tbe  pleasing  whispcr  in  the  dark, 

The  half  unwilłing  willtng  kiss, 
The  laugh  that  guides  thee  to  the  mark, 

Wben  the  kind  nymph  wonid  coyness  feign. 

And  hides  but  to  be  found  again ; 

These,  these  are  joys  the  gods  for  youth  ordain* 


THE  TWENTY-NINTH  ODB 

OF  THB  THIBD  BOOK  09 

HORACE. 

ParaphrasM  in  Pindaric  verse,  and  inscribod  tó 
the  Right  Hon.  Laurence  earl  of  Rochester. 


Descbndbd  of  an  ancient  linę, 
Tbat  long  the  Tuscan  sceptre  swayM, 

Make  hastę  to  meet  the  generous  winę, 
W  bose  piercing  is  for  thee  delay'd ; 

The  rosy  wnneatb  is  ready  madę; 
And  artful  hands  prepare 


[hair. 
The  fragrant  Syriań  oil,  that  thall  perfome  thy 

When  the  winę  spaiUes  firom  alar. 

And  the  well-natur»d  friend  criea,  '*  Comeaway ! " 
Make  hastę,  and  leave  thy  business  and  thy  care : 

No  mortal  interest  can  be  worth  thy  stay. 

Leave  for  a  while  thy  costly  country  seat ; 

And,  to  be  great  indeed,  forget 
Tbe  nauseous  pleasures  of  the  great : 

Make  hastę  and  come : 
Come,  and  forsake  thy  cloying  storę ; 

Thy  turret  that  8urveys,  fram  high, 
The  smoke,  and  wealth,  and  noise  of  Romę  ; 

And  all  the  busy  pa^eantry 
That  wise  men  scorn,  and  fbols  adore : 
Come,  give  thy  soul  a  loose,  and  taste  the  plf^ 
sures  of  the  poor. 

Sometimes  >tis  grateftil  to  the  rich,  to  try 
A  short  yicissitude,  and  fit  of  poverty : 
A  saTory  di  eh,  a  homely  treat, 
Where  all  is  plain,  wbere  all  is  neat, 
Without  the  stately  spacious  room, 
The  Persian  carpct,  or  the  Tyrian  loom, 
Clear  up  the  cloudy  foreheads  of  the  great. 

The  Sun  is  in  the  Li6n  mounted  high  ; 
The  Syrian  star, 
Barks  from  afar. 
And  with  his  sultry  breath  infećts  the  skyj 
The  ground  below  is  parrh»d,  the  Heavens  above 
Tbe  shepherd  drives  his  feinting  flock      [us  fry. 
Beneath  the  covert  of  a  rock. 
And  seeks  refreshing  rivulct8  nigh  : 
The  SyWans  ta  thefr  sbades  retire. 
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ThoM  Tciy  shades  and  streamf  new  shades  and 

streams  reąuire,  [raging  fire. 

And  want  a  cooling  breeze  of  wind  to  fon  the 

Thou,  what  befits  the  new  lord  mayor, 

And  what  the  city  factions  dare, 

And  what  the  Gallic  anns  wili  do, 

And  what  the  quiver-bcaring  foe, 

Art  anxiou8ly  inqaisitire  to  know  : 
But  Ood  haa,  wisely,  hid  from  haman  sight 

The  dark  decrees  of  futurę  fate,  ■ 

And  sown  their  seeds  iu  depth  of  night ; 
He  laughs  at  all  the  giddy  tums  of  state ; 
When  mortals  seaich  too  soon,  and  fcar  too  late. 

Enjoy  the  prcscnt  smiling  hour,. 
And  put  it  out  of  Fortune*s  power : 
The  tide  of  business,  like  the  mnning  streani, 

Is  sometimes  high,  and  sometimes  Iow, 
A  quiet  ebb,  or  a  tempestuous  flow, 
And  always  in  extreme. 
Kow  with  a  noiseless  gentle  coorse 
It  keeps  within  the  middle  bed ; 
Anon  it  lifls  aloft  the  head,     . 
And  bears  down  all  before  it  with  impetoous  force; 
And  trunks  of  trees  come  rolling  down, 
Sheep  and  thcir  folds  together  drown : 
Soth  house  and  homestead  into  seas  are  borne, 
And  rocks  are  from  their  old  foundationa  tom. 
And  woods,  madę  thin  with  winds,  their  tcatter^d 
honours  moum. 

Happy  the  man,  and  happy  he  alone, 
He  who  can  cali  to-day  his  own : 
He  who,  secure  witliin,  can  say,        [day ; 
To-morrow  do  thy  worst,  for  1  hare  UtM  to- 
Be  fair,  or  foul,  or  rain,  or  shine, 
The  joys  I  hay^  possess^d,  in  spite  of  Fałe  are 
minę, 
Not  Heaven  itself  npon  the  past  has  power ; 
Bat  what  has  been,  has  been,  and  1  bave  had  my 
hour. 

Fortune,  tfaat,with  maliciousjoy, 

Does  man  Her  slave  opprcss, 
Proud  of  her  offioe  to  destroy, 

Is  seldom  pleas^d  to  Uess : 
Still  Yarious  and  unconstant  still. 
But  with  an  inclination  to  be  ill, 
Promotes,  degrades,  delights  in  strife. 
And  mąkes  a  lottery  of  life. 
I  can  enjoy  her  while  she*s  kind ; 
Bot  when  she  dances  in  the  wind. 

And  shakes  the  wings  and  will  not  stay, 
I  puif  the  prostitute  away :  [sign'd : 

The  little  or  the  much  she  gaye,  is  quietly  re- 
Content  with  poverty,  my  soul  1  arm ; 
And  Tirttte,though  iu  rags,  will  keep  me  warm. 

What  is't  to  me, 
Who  neycr  sail  in  her  unfaithful  sca, 
If  storms  arise,  and  douds  grow  black ; 
If  the  mast  split,  and  threaten  wreck ) 
Tben  let  the  greedy  merchant  fear 

For  his  ill-gotten  gain ; 
And  pray  to  gods  that  will  not  hear, 
While  the  debatiug  winds  and  billows  bear 
His  wealth  into  the  main. 
For  me,  secure  from  Foriunc^s  blows, 
Secure  of  what  1  cannot  lose. 


In  my  smali  pinnace  I  can  sail, 
Contemuing  all  the  blustering  roar  ; 

And,  ninuing  with  a  merry  gale, 
With  friendly  stars  my  safety  seek 
Within  soroe  little  winding  creek : 

And  see  the  storm  ashore. 


THE  SECOND  EPODR 

OF 

HO  RACE. 

Ho  w  happy  in  his  Iow  degree, 
How  rich  in  hnmble  poverty,  is  he, 
Who  Icads  a  quiet  country  life ; 
Dłsoharg*d  of  business,  roid  of  strife. 
And  from  the  griping  scriveDer  free ! 
Tbus,  ere  the  seeds  of  vi<ce  were  sown, 

Liv'd  men  in  better  ages  bom, 
Who  plow'd  with  oxen  of  their  own 

Their  smali  patemal  field  of  com. 
Nor  trumpets  summon  him  to  war. 

Nor  drams  disturb  his  moming  sleep. 
Nor  knows  he  merchants'  gainfiil  care. 

Nor  fcars  the  dangers  of  the  deep. 
The  clamours  of  contentious  law. 

And  court,  and  state,  he  wisely  sbuns. 
Nor,  brib'd  with  hopes,  nor  dar'd  with  awe» 

To  senrile  salutations  runs; 
But  either  to  the  clasping  yine 

Does  the  supporting  poplar  wed, 
Or  with  his  praning-hook  disjoin 

Unbeariug  branches  from  their  head. 

And  grafts  morę  happy  in  their  stead. 
Or,  climbing  to  a  hilly  steep, 

He  view8  his  herds  in  rales  afar, 
Or  shcers  his  overi>urthen*d  sheep, 

Or  mead  for  cooling  drink  prepares, 

Of  virgin  honey  in  the  jars. 
Or  in  the  now-declining  year,  ' 

When  bounteous  autumn  icars  his  head, 
He  joys  to  puli  the  ripen*d  pear. 

And  dustering  grapes  with  purple  spread. 
The  iairest  of  his  frait  he  serres, 

Priapus,  thy  rewards : 
Sylvanus  too  his  part  deseryes, 

Whose  care  the  fences  guards. 
Sometimes  beneath  an  ancient  oak, 

Or  on  the  matted  grass,  he  lies ; 
No  god  of  sleep  he  need  inroke  ; 

The  stream  that  o*er  the  pebbles  flies 

With  gentle  slumber  crowns  his  eyes. 
The  wind  that  whistles  through  the  sprays 

Maintains  tlie  concert  of  the  song ; 
And  hidden  birds  with  natiye  lays 

The  golden  sleep  prolong. 
But,  when  the  blast  of  winter  btows. 

And  hoary  frost  inyerts  the  year, 
Into  the  naked  woods  he  goes. 

And  seeks  the  tusky  boar  to  rear, 

Withwell-mbuth*d  houndsand  pointed  spear! 
Or  spreads  his  subtle  nets  from  sight 

With  twinkling  glasses,  to  betray 
The  larks  that  in  the  meshes  light, 

Or  makes  the  fearful  h&re  his  prey* 
Amidst  his  harmless  easy  joys 

No  anxioua  care  inyades  his  health. 
Nor  love  his  peace  of  mind  destroys. 

Nor  wicked  avarice  of  wealth. 
But  if  a  chaste  and  pleasing  wife^ 
To  ease  the  business  of  his  lifo. 
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Dirides  Trith  him  bis  honsehęld  oore, 
Soch  as  the  Sabinę  matrons  were, 
Soch  as  the  swift  Apulian^s  bcide, 

Sun-bornt  and  swarthy  though  she  be. 
Win  fire  for  winter-nights  provide. 

And  without  noise  will  oversee 

His  cbildren  and  hiś  family  ; 
And  order  all  things  till  be  come, 
$veaty  and  oreilabour^d,  home ; 
]f  she  in  peus  his  flocks  wili  fold. 

And  then  produce  ber  dairy  storę, 
With  winę  to  drive  away  the  cold. 

And  uuboaght  dainties  of  the  poor  ^  ■ 
Not  OTsters  of  the  Lucrine  lake 

My  sober  appetite  wonld  wishf» 

yor  turbot,  or  the  forcign  fish 
That  rollinjt  tempests  overtake, 

And  hithcr  waft  the  costly  dish. 
Kot  heathpont,  or  the  rarer  biid, 

Whi<^  Pbasis  or  lonia  srields. 
Morę  pleasing  raorsels  would  afford 

Than  the  ftit  oliYes  of  my  fields ; 


Tbao  sbards  or  mallowt  ibr  the  pot, 

That  keep  the  loosen^d  body  soand, 
Or  thtfn  the  lamb,  that  ihlls  by  lut 

Tq  thejustguardian  of  my  grround. 
Amidst  thcse  feasts  of  happy  swains, 

Tbejolly  sbepherd  smiles  to  see 
His  flock  retnming  from  the  plains ; 

The  farmer  is  as  pleas^d  as  he 
To  view  his  oxen  sweating  smoke, 
Bear  on  their  necks  the  loosen^d  yoke: 
To  look  upon  bis  menial  crew, 

That  sit  around  his  cbecrful  hearth. 
And  bodics  spent  in  toil  renew 

'    With  wholesome  food  and  country  mirtb. 
This  Morecraft  said  witbin  himself, 

Re8olv*d  to  leave  the  wicked  tpwn : 

And  1ive  retir^d  upon  his  own, 
Uh  calPd  his  money  in; 

But  the  prevaiUng  love  of  pelf, 

Soon  split  him  ontbeformer  sbelf, 
He  put  it  out  again* 
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Edmund  Smith  is  one  of  tbose  lucky  writera,  who  haye,  without  mach  labour,  aN 
tńed  bigfa  refNifation,  and  who  are  mentioned  with  reverence  rather  for  the  possesńoa 
tim  the  ezettion  of  uncommon  abilities. 

-  Of  his  life  Ihtle  is  known ;  and  that  littie  daims  no  praise  bat  what  can  be  giren  to 
ailellectnal  excellenoe,  seldom  emiMoyed  to  any  virtiłous  parpose.  His  character,  at. 
{|iven  by  Mr.  Oldisworth  with  all  the  partiality  of  friendsh^,  which  is  said  by  Dr.  Bur- 
too  to  show  "  what  fine  things  one  man  of  parts  can  say  of  another/'  and  which,  how* 
cvef,  oomprises  great  part  of  what  can  be  known  of  Mr«  Smith,  it  is  better  to  transcribe 
it  once  tfaan  to  take  by  pieces.  I  shall  subjom  soch  littie  memorisils  as  aoddent  has. 
oahled  me  to  collect* 

MR.  EDMUND  SMITH  was  the  only  son  of  an  eminent  merchant,  one  Mr.  Neale,  bya 
daoghter  of  the  iamons  baron  Lechmere.  Smne  misfortunes  of  his  father,  which  were 
floon  foUowed  by  his  death,  were  tlie  occasion  of  the  son's  being  left  veiy  young  in  tha 
kuds  of  a  near  relation,  (one  who  married  Mr.  Neale^s  sister)  whose  name  was  Smith. 

This  gentkman  and  his  kdy  treated  him  as  their  own  child,  and  put  hun  to  Westmin* 
Mer-fldiool  nnder  the  care  of  Dr.  Busby ;  whence,  after  the  loss  of  his  fiiithfnl  and  gene« 
fotts  gnardian  (whose  name  he  assiimed  and  retained),  he  was  remoyed  to  Christ-church 
io  Osford,  and  there  by  his  aunt  hanc|somely  mamtained  tiłl  her  death ;  after  which  he 
tontinued  a  memfoer  of  that  leamed  and  mgenious  society  till  within  five  years  of  his 
mm ;  though,  some  time  before  bis  learnig  Christ-church,  he  was  sent  for  by  his  mother 
ta  WotcesteTy  and  owned  and  acknowledged  as  her  legitimate  son ;  which  had  not  been 
nentimied,  but  to  wipe  off  the  aspersions  that  were  ignorantly  cast  by  some  on  his  buth. 
It  is  to  be  remembered,  for  our  author^s  honour,  that,  when  at  Westminster  election  he 
Hood  a  candidate  for  one  of  the  uniyersities,  he  so  signally  disdnguished  himself  by  his 
tOD&picnoas  performances,  that  there  arose  no  smali  contentión  betweeu.  th^  represen- 
titive  electoTS  of  lVinity  College  in  Cambridge  and  Christ-church  m  Oxon,  which  of 
Ibose  two  royal  societies  should  adqyt  him  as  thein  ówn.  Bat  the  electors  of  Trinity 
College  having  the  pieference  of  choice  that  year,  they  resolutely  elected  him ;  who  yet, 
bebg  iifYited  at  the  same  ^e  to  Cblist«chiurcb|  choae  to  accept  of  a  studeutship  theiie. 
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Mr.  Smith^s  perfections,  ad  well  natural  as  acąuiredy  seem  to  liave  been  foimed  i^kmi 
Hoi'ace's  plan,  who  says,  in  his  Art  of  Poetry : 

— -  Ego  nec  studium  sinfe  divite  vena, 

Nec  lude  quid  profit  Tideo  ingenium;  alterius  sio 

Altera  poscit  <^;>ein  res,  -it  oonjurat  arnice. 

He  was  endowed  by  naturę  with  all  those  exceHent  and  necessary  ąualifications  which 
are  previous  to  the  accomplishment  of  a  great  man.  His  memory  was  large  and.  teoa- 
cious,  yet  by  a  curiousfdkity  cUefly  susceptible  of  the  finestimpressimis  it  peceived  from 
the  b^  authors  he  read,  which  it  always  preseryed  in  their  primitiTe  strength  and 
amiable  order. 

He  had  a  quicknes8  of  apprehension,  and  vivacity  of  iinderstanding,  which  eanly 
took-in  and  surmounted  the  most  subtle  aud  knotty  parts  of  mathematies  and  meta- 
pfaysics.  His  wit  was  prompt  and  flowing,  yet  solid  and  pierciug ;  his  taste  delicate,  hii 
head  elear,  and  his  way  of  expresHng  his  thoughts  perspicuous  and  engaging.  I  shall  ny 
nothing  of  his  person,  which  yet  was  so  well  tumed,  that  no  neglect  of  himself  in  hii 
dress  could  render  it  dtsagreeable ;  insomuch  that  the  fair  8ex,  who  observed  and 
esteemed  him,  at  onee  commended  and  reproved  him  by  the  na  me  of  the  handsome  sloven. 
An  eager  but  generous  and  noble  emulation  grew  up  witii  liim ;  which  (as  it  were  a  ra- 
iSołiai  sort  of  instinet)  pushed  him  upon  strivmg  to  excel  in  every  art  and  science  that 
)eould  make  him  a  credit  to  his  college,  and  that  college  the  ornament  of  the  most  leained 
and  polite  uniyersity;  and  it  was  his  hafq[>incss  to  have  several  contemporaries  and  ftl* 
lów-students,  who  exercised  and  excited  this  virtue  in  themselyes  and  others,  thereby  be-^ 
łcoming  so  deservedly  in  favour  with  tłus  age,  and  so-good  a  proof  of  its  nice  discemment 
His  judgment,  naturally  good,  soon  ripened  into  an  exquisite  fineness  and  distinguishing 
eagadty,  which  as  it  was  active  and  busy,  so  it  was  yigorous  and  manly,  keeping  evea 
paoes  with  a  rich  and  strong  imagination,  always  upon  the  wing,  and  never  ttred  with 
^irfng.  Hence  it  was,  that,  though  he  writ  as  young  as  Cowley,  he  had  no  paerilities; 
and  his  earliest  productions  were  so  far  from  having  any  thing  in  them  mean  and  triflingi 
that,  like  the  junior  compositions  of  Mr.  Stepney,  they  may  make  grey  authors  biush. 
There  are  many  of  his  first  essays  in  oratory,  in  epigram,  elegy,  and  epiąue,  stiil  handed 
about  the  uniyersity  in  manuscript,  which  show  a  masterly  band  ;  and,  though  maimed 
and  injured  by  frequent  transcribing,  make  their  way  into  our  most  eelebrated  raiscei* 
lanies,  where  they  shine  with  luicommon  lustre.  Besides  those  terses  m  the  Oxfont 
books  which  he  could  not  help  setting  his  name  to,  sereral  of  his  compóńtions.  came 
i^broad  uuder  bther  names,  which  his  own  singular  modesty,  aud  ftithful  silence,  strome 
in  vam  to  conceaU  The  Encaeilia  and  public  Collections  of  the  Uniyersity  upon  State 
Subjects  were  neyer  in  such  esteem,  eitfaer  for  elegy  and  congratulation«  as  when  he  oon* 
tributed  most  largely  to  them ;  apd  it  was  natural  for  those  who  knew  his  peculiar  way 
of  writiug,  to  tum  to  his  share  in  the  work,  as  by  far  the  most  relishing  part  of  the  enter<- 
tainment.  As  his  parts  were  extraordinary,  so  he  well  knew  how  to  iroproye  them ;  and 
not  only  to  poKsh  the  diamond,  but  enchase  it  in  the  most  solid  and  duraMe  metal. 
Though  he  was  an  academic  the  greatest  part  of  his  Ule,  yet  he  contracted  no  soomess 
of  temper,  no  spice  of  pedantry,  no  itch  of  di^Nitation,  or  obstinate  contentioa  for  the 
old  or  new  philosophy,  no  assuming  way  of  dictatii^  to  others,  which  arefaults  (though 
excu8able)  which  some  are  insensibly  led  into,  who  are  constrained  to  dwell  long  withitt 
the  walls  of  a  priyate  college.  His  conyersation  was  pleasant  and  instructiye;  and  wha( 
Uoraoe  said  of  Plotius,  Yarhis,  and  Yirgil,  might  justly  be  applied  to  hun : 

^U  ego  contttlerim  jocoodo  aaniis  amioor  Sat  r.  I  fv 
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As  correct  a  writer  as  he  was  in  his  most  elaborate  pieces,  he  read  tlie  works  of  others 
with  candour,  and  resenred  his  greatest  seyerity  for  his  own  compositions;  being  readier 
to  chensh  and  advance,  tfaan  damp  or  depress,  a  rismg  genius,  and  as  patieot  of  being 
eicdled  faunself  (if  any  could  excel  him)  as  industrious  to  cxcel  otliers. 

Twere  to  be  wished  he  liad  confined  himself  to  a  partkular  profession,  who  was  ca- 
ptble  of  suipaning  in  any ;  but,  in  tfais,  his  want  of  i^iplication  was  in  a  great  measare 
uwing  to  his  want  of  due  enconmgement. 

He  possed  through  the  exercises  of  the  coU^e  and  nniversity  with  unusual  applause ; 
and  tboogh  he  often  suffered  his  friends  to  cali  him  off  from  his  retirements,  and  to 
kdgthen  out  Chose  jovial  avocations,  yet  lus  retuni  to  his  studies  were  se  much  the  morę 
paaaionate,  and  his  intention  i^khi  those  refined  pleasures  of  reading  and  thinking  so  ve^ 
bementy  (to  which  his  facetious  and  unbended  intervals  borę  no  proportion)  that  the 
habit  grew  upon  him^  and  the  senes  of  meditadon  and  reflection  being  ke^  up  whole 
weeks  together*  he  coald  better  sort  his  ideas,  and  take  in  the  sundry  parts  of  a  science 
at  one  Yiew,  without  intemiption  or  confiuion.  Soroe  indeed  of  his  acąuaintance,  who 
were  pleased  to  distinguish  between  the  wit  and  the  scholar,  extolled  him  altogether  ob 
the  aocoont  of  these  titles ;  bot  others,  who  knew  him  better,  could  not  forbear  doing 
Urn  jostioe  as  a  prolligy  in  both  kinds.  He  had  signalized  himself,  in  the  schools,  as  a 
philosopber  and  polemic  of  extensive  knowledge  and  deep  penetnition ;  and  went  through 
aU  the  eonrses  with  a  wise  r^ard  to  the  dignity  and  inqportance  of  each  science.  I  re- 
member  him  in  the  Divinity-8chool  responding  and  disputing  with  a  per^cuons  energy, 
a  ready  exactnes8,  and  commandiog  force  of  aigument,  when  Dr.  Jane  worthily  presided 
in  the  cfaair ;  whose  condescending  and  disinterested  commendation  of  him  gave  him 
mch  a  rąmtation^  as  silenced  the  envious  malice  of  his  enemies,  who  durst  not  contradict 
the  i^^MTobation  of  so  profound  a  master  in  theology.  Nonę  of  those  self-sufficient 
cieatures,  who  have  either  trifled  with  philosq>hy,'  by  attempting  to  ridicule  it,^  or  have 
encumbered  it  with  novel  terms  and  burthensoroe  explanations»under8tood  its  real  weight 
aod  purity  half  so  well  as  Mr.  Sihith.  He  was  too  disoemiiig  to  ałlow  of  the  chaiacter 
of  unpiofitable,  rugged,  and  abstruse,  which  tome  saperfidal  sciolists,  (so  very  smooth 
and  polite  as  to  admit  of  no  impression)  either  out  of  an  unthinking  indolence,  or  an  ill- 
grounded  prejadice,  had  affixed  to  this  sort  of  studies.  •  He  knew  the  thomy  terms'  of 
philosophy  8erved  well  to  fence-in  the  tnie  doctrines  of  religion;  and  looked  upon  school-' 
dirinity  as  opon  a  rough  but  well-wrought  army^  which  might  at  once  adom  and  defend 
the  Christian  bero,  and  equip  him  for  the  combat 

Mr.  Smith  had  a  long  and  perfect  intimacy  witii  ałl  the  Greek  and  Łatm  classics ; 
with  whom  he  had  carefuUy  compared  whatever  was  worth  perusing  in  the  French,  Spa- 
msli,  and  Italian,  (to  which  bnguages  he  was  no  stranger)  and  in  all  the  celebrated 
writers  of  his  own  country.  But  then,  according  to  the  curious  ob8ervation  of  the  late 
carl  of  Shafkesbury,  he  kept  the  poet  in  awe  by  regular  criticism ;  and,  as  it  were,  married 
the  two  arts  for  their  mutual  support  and  improvement.  Tliere  was  not  a  tract  of  credit, 
apon  that  subject,  which  he  liad  not  diligently  examined,  from  Aristotle  down  to  Hede- 
Ba  and  Boesu;  so  that,  haTiog  each  nile  oonstantly  before  him,  he  could  carry  the  art 
throu^  eveiy  poem,  and  at  once  point  out  the  graces  and  deformi&es.  By  this  means 
heseened  to  read  mih  a  design  to  correct,  as  well  bs  imitate. 

.  Being  thus  prąiared,  he  could  not  but  taste  every  little  delicacy  that  was  set  before 
kim ;  thoogh  it  was  impossible  for  him  at  the  same  time  to  be  fed  and  nourished  with  any 
ihing  but  wbat  was  substantial  and  lasting.    He  considered  the  ancients  and  modens 
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not  as  parties  or  rivds  for  famę,  bat  as  architects  upon  one  and  the  same  plan,  die '  att 
of  poetiy;  accoiding  to  which  he  jiidged,.  ^proved,  and  blamed,  without  flattery  or 
detraction.  If  he  did  not  always  commend  tJie  compoaitioos  of  others,  it  was  not  ilW 
naturę  (which  was  not  in  his  temper)  but  strict  justice,  that  would  not  let  him  cali  ft  fiew 
flowers  set  in  ranks^  a  glib  measure,  and  so  many  couplets,  by  the  name  of  poetry :  be 
was  of  Ben  Jonson^s  opinion,  wbo  could  not  admire 

—  Ver»e8  as  smooth  and  soft  as  cream,    * 
In  which  there  was  neither  depth  nor  stream. 

And  therefore,  though  his  want  of  oomplaisance  for  some  men^s  oiFetbearing  banity 
madę  him  enemies,  yet  the  better  part  of  mankind  were  obliged  by  the  fieedom  of  Im 
reflections. 

His  Bodfeian  speech,  though  taken  finom  a  remote^and  imperfect  copy,  hath  showa 
tfie  world  how  great  a  master  he  was  of  the  Ciceronian  eloąuence,  mixed  with  the  ccm* 
dseness  and  force  of  Demosthenes,  the  elegant  and  moving  tums  of  Pliny,  and  tlic  acote 
and  wise  reflections  of  Tadtus. 

•Since  Tempie  and  Roscommon,  no  man  understood  liorace  better,  especially  aa  to  liis 
happy  diction,  rolling  numbers,beautiful  imagery,and  altemate  mix  twe  of  the  soft  and  the 
sublime.  Thb  endeared  Dr.  Hannes's  odes  to  him,  the.finest  genius  for  Łatin  lyiic  sinoe 
the  Augustan  age.  His  friend  Mr.  Phiiips^s  ode  to  Mr.  St.  John,  (late  lord  Bolingbroke) 
after  the  manner  of  Horace's  Lusory  or  Amatoiian  Odes,  is  certainly  a  master-piece ; 
but  Mr.  Smith's  Pocockius  is  of  the  sabiimer  kind,  though,  like  Waller^s  writmga  upon 
Ołiver  Cromwell,  it  wants  not  the  most  delicate,  and  suiprising  tums  peculiar  to  the 
person  praised.  I  do  not  remember  to  have  seen  any  thing  like  it  in  Dr.  Bathnrst', 
who  had  madę  some  attempts  this  way  with  applause.  He  was  an  esLoellent  judge  of 
bumanity ;  and  so  good  an  historian,  that  in  familiar  discourse  he  would  talk  over  the 
most  memorable  facts  in  antiquity,  the  lives,  ąctions,  and  characters,  of  celebrated  men, 
with  amańng  iacility  and  accuracy.  As  he  had  tfaoroughly  read  and  digested  Thuanus^s 
works,  so  he  was  able  to  copy  after  him ;  and  his  talent  in  this  kind  was  so  well  known 
and  allowed,'  that  he  had  been  singled  out  by  some  great  men  to  write  a  history ;  which 
it  was  for  their  interest  to  havc  done  with  the  utmost  art  and  dexterity«  I  shall  not 
mention  forwhat  reasons  this  design  was  dropped,  though  tbey  are  yeiy  much  to  Mr. 
Smith's  honour.  The  truth  is,  and  I  speak  it  before  living  witnesses,  whiłst  an  agreeable 
company  could  fix  him  upon  a  subject  of  useful  literaturę,  nobody  shone  to  greater  ad- 
yantage ;  he  seemed  to  be  that  Memmius  whom  Lucretius  speaks  of : 

— !2ueni  tu,  Dea,  tempore  in  omni  ^ 

Omnibus  omatum  voluisti  e^cellere  rebus. 

His  works  are  not  many,  and  those  scattered  up  and  down  in  Miscellanies  and  Cok* 
lectioHS,  being  wrestcd  from  him  by  his  friends  with  great  ditłiculty  and  reiuctanoe.  AU 
of  tliem  together  make  but  a  smali  part  of  that  much  greater  body,  which  lies  dbpened 
in  the  possession  of  numerous  acąuaintance ;  and  cannot  perhaps  b^  madę  entire,  without 
great  injustice  to.  him,  because  few  of  thera  had  his  last  band,  and  the  transcriber  was 
often  obliged  to  take  the  liberties  of  a  friend.  His  condolence  for  the  death  of  Mr. 
Philips  is  fuli  of  the  noblest  beauties,  and  hath  done  justice  to  the  asbes  of  that  -seeood 

.  '  Dr.  Balph  BaUrarst,  whose  life  and  literary  remaioi  were  publi^hed  in  1761^  \icf  Mr.  Tbomaa 
Warton,    C. 
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lfiR<iDy  wbose  writums  will  last  as  long  as  the  Eoglish  language,  geseromty,  and  valour. 
For  billi  Mr.  Smith  łiad  contracted  a  peifect  friendship ;  a  passioa  h^  was  mdst  guscep* 
tible  ofy  and  whose  laws  he  looked  upon  as  sacred  and  inTiolable. 

£veiy  snbject  tbat  passed  imder  his  pen  had  all  the  life,  proportion,  and  embeliish* 
■ents  bestowed  on  it,  which  an  exquisite  skill^  a  warm  imagination,  and  a  cool  judg« 
meaty  posably  4:oiiłd  bestow  on  it.  The  epique,  Iyric»  elegiac,  every  sort  of  poetiy  he 
tonched  upon  (and  he  had  tooched  upon  a  great  variety)  was  raised  to  its  proper 
bet^t,  and  the  difierences  between  each  of  them  observed  with  a  judicious  accuracy. 
We  saw  the  old  rules  and  new  beauties  placed  in  admirable  order  by  each  other;  and 
there  was  a  predominant  lancy  and  sphit  of  his  own  infusetjy  superior  to  what  some 
diaw  offftom  the  ancients^  or  from  poesies  here  and  there  cuUed  out  of  the  modems^ 
by  a  painiiil  industry  and  senóle  imitation.  His  contrivances  were  adroit  and  magni* 
fioent;  his  images  lively  and  iuleqnate ;  his  sentiments  charming  and  mąjestic;  his  ex- 
prpsBiops  natura!  and  bold ;  hb  numbers  various  and  sounding ;  and  that.  enameled 
nizture  of  classical  wit,  which^  without  redundance  and  afiectation,  sparkled  through 
his  writingSy  and  were  no  lesspertinent  and  agreeabłe. 

His  Phaedra  is  a  eonsummate  tregtdy,  and  the  success  of  it  was  as  great  as  the  most  ^ 
snguine  «xpectations  of  his  friends  could  promise  or  foresee.  The  number  of  nights, 
and  the  common  method  of  fiHing  the  bouse^  are  not  always  the  snrest  marks  of  judg^ 
iag  what  encouragement  a  play  meets  with :  but  the  generosity  of  all  the  persons  of  m 
refined  taste  about  town  was  remarkabie  on  tliis  occasion ;  and  it  must  not  be  foigotten 
how  zealously  Mr.  Addison  espoused  his  interest,  with  all  the  elegant  judgenient  and 
diliusive  good-nature  for  which  that  ^ccomplished  gendeman  and  author  is  so  justij 
Talued  by  mankind.  But  as  to  Phaedra,  she  bas  certaiiily  madę  a  £ner  figurę  undcr 
Mr.  Smith's  conduct,  upon  the  Eoglbh  stage,  than  either  tn  Romę  or  Athens ;  and  if 
ahe  excels  the  Greek  and  Latin  Phaedra,  I  need  not  say  she  surpasses  the  French  one, 
itbough  embellisbed  with  whatever  regular  beauties  and  moving  soilness  Racine  himśelf 
could  give  ber. 

No  man  had  a  juster  notion  of  the  difficulty  of  composmg  than  Mr.  Smith ;  and  he 
soraetimes  would  create  greater  difiicultics  than  he  had  reason  to  apprehend.  Writing 
with  ease,  what  (as  Mr.  Wycherley  speaks)  may  be  easily  written,  moved  his  indignation. 
Wben  he  was  writing  upon  a  subject,  hcwould  seriousty  eonsider  what  Demostbenes, 
Homer,  Yirgil,  or  Horace,  if  alive,  would  say  upon  that  occasion,  which  whetted  him  to 
exceed  himself  as  well  as  others.  Nevertheless,  he  could  not,  or  would  not,  finish  se- 
Teral  subjects  he  imdertook ;  which  may  be  imputed  either  to  the  briskness  of  his  iiaincy, 
ftill  hunting  afler  new  matter,  or  to  an  occasional  indoience,  which  spleen  and  lassitude 
brought  upon  him,  which,  of  all  his  foibles,  the  world  was  le^t  id^clined  to  forgiye. 
That  tbis  was  not  owing  to  conceit  or  Tanity,  or  a  liilness  of  himself,  (a  ^ilty  which  bas 
been  imputed  to  no  less  men  than  Shakspeare  and  Jonson)  is  elear  from  hence;  because 
be  left  his  woiks  to  the  entire  disposal  of  his  friends,  whose  most  rigorous  censUres  he 
tfen  courted  and  solicited,  submitting  to  their  animadversions,  and  the  freedofh  they 
took  with  them,  with  an  unresenred  and  prudent  resignation. 

I  have  seen  sketches  and  rougfa  draughts  of  some  poems  he  designed,  set  out  aną-. 
'htically ;  wherein  the  fdble,  structure,  and  connection,  the  images,  incidents,  morały 
episodes,  and  a  great  varicty  of  omaments^  were  so  iinely  laid  out,  so  well  fitted  to  the 
mles  of  art,  and  squared  so  exactly  to  the  precedents  of  the  andents,  tbat  I  have  often' 
looked  on  these  poetical  elements  with  the  same  concem,  with  which  curious  men  are 
a8ei;;ed  at  the  sight  of  the  most  entertaining  remams  and  ruins  of  an  antique  figurę  or 
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building,  Those  fragments  of  the  learned,  which  some  men  liare  been  so  pnnid  of 
their  pains  in  coilectiog,  are  useless  rarities,  without  form  and  withont  life,  wlien  com- 
pared  with  thcse  embryos,  which  wanted  not  qi>irit  enough  to  preamre  them ;  so  that  I 
cannot  help  thinking,  that,  if  some  of  them  were  to  come  abroad,  they  would  be  as 
higbly  valued  by  the  poets,  as  the  skełches  of  Julio  and  Titian  are  by  the  painters ; 
though  there  is  nothing  in  them  but  a  iew  outiines,  as  to  the  design  and  proportioa. 

It  must  be  confessed,  that  Mr.  Smith  had  some  defects  in  his  conduct,  wiuch  those  Are 
most  apt  to  remember,  who  could  imitate  him  in  nothing  else.  His  fieedom  with  himself 
drew  sevcrer  acknowledgements  from  him  than  nU  the  malice  he  ever  provoked  was 
pable  of  advancing,  and  he  did  not  scruple  to  give  even  his  misfortunes  the  hard 
of  i^ults ;  buty  if  the  world  had  half  hb  goed-nature,  ail  the  shady  parts  would  be  en*- 
tirely  stnick  out  of  his  character. 

A  man  who,  under  poyerty,  calamitiesy  and  disappointments,  could*  make  so  many 
inends,  and  those  so  truły  yaluable,  must  have  just  and  noble  ideas  of  the  passion  of 
friendship,  in  the  success  of  which  consbted  the  greatest,.  if  not  the  only,  happiness  of 
his  life.  He  knew  very  weil  what  was  due  to  his  birth,  though  fortunę  threw  him  short 
of  it  in  every  other  circumstance  of  life,  He  avoided  making  any»  though  perbaps 
reasonable,  complaints  of  her  dispensations,  under  which  he  had  honour  enough  to  be 
easy,  without  touching  the  favóurs  she  flung  in  his  way  when  offered  to  him  at  a  price 
of  a  morę  durable  repntation.  He  •  took  care  to  have  no  dealings  with  mankindy  in 
which  he  could  not  be  just ;  aml  he  desired  to  be  at  no  other  expense  in  his  pretenstons 
than  that  of  intrinńc  merit,  which  was  the  only  burthen  Wid  reproach  he  ever 
brought  upon  his  firiends.  He  could  say,  as  Horace  did  of  himself,  what  I  iiever  yet 
saw  translated ; 

Meo  sum  |>auper  in  are. 

At  his  coming  to  town,  no  man  was  morę  surrounded  by  all  those  who  really  had  or 
pretended  to  wit,  or  morę  courted  by  the  great  men,  who  had  then  a  power  and  oppor- 
tunity  of  encouraging  arts  and  sciences,  and  gave  prooiś  of  their  fondness  for  the  name 
of  patron  in  many  instances,  which  will  ever  be  rempmbered  to  their  glory.  Mr.  Smith's 
character  grew  upon  his  friends  by  intunacy,  and  out-went  the  strongest  prepossessions 
which  had  been  conceived  in  his  favour. .  Whatever  quarrel  a  few  sour  creatures,  whose 
obscurity  is  their  happiness,  may  possibly  have  to  the  age ;  yet  amidst  a  studied  neglect, 
and  total  disuse  of  all  those  ceremoniał  attendances,  fashionable  eąuipments,  and  exter- 
nał  recommendation,  which  are  thought  necessary  introductions  into  the  grandc  numde, 
this  ąendeman  was  so  happy  as  still  to  please ;  and  whibt  the  rich,  the  gay,  the  noble, 
and  honourable,  saw  how  much  he  excelled  in  wit  and  leaming,  they  easily  forgave  him 
all  other  differences.  Hence  it  was  that  both  his  acąuaintance  and  retirements  were  his 
own  free  choice.  What  Mr.  Prior  observes  upon  a  very  great  character  was  true  of  him^ 
that  moit  ąfhUfaulti  broiŁght  their  excuse  mth  them. 

Those  who  blamed  him  most  understood  him  least,  it  being  tlie  custom  of  the  vulgar 
to  charge  an  excess  upon  the  most  complaisant,  and  to  form  a  character  by  the  morab 
of  a  few,  who  have  sometimes  spoiled  an  hour  or  two  in  good  company.  Where  only 
fortunę  is  wanting  to  make  a  great  name,  that  single  exception  can  never  pass  upon  Uje 
best  judges  and  most  eąuitable  obserYers  of  mankind ;  and  when  the  time  comes  for  the 
world  to  spare  their  pity,  we  may  jusdy  enlarge  our  demands  upon  them  for  their 
admiration. 

3ope  few  years  before  hb  death,  he  had  engaged  himself  in  several  considerable  un- 
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dertakings;  m  all  which  he  had  pre{>ared  the  world  to  expect  miglity  things  from  hind. 
I  hanre  aeen  about  ten  sheets  of  his  Eogłish  Pindar>  whkfa  ex€eeded  any  thing  of  that 
kmd  I  could  eyer  bope  for  in  our  own  laogaage.  He  faad  dniwn  out  a  plan  of  a  tragedy 
^  tbe  Lady  Jane  Grey^  and  had  gone  throagh  8everal  scenes  of  it.  But  he  could  not 
well  hare  bequeathed  tfiat  work  to  better  hands  than  wliere,  I  hear,  it  is  at  preseot 
bdged ;  and  the  bare  mention  of  two  such  names  may  justiiy  the  kirgest  expectation8, 
'and  is  sufficient  to  make  tht  town  an  agreeable  invitatlon. 

His  greatest  and  noblest  undertaking  was  Longinas.  He  had  finiafaed  an  entire 
tnuttlation  of  the  Sublime,  which  he  sent  to  the  reverend  Mn  Richard  Parker^  a  friend 
of  his,  late  of  Merton  College,  an  exact  critic  in  the  Greek  tongue,  from  whom  it 
caoK  to  my^hands.  The  French  version  óf  Monśieur  Bóileau,  though  truły  Taludble, 
was  iar  sfaort  of  it.  He  proposed  a  large  addition  to  this  work,  of  notes  and  observa- 
tions  of  his  own,  with  an  entire  system  of  the  Art  of  Poetry,  in  three  books,  ander 
the  titles  of  Tkoughiy  DicHon^  and  Figurę,  I  saw  the  last  of  these  perfect,  and  in  a 
lair  copy,  in  which  he  showed  prodigious  judgement  and  reading:  and  particularly  had 
refomied  the  art  of  rhetoric,  by  reducing  that  vast  and  confused  heap  of  terms,  witk 
which  a  iong  successiou  of  pedants  liad  encumbered  the  world,  to  a  very  narrow 
compass,  comprehending  all  that  was  useful  and  omamental  in  poetry.  Undereach 
jkead  and  cliapter,  he  intended  to  make  remarks  upon  all  the  ancients  and  modems, 
tbe  Greek,  Latin,  English,  French,  Spanish,  and  Italian  poets,  and  to  notę  their  several 
beauties  and  defects. 

What  remains  of  his  works  is  left,  as  I  am  informed,  in  the  hands  of  men  of  worth 
and  judgement,  who  loved  him.  It  cannot  be  supposed  they  would  suppress  any  thing 
that  was  his,  but  out  of  respect  to  his  memory,  and  for  want  of  proper  hands  to 
finish  what  so  great  a  genius  had  begun. 

SUCH  is  the  declamation  of  Oldisworth,  written  .while  his  admiration  was  yet  fresh, 
and  his  kindness  warm ;  and  therefore  such  as,  without  any  criminal  purpose  of  de- 
ceiring,  shows  a  strong  desire  to  make  tlie  most  of  all  iavouiable  truth.  I  caimot 
much  commend  the  performance.  The  prake  is  often  indistinct,  and  the  sentences 
are  loaded  with  words  of  morę  pomp  than  use.  There  is  little,  however,  that  can  be 
contradicted,  evea  when  a  plainer  tale  comes  to  be  told. 

EDMUND  N£AL£,  known  by  the  name  of  Smith,  was  bom  at  Handley,  the  seat 
of  the  Lechmeres,  in  Worcestershire.    The  year  of  hb  birth  is  uncertain.* 

He  was  educated  at  Westminster.  It  is  known  to  have  been  the  practice  of  Dr. 
Busby  to  detain  those  youth  Iong  at  school,  of  whom  Jie  had  formed  the  highest  ex- 
pectations.  Smith  took  his  master's  degree  on  the  8th  of  July,  1696;  he .  therefore 
was  probably  admitted  into  the  university  in  l689>  when  we  may  suppose  him  twenty 
years  old. 

Hb  reputatjon  for  literaturę  in  hb  college  was  such  as  bas  been  told ;  but  tlie 
indecency  and  licentioumess  of  his  beha^iour  drew  upon  him,  Dec.  24,  l6d4,  while 
be  was  yet  only  bachelor,  a  public  admonition,  entcred  upon.  record  in  order  to 
his  expulsion.  Of  this  reproof  the  effect  u  not  known.  He  was  probably  less 
fiotorious.     At  Oxford^  as  we  all  koow^  much  will  be  forgiTen  to  literary  merit ;  and 

*  By  his  epitaph  he  appean  to  haTe  been  40  jwn  old  wheo  he  died.  He  wa«  cou8equent1y  boro 
in  the  year  1668.    ^ 
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of  that  Iie  had  exblbited  sufficient  evłdelice  by  his  ezcdlait  ode  ob  tlie  death  of 
tht  great  orientalist,  Dr.  Pocock^  who  died  id  iGgif  and  whose  pndse  must  liave  beea 
ivxkten  by  Smith  when  he  had  been  but  two  years  id  the^  umTersity.^ 

Tbis  ode,  which  closed  the  second  volume  of  the  Muaoe  ADglican«e>  tfaough  peifaapt 
Bome  objections  may  be  madę  to  its  Latinity,  is  by  &r  the  best  lyric  compodtkm  ia 
that  collectioD :  nor  do  I  know  where  to  find  it  eąualled  amon^  the  modem  writers. 
It  expre$ses,  witfa  great  felicity,  images  not  classical  in  claaskal  diction :  its  digreśsioap 
und  retutns  have  been  deservedly  recommended^by  Trapp  as  models  for  imitatioii* 

He  had  8everal  imitations  from  Cowley: 

TesŁitur  hinc  tot  sermo  colońbus 
Suot  tu,  Pocqcki,  dissimilis  tui 
,  Orator  effers,  quot  vicis8im 

Te  memores  celebrare  gaudent. 

I  Will  not  commend  the  figurę  which  makes  the  orator  pronounce  the  colourt^  or  gite 
4o  coloun  manory  and  delight,    1  quote  it,  liowever,  as  an  imitation  of  these  lines : 

So  many  langoages  lie  had  in  stOre, 

That  only  Famę  shaU  speak  of  him  in  more» 

The  simile,  by  which  an  old  man^  retaining  the  fire  of  his  youtfa,  is  compared  to 
£tna  Baming  through  the  snów,  which  Smith  has  used  with  great  pomp,  is  stolen 
from  Cowley,  however  little  worth  the  labour  of  conveyance. 

He  proceeded  to  take  his  degree  of  master  of  arts,  July  8,  I696.  Of  the  exercises 
which  he  performed  on  that  occasion,  I  have  not  heard  any  thing  memorable. 

As 'his  years  advanced,  he  advflnced  in  reputation;  for  he  continued  to  culti^alie 
his  mind,  though  he  did  not  amend  his  irregularities :  by  which  he  gaw  so  mach 
offence,  that,  April  24,  1700,  the  dean  and  chaipter  declared  '^  the  place  of  Mr. 
Smith  void,  he  having  been  convicted  of  rioteus  behaviour  in  the  house  of  Mr.  Cole, 
an  apothecary :  but  it  was  refcrred  to  the  dean  when  and  upon  what  occasion  the 
sentence  should  be  put  in  etecution/' 

Thus  tendcrly  was  he  treated :  the  govcmors  of  his  college  could  hardJy  keep  him, 
and  yet  wished  that  he  would  not  force  them  to  drive  him  away. 

Some  time  afterwards  he  assiimed  an  appearance  of  decency :  in  his  own  phrase,  he 
whiłefied  himsclf,  havuig  a  desdre  to  obtain  the  censorship,  an  office  of  honour  and  some 
profit  iu  the  college ;  but,  wheu  the  election  came>  the  preference  was  given  to  Mr. 
Foulkes,  his  junior  :  the  same,  I  suppose,  that  joined  with  Freind  in  an  edition  of  part 
of  Demosthencs.  The  censor  is  a  tutor ;  and  it  was  not  thought  proper  to  tnist  the 
superintendance  of  others  to  a  man  who  took  so  little  care  of  himself. 

From  tliis  time  Smith  employed  his  malice  and  his  wit  against  the  dean,  Dr.  Aldrich, 
whom  he  considered  as  the  o{)pouent  of  his  claim.  Of  his  lampoon  upon  him,  I  once 
)ieard  a  single  linę  too  gross  to  be  repeatcd. 

But  he  was  stiU  a  genius  and  a  scholar,  and  Oxibrd  was  unwilling  to  lose  him :  he 
was  eadured,  with  all  his  pranks  and  his  vices,  t^vo  years  longer ;  bat  on  Dec.  20, 
1705,  at  tlie  instance  of  all  the  canons,  the  sentence  declared  five  years  bcfore  was  put 
in  execution. 

The  e\ecution  was,  I  believe,  silent  and  tender ;  for  one  of  his  friends,  from  whoia 
I  ieamcd  much  of  his  life,  appeared  not  to  know  it. 

'    He  was  now  driven  to  London,  where  he  associated  himself  with  the  Whigs,  whetfaer 
because  they  were  in  power,  or  because  the  Tories  had  eipeiled  hiffli  or  becauae  b* 
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Was  ii  Wlug  %j  principia,  may  periiaps  be  ddubted.  He  was,  howeyer,  caressed  by 
iBCii  of  great  abilities,  whatever  were  their  party,  and  was  supported  by  tbe  liberality 
of  tboae  who  dellghted  in  bis  convenatioQ. 

There  was  once  a  design,  hiated  at  l^  Oldisworth,  to  bave  madę  bim  usefuł.  One 
'  ereningy  as  be  was  sitting  with  a  inend  at  a  tayern,  be  was  called  down  by  tbe  waiter; 
tod^  baying  staid  sonie  time  below,  came  up  tbougbtfnl.  After  a  pause,  said  be  to  bis 
firiend,  *^  He  that  wanted  me  below  was  Addison^  wbose  business  was  to  tell  me,  that 
iBi  bistoiy  of  tbe  Reyolution  was  intended,  and  to  prqM>se  diat  I  sbould  undertake  it. 
I  aaid,  *  Wbat  shall  I  do  witb  tbe  cbaracter  of  lord  Snnderiand  f  and  Addison  im* 
.mediatcly  retumed,  '  Wben,  Rag,  were  you  drunk  last?'  and  went  away/' 

Captam  Rag  was  a  name  wbicb  be  got  at  Oxford  by  bis  negligence  of  dress. 

This  stoiy  I  beard  irom  tbe  late  Mr.  Clark  of  Lincoln's  Inn,  to  wbom  it  was  told 
by  tbe  friend  of  Smitb. 

Such  scruples  migbt  debar  bim  irom  some  profitable  employments;  but,  as  tbey  could 
not  deprive  bim  of  any  real  esteem,  tbey  left  bim  many  fnends ;  aud  no  man  was  eyer 
better  introduced  to  tbe  tbeatre  tban  be,  wbo,  in  that  yiolent  conflict  of  paities,  bad 
a  prologue  and  epilogue  from  tbe  first  wits  on  eitber  side* 

But  leaming  and  naturę  will  now  and  tben  take  different  courses.  His  play  pleased 
Ae  critics^  and  tbe  critics  only.  It  was,  as  Addison  bas  lecorded,  hardly  beard  tbe 
drinł  nigbt.  Smitb  bad  indeed  tnisted  entirely  to  his  merit,  bad  ensured  no  band  of 
applauders,  nor  nsed  any  artifice  to  force  sncoess,  and  found  that  native  ezcellenoe 
vas  not  sufficient  for  its  own  suppor). 

Tbe  play,  however,  was  bought  by  Lintot,  wbo  advanced  tbe  price  from  fifty 
fomeas,  the  corrent  ratę,  to  sixty ;  and  Halifiix,  tbe 'generał  patron,  accepted  tbe  de- 
dication.  Smstb's  hidolence  kept  bim  from  writing  tbe  dedication  till  Lintot,  after 
fiaitless  importunity,  gaye  notice  that  be  would  publisb  tbe  play  without  it.  Now, 
theiefore,  it  was  written;  and  Halifax  expected  the  author  with  his  book,  and  had 
prepared  to  reward  bim  witb  a  place  of  three  hundred  pounds  a-year.  Smith,  by 
piide>  or  caprice,  or  indolence,  or  bashfulness,  neglected  to  attend  bim,  tbougb 
doubtlesB  wamed  and  pressed  by  his  friends,  and  at  last  missed  bis  reward  by  not 
*going  to  solicit  it. 

Addison  bas,  in  tbe  Spectator,  mentioned  the  neglect  of  Smith's  tragedy  as  disgrace- 

<fid  to  the  nation,  and  impntes  it  to  tbe  fondne»  for  operas  tben  preyailing.    The 

authority  of  Addison  is  great ;  yet  the  yoiee  of  tbe  people,  when  to  please  tbe  people 

is  tbe  pnrpose,  deseryes  regard.    In  this  question,  I  cannot  but  think  the  people  in  the 

rigbt.    Tbe  fable  is  mytbological,  a  story  wbicb  we  are  accustomed  to  reject  as  iidse ; 

and  the  manners  are  so  distant  from  onr  own,  that  we  know  them  not  from  sympathy, 

but  by  stttdy ;  the  ignorant  do  not  nnderstand  the  action  ;  the  leamed,  reject  it  as  a 

•chool-boy^s  tale ;  incredulus  odi,    Wbat  I  cannot  for  a  moment  belieye,  I  omnot  for  a 

moment  behold  witb  interes  or  anxiety.    Tbe  sentiments  tlius  remote  irom  life  are 

jtmo^ei  yet  fiirther  by  tbe  diction,  wbicb  is  too  luxuriant  and  splendid  for  dialogue, 

•md  enyelopes  tbe  tboughts  ratber  tban  dispiays  them.     It  is  a  scholar'8  play,  such  as 

iaay  please  tbe  reader  ratber  tban  the  spectator  >  the  work  of  a  vigoroos  and  elegant 

mmd,  accustomed  to  please  itself  with  its  own  conceptions,  but  of  Uttle  acąuaintance 

vith  the  course  of  life. 

•  Dennis  tdls  us,  in  one  of  bis  pieces,  that  he  bad  once  a  design  to  bave  written  tbe 
tragedy  of  Phaedra ;  but  was  conyinced  that  the  action  was  too  mythologicaL 
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In  1709,  a  year  after  the  exhlbition  of  Ph»dni,  died  John  Philips,  the  firiend  and 
fellow-cóHegian  of  Smith,  who,  on  that  oceasion,  wiote  a  poem,  which  jiistice  most 
place  among  the  best  elegies  which  our  language  can  show,  an  elegant  nuxture  of 
fbndoess  and  admiration,  of  dignity  andsoftness.  Theie  are  some  paflsages  too 
łudicrous ;  but  every  human  perfonnance  has  its  iauits. 

This  elegy  it  was  the  modę  among  his  friends  to  pivchiise  ibr  a  goinea;  and,  as  his 
acąuaintance  was  numerous,  it  was  a  very  profitable  poemf 

Of  his  Pindar  menti<med  by  Oldiswortb,  I  have  never  oCherwise  heard.  His 
Lon^inus  be  inteoded  to  accompany  with  some  illustrations,  and  bad  seleeted  bis 
bstances  of  the  fabe  sublime  irom  the  woiics  of  Blackmore. 

He  resoWed  to  try  again  the  fortunę  of  the  stage,  with  the  story  of  Łady  Jane 
Grey.  It  is  not  unlikely  that  bis  experience  of  the  inefficacy  and  incredibility  of  « 
mythological  tale  might  determine  him  to  choose  an  action  fh>in  the  Englisb  history, 
at  no  great  distance  firom  our  own  times,  whicb  was  to  ęnd  in  a  real  eventy  produced 
by  the  operation  of  known  characters. 

A  subject  will  not  easily  occnr  that  can  give  morę  opportunities  of  informing  the 
nnderstanding,  ibr  which  Smith  was  unąuestionably  ąualified,  or  for  moving  the 
passions,  in  which  I  snąiect  him  to  hav€  bad  less  power. 

Haying  formed  bis  plan  and  coUected  materads,  be  dedared,  thftt  a  few  montbs 
%onld  complete  bis  de^gn ;  and,  that  be  mi^t  pursue  bis  work  with  less  £requent 
arocations,  be  was,  m^June,  1710,  in^ited  by  Mr.  Geoige  Ducket  to  his  house  at 
Gartham  m  Wiltshue.  Herę  be  found  such  opportunities  of  mdulgence  as  did  not 
much  forward  his  studies,  and  particularly  some  strong  ale,  too  delicious  to  be  re- 
sisted.  He  ate  and  drank  tilL  be  found  himself  plethoric :  and  tben,  re8olving  to  ease 
hiroself  by  evacuation,  be  wrote  to  an  apotbecary  m  the  neighbourbood  a  prescription 
of  a  purge  so  foreible,  that  the  apotbecary  thought  it  his  duty  to  delay  it  tili  be  bad 
given  notice  of  its  danger*  Smith,  not  pleased  with  the  contradiction  of  a  shopman, 
and  boastful  of  bis  own  knówledge,  treated  the  notice  with  nide  contempt,  and 
swallowed  łus  own  medicine,  which,  in  July,  1710,  brought  him  to  the  gmve.  He 
was  buried  at  Gartham. 

Many  years  afterwards,  Ducket  communicated  to  01dnuxon,  the  bistoiian,  an  ac- 
cDunt  pretended  to  bave  been  received  irom  Smith,  tbąt  Clarendon*s  Histoty  was»  in 
its  publication,  corrupted  by  Aldrich,  Smalridge,  and  Atterbury ;  and  that  Smith  was 
amployed  to  forge  and  insert  the  alterations. 

This  story  was  published  tiiumpbantly  by  01dmixon,  and  may  be  supposed  to  ]iave 
been  eagerly  received :  but  its  progress  was  soon  checked ;  for,  findmg  its  way  into 
the  joumal  of  Trevoux,  it  fell  iinder  tfaę  eye  of  Atterbury,  tben  an  exile  in  SWice, 
who  immediately  denied  the  charge,  with  this  remarkable  particular,  that  be  never  in 
his  wbole  life  had  once  spoken  to  Smłtb^ ;  his  company  being,  as  must  be  inienedy 
not  accepted  by  those  who  attended  to  their  characters, 

The  charge  was  afterwards  very  diligently  refiited  by  Dr,  Barton,  of  Eton,  a  iBan 
emment  ibr  literaturę ;  and,  though  not  of  the  same  party  with  Aldrich  and  Atterbury, 
too  studious  of  trutb  to  leave  them  burthened  with  a  fiilae  charge.    The  testimoniet 

•  See  Biahop  Atteibury*s  Epistolary  Correspondence,  1*799,  toI.  iii.  pp.  196.  Idd.  In  the  same 
Woik,  Tol.  1.  p.  325,  it  appeara  that  Smith  was  at  one  time  nispected  by  Atteibory  to  hare  been 
anthor  of  the  Tale  of  a  Tub,    N. 
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frUch  he  has  eołlected  have  €oiiviiiced  mankind^  that  cither  Smith  or  Dudlłet  was 
goilty  of  wilful  and  malicious  felsehood. 

This  eootroTersy  brought  into  view  tho«e  parts  of  Smith^s  life  which,  with  morę 
boBoor  to  his  name^  might  bave  been  conoealed. 

Of  Smith  I  can  yet  say  a  little  morę.  '  He  was  a  man  of  sacb  estimation  among  his 
eoBfiaiiioiis,  that  the  casual  censures  or  praises  which  he  dropped  in  converdatioa  were 
eoBiidered,  like  thoae  of  Scaliger,  as  worthy  of  pieserYatiim. 

He  had  great  readiness  and  exactne8s  of  criticism,  and  by  a  cursory  gfamce  over  a 
mr  composition  would  exactiy  tell  all  its  iaults  and  beauties. 

He  was  remarkabfó  for  the  power  of  reading  with  great  rq>idity,  and  of  retaining, 
with  great  fidelity,  what  he  so  easily  collected. 

He  therefore  ałways  knew  what  the  present  guestion  required ;  and,  when  his  friends 
opressed  their  wonder  at  his  acqubitions,  madę  in  a  state  of  apparąitnegligenoe  and 
dnmkemiessy  he  ne^er  disco^ered  his  hours  of  reading  or  method  of  study^  but  in- 
folved  himself  m  a£fected  siłence,  and  fed  his  own  vanity  with  their  admiration. 

One  practioe  he  had,  which  was  easily  obseryed :  if  any  thought  or  image  was 
presented  to  his  mind  that  he  could  use  or  improve,  he  did  not  suffer  it  to  be  lost ; 
bn^  amidst  the  jollity  of  a  tavem,  or  in  the  warmth  of  conyersation,  veiy  diiigently 
eommitted  it  to  paper. 

Thns  it  was  that  he  had  gathered  two  quires  of  hints  for  his  new  tragedy ;  of  which 
Rowe,  when  they  were  put  into  his  hands,  could  make,  as  he  says,  veiy  little  use,  but 
iriudi  the  eoUector  considered  as  a  valuable  stock  of  materials. 

When  he  eame  to  Londcm,  his  way  of  life  connected  him  with  the  licentious  and. 
dissolute ;  and  he  afiected  the  airs  and  gaiety  of  a  man  of  pleasure ;  but  his  dress  was 
dways  defident ;  scholastic  cloudiness  still  hung  about  him ;  and  his  merriment  was 
mn  to  produoe  the  scom  of  his  companions. 

With  all  his  carelessness,  and  all  his  vices,  he  was  cne  of  the  murmurers  of  fortunę ; 
and  w«xidered  why  he  was  sufiered  to  be  poor,  when  Addison  was  caressed  and 
pieferred ;  nor  would  a  yery  little  have  contented  him ;  for  he.  estimated  his  wants  at 
iix  hundred  pounds  a  year. 

In  his  oourse  of  readiug,  it  was  particular,  that  he  had  diiigently  pćrosed,  and 
accumtely  remembered,  the  old  romanoes  of  knight-errantiy. 

He  had  a  high  opinion  of  his  own  meńt,  and  was  something  contemptuous  in  his 
treatment  of  those  whom  he  considered  as  not  qualiiied  to  oppose  or  contradiot  him. 
He  had  many  frailties ;  yet  it  cannot  but  be  supposed  that  he  had  great  merit,  who  could 
ebtain  to  the  same  play  a  prologue  from  Addison,  and  an  epilogue  fitmi  Prior;  and 
who  could  have  at  once  the  patronage  of  Haliikx,  and  the  praise  of  01dńvmrth. 

For  the  power  of  communicating  these  minutę  memorials,  I  am  indebted  to  my 
eonversation  with  Gilbert  Watmsley,  late  registrar  of  the  ecdesiastical  court  of 
lichfiełd,  who  was  acquainted  both  with  Smith  and  Ducket;  and  declared,  that,  if 
the  tale  concemmg  Clarendon  were  forged,  he  should  suspect  Ducket  of  the  falsehood ; 
**  for  Rag  was  a  man  of  great  veracity." 

Of  Gilbert  Walmsley,.  thus  presented  to  my  mind,  let  me  indulge  myself  in  the 
TCtaiembrance.  I  knew  him  very  early ;  he  was  one  of  the  first  friends  that  literaturę 
procured  me,  and  I  hope  that  at  least  my  gratitude  madę  me  worthy  of  his  notice. 

He  was  of  an  ad^anced  age,  and  I  was  only  not  a  boy ;  yet  he  never  receiyed  my 
Botions  with  contempt.    He  was  a  Whig,  with  all  the  virulence  and  malevolence  of  his 
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party ;  yet  difference  o(  oidoion  did  not  keefi  us  aptit.  I  honoored  hkn,  and  he  cn- 
durcd  me. 

He  had  mingled  with  the  gay  world,  without  ezemption  £rom  its  .yntes  or  its  fotties, 
but  had  never  nęglected  tfae  cultivation  of  his  mind ;  his  belief  of  revelation  was 
nnshaken ;  his  learuiog  preserved  his  priuci|des ;  he  grew  first  regular»  and  then  pious. 

His  studies  had  been  sq  Yarioos,  that  I  am  not  able  to  name  a  man  of  eąual  know* 

.  Ifdge.    His  acąuaintanee  with  books  was  gr&it ;   and  what  he  did  not  iiamediately 

know,  he  eould  at  least  tell  where  to  find.    Such  was  his  amplittide  of  leatning,  and 

such  his  copiousness  of  communicationy  that  it  may  be  doabted  whether  a  day  nov 

passes  in  which  I  have  not  some  adrantage  from  his  frieudship* 

At  thb  man's  table  I  eąjoyed  many  cheerfiil  and  instmctiYe  hoors,  with  compamoot 
anch  as  are  not  often  found^  with  one  wbo  has  tengthened^  and  one  who  has  gladdencd, 
life ;  with  Dr.  JameSy  whose  skiU  in  physic  will  be  long  remembered,  and  with  David 
Garrick,  whom  I  hfUjped  to  have  gratified  with  tfais  character  of  oor  oommon  fiiend: 
but  iivhat  are  the  hopes  of  man !  I  am  disappointed  by  that  stroke  of  death,  whlcfa  has 
eclipsed  the  gaiety  of  nations,  and  imporerisbed  the  pubłic  stock  of  harmless  f^easoie* 

In  the  library  at  Oxfonł  is  the  foUowing  ludkrous  analysis  of  Pooockins : 

Ex  AUTOORAPHO. 

> 

[Sent  by  the  autfaor  to  Mr.  Uny.] 

OpusctŁUM  l^oc»  Halberdarie  amptissime,  in  lucern  profeire  hactenus  distnli, 
judicii  tui  acumen  subveritus  magis  quam  bipennis.  Tandem  afiąoando  odeń  hanc  ad 
te  mitto  sublimem,  teneram,  flebilem,  suavem,  ąualem  demum  diyinus  (si  Musis  yacaiet) 
scripsisset  Gastrellus :  adeo  scilicet  sublimem  ut  inter  kgendum  dormire,  adeo  flebikra 
ut  ridere  ycIIs.  Cujus  elegantiam  ut  melius  inspidaą,  Tersuum  ordinem  &  materiam 
brcTiter  referam.  I"""*  versus  de  duobus  praeliis  decantatis.  2^  &  3"  de  Lotharmgio, 
euniculis  subtemneis,  8axis«  ponto,  hostibus»  &  Asii.  4^'  &  5^  de  catenis,  sudibus, 
unds,  draconibttSy  tigribus>&  crocodilis.  6",  Z"**  S"*,  9",  de  Gonionb&,  de  Babylone, 
Babele,  &  quodam  domi  suae  peregrino.  10°%  aliąuid  de  quodam  Pocockio.  II"",  12"» 
de  Syńky  SolyraA*  IS'^,  14"",  de  Hosei,  &  querca,  Be  de  juvene  quodam  valde  aene. 
15^  16^»  de  iBtn&,  k  quomodo  iEtna  Pocoekio  fit  Talde  similis.  IZ*",  18°*,  de  tubi* 
astro,  umbrik,  flammis,  rotis,  Pocockio  non  neglecto,  Csetera  de  Chiistianis,  Ottonianis/ 
Babyloniis,  Arabibus,  &  gnmssimft  agrorum  melancholii;  de  Caesare  Fktcco^y  Nestore* 
&  miserandp  juvenis  cujusdam  ilorentissimi  fato,  anno  setatis  mxm  centesimo  praęmatoi^ 
^brepti.  Qa»  omnia  cum  accnratć  expeudens,  neoesse  est  ut  odeń  hanc  nieaai  ad-* 
mirandi  pkm^  varietate  constare  fiitearis.  Subitó  ad  Batavos  proficiscor,  laoro  ab  illil 
donandus.    Prius  ver6  Pembrochienses  voco  ad  certamen  Poeticum.    Yale. 

Illustrissima  tua  deosculor  cninu 

£.  SMITH. 


*  Pro  Flaceo,  animo  panlo  attentiorey  scripsissem  Marone. 
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TO  THE  RIOHT  HON. 


CHARLES  LORD  HALIFAX. 


MY  LORD, 

Ąs  soon  as  it  was  madę  known  that  your  lordship  was  not  displeased  with 
Ihis  play,  my  fnends  began  to  value  themselves  upon  the  interest  they  bad 
men  in  its  success;  I  was  touched  with  a  vanity  I  bad  not  before  been  ac- 
luainted  with,  and  began  to  dream  of  nothing  less  tban  the  immortality  of 
iy  work. 

And  I  hąd  snfficiently  shown  tliis  yanity  in  inscribing  tbis  play  to  your 
lordship,  did  I  only  consider  you  as  one  to  whom  so  many  admirable  pieces, 
wbom  the  praises  of  Italy,  and  the  best  Latin  poem  sińce  tbe  ^neid,  that  oa 
peace  of  Ryswick,  are  consecrated.  But  it  bad  been  intolerable  ^e- 
iption  to  have  addressed  it  to  you,  my  lord,  who  are  the  nicest  judge  of 
try,  were  you  not  also  the  greatest  encourager  of  it ;  to  you  who  excel 
tbe  present  age  as  a  poet,  did  you  not  surpass  ali  the  preceding  ones  as 
[patron. 

For  in  the  times  when  the  Muses  were  most  encouraged,  the  best  writers 

Ee  countenanced,  but  never  advanced;   they  were  admitted  to  the  ac- 
intance  of  the  greatest  men,  but  that  was  all  they  were  to  e>pect.     Tbe 
nty  of  the  patron  is  no  where  to  be  read  of  but  in  the  works  of  the  poets, 
Miereas  your  lordship^s  will  fili  those  of  the  historians. 

For  what  transactions  can  they  write  of,  which  have  not  been  managed 

PDe  who  were  recommended  by  your  lordship  ?  'Tis  by  your  lordsbip^s 
,  that  the  uniyeraities  have  been  real  nurseries  for  the  state ;  that  the 

TOL.  IX,  if 
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courts  abroad  are  charmed  by  the  wit  and  learning,  as  well  as  the  sagacity, 
of  our  ministers ;  that  Grermany,  Switzerland,  Muscovy,  and  even  Turkey 
itself,  begins  to  relish  the  politeness  of  the  English  ;  that  the  poets  at  hoine 
adorn  that  court  which  they  formerly  used  oniy  to  diyert ;  that  abroad  the; 
trayel,  in  a  manner  yery  nnlike  their  predecessor  Homer,  and  with  an 
eqiiipage  he  could  not  bestow,  eyen  on  the  heroes  he  designed  to  immortalize. 

And  this,  my  lord,  shows  your  knowledge  of  men  as  well  as  writmgs,  and 
your  judgment  no  less  than  your  generosity,  Yoti  haye  disdnguished  be- 
tween  those  who  by  their  inclinations  or  abilities  were  qualified  for  tlK 
pleasure  only,  and  diose  that  were  fit  for  the  seryice  of  your  country ;  yoi 
madę  the  one  easy,  and  the  other.useful :  you  have  left  the  one  no  occasioi 
to  wish  for  any  preferment,  and  you  haye  obliged  the  public  by  the  promo 
tion  of  the  others. 

0 

And  noW)  my  lord^  it  may  seem  odd  that  I  should  dwell  on  the  topie  o 
your  bounty  only,  wbeu  I  might  enlarge  on  so  many  others ;  when  I  ough 
to  take  notice  of  that  illustrious  family  from  which  you  are  sprung,  and  ye 
of  the  great  merit  which  was  necessary  to  set  you  on  a  leyel  with  it,  and  b 
raise  you  to  that  house  of  peers,  which  was  aiready  filled  with  your  relations 
when  I  ought  to  consider  the  brightness  of  your  wit  in  priyate  conyersatioi] 
and  the  solidity  of  your  eloquence  in  public  debates ;  when  I  ought  to  ad 
mirę  in  you  the  politeness  of  a  courtier,  and  the  sincerity  of  a  friend ;  th 
openness  of  behdyiour,  which  charms  all  who  address  themselyes  to  you,  ani 
yet  that  hidden  reserye,  which  is  necessary  for  those  great  afiairs  in  whic 
you  are  concerned. 

To  pass  over  all  these  great  qualities,  my  lord,  and  insist  only  on  yoi 
generosity,  looks  as  if  I  solicited  it  for  myself ;  but  to  that  I  quitted  a 
jnanner  of  claim  when  I  took  notice  of  your  lordship^s  great  judgment  in  tfa 
choice  of  those  you  adyance ;  so  that  all  at  present  my  ambition  aspires  ( 
is,  that  your  lordship  would  be  pleased  to  pardon  this  presumption^  an 
permit  me  to  profess  myself,  with  the  most  profound  respect^ 

your  lordship's  most  humble, 

and  most  obedient  senrant, 

EDM.  SMITH. 


POEMS 


OF 


EDMUND    SMITH. 


PHJBDRA   JtND   BIPPOLITUS, 

A  TRAGEDY. 

I 

DRAMATIS  PBRSONiE. 

MEfl. 

TheKiM,  king:  of  Ciete         -        Mr.  Betterton. 
"^S^  to  ~n ;  in  lorę  withjjj,  ^^ 

Łyoon,  minister  of  state,        -         Mr.  Keen. 
Cistander,  captain  of  the  goards     Mr.  Corey, 

WOMSH. 

FtuBdra,  Theseas^s  aueen,  in  Iotc^  ^     « 
with  Hippolitna         ,        .        jMrs.  Barry. 

with  Hippblitns       .        .         JM".  Oldfiełd. 

OUAKSS,  ATTENDANTS. 

'Cee  the  Prologiue  and  Epilogue  in  the  Pocns  of 
Addison  and  Prior.} 


ACT  I.    SCENĘ  I. 
JBnler  Cratander  and  Łycon* 
I  LYCON. 

^^  strange,  Cratander,  that  the  loyal  Phadia 

'  '*'   Sboiild  still  continue  resolate  in  grief, 

JAiid  obatinfltely  wretched : 

hit  one  80  gay,  io  beantifo!  and  youngf 

hf  fodlike  virtae  and  imperial, power, 

flicnld  fly  Inyiting  joys,  and  court  destruction. 

CRATANDBIL 

Iatherenotcau8e,whenlately  join'd  in  marriagc. 
To  hare  the  king  her  husband  calPd  to  war  f 
Ttoi  for  three  tedious  moons  to  moum  his  ahaence, 
Horknoiwhialrte? 

ŁYCOir. 

The  king  may  cauie  her  sonów. 
Bot  not  hy  absence.    Oft  Pve  seen  him  hang 
With  greedy  eyes,  and  languish  o'er  her  beauties ; 
Sbe  firom  bia  wide,  deceiTM,  desiring  azms 
Flew  tajtelessy  loathing ;  whibit  dejected  Theseus, 
With  moumfiil  loving  eyet  parsu'd  her  flight» 
And  dropŁ  a  ailent  tear. 

CRATANDBIU 

Ha !  this  ifl  hatred, 
Dkis  ia  a^erslon,  henoar,  detestation : 
Whj  did  the  4qeea,  who  might  hare  culł'd  otf&kind^ 


Why  did  she  gitre  her  person  and  her  ttirtme 
To  one  she  loathM  ł 

P^baps  she  thonght  it  jąst 
That  he  should  wear  the  crown  his  va]our  sav'd* 

CBATAMBBIL 

Gould  she  not  glut  his  hopes  with  wealth  aoA 
honour, 
Reward  his  vaIour,  yet  reject  his  love  ? 
Why,wben  a  happy  Aiother,  queen,  and  widów  { 
Why  did  she  Wed  old  Thesens  ?  While  his  son, 
The  brare  Hippolitus,  with  equa]  youtb. 
And  equal  beauty,  might  have  ftlFd  her  arma. 

ŁYCOir. 

Hippolitus  (m  distant  Scjrthia  born^ 
The  warlike  Amazon,  Camilla*s  son), 
Tiił  our  queen's  marriage,  was  unknown  to  Crete ; 
And  sare  the  queen  could  wish  him  still  unknown: 
She  loaths,  detests  him,  flies  his  hated  presence. 
And  shrinks  and  trembles  at  his  yery  name. 

CRATANOES. 

Weil  may  she  hatethe  princeahe  needs  mostfear^ 
He  may  dispute  the  crown  with  Ph»dni'8  son. 
He^s  brave,  he»8  fiery,  youtfaAil,  and  belovM; 
His  couragecharms  the  men,  his  form  the  won^en  i 
His"  very  sports  are  war. 

ŁYCON. 

O I  he's  all  bero,  scorns  th'ingIorious  ease 
Of  lazy  Crete,  delights  to  shine  in  anns. 
To  wield  the  sword,  and  kmch  the  pointed  speart 
To  tamę  the  generoUs  horse,  that  nobly  wild 
Neichs  on  the  hills.  and  dares  the  angry  lion : 
To  join  the  stru^gling  coursers  to  his  chariot. 
To  make  their  stubbom  necks  the  rein  obey. 
To  tum,  to  stop,  or  stretch  along  the  plahu 
Now  the  queen's  sick,  there's  danger  in  his  coii. 
rage.-^ 

Be  ready  with  your  giiards.-4  fear  Hippolitus. 

lExił  Grat. 
Fear  him  f  for  what  ?  poor  silly  rirtiiom  wielch* 
AfTectin?  srlory,  and  contemning  power: 
Warm  without  pride,  without  ambition  braye ; 
A  senseless  bero,  fit  to  be  a  too) 
To  those  whose  godlike  souls  are  tumM  for  empire^ 
An  open  bonest  fool,  that  loves  and  hates, 
And  yet  morę  fool  to  own  it.    Hr  hatrs  flattetef% 
He  ha^  me  too ;  weak  boy,  to  make  a  foe 
Where  he  might  hare  a  slaye.    I  hate  him  to#| 
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Butcringe,  and  flatter,  faWn,  adorCiyeŁhate  hkn. 
Let  the  queen  lirę  or  die,  the  prince  miist  fali. 

Erder  Isinena. 

What !  still  attending  on  the  queen,  Ismena  ? 

O  channing  yirg^n !  O  exaited  virtue  ! 

Can  still  your  goodness  conquer  all  your  wrongs  ? 

Are  you  not  robb'd  of  your  Athenian  crown  ? 

Was  not  your  royal  £ither,  Pallas,  slain, 

And  all  his  wretched  race,  by  conquering  ^eseus? 

And  do  you  still  watch  o^er  his  consort  Phs^dra, 

And  still  repay  such  cnielty  with  lo^e  } 

ISBIENA. 

Let  them  be  cniel  that  delight  in  miscbief, 
I*m  of  a  softer  mould,  poor  Phaedra^s  sorrows 
Pierce  througb  my  yidding  heart,  and  wound  my 
flouL 

ŁYCON. 

Now  thrice  the  risiog  Sun  has  cheer'd  the  world, 
Since   she  renew'd    her   strength  with  dne  re- 

ireshment; 
Thrice  has  the  night  brought  easeto  man,tobeast, 
Since  wretched  Phiedra  cl08'd  her  streaming  eyes : 
She  flies  all  rest,  all  necessary  food, 
ResoW^d  to  die,  nor  capable  to  li^e. 

I8MENA. 

But  now  her  grief  has  wrougfat  her  into  frenzy ; 
The  hnages  her  troubled  ikncy  forms 
Are  inooheienty  wild;  her  woids  disjointet) : 
Sometimes  she  raves  for  musie,  light,  and  air ; 
Nor  air,  nor  light,  nor  musie,  calm  her  pains ; 
Then  with  ^xtatic  strength  she  springs  aloft, 
4nd  moTes  and  bounds  with  vigour  not  her  own. 

ŁYCON. 

-     Then  life  is  on  the  whig,  then  most  she  sinks 
Whei^  most  she  seems  reviv*d.    Łike  boil ing  water 
Thatfoams  and  hisses  o'erthe  crackling  wood. 
And  bubbles  to  the  brim )  eT^n  then  most  wasting, 
When  most  it  swells.  / 

ISKEMA. 

My  lord,  now  try  your  art ; 
Her  wild  disorder  may  disclose  the  secret 
Her  cooler  sense  conceal'd ;  the  Pythian  goddess 
Is  dumb  and  suUen,  till  with  fury  flll*d 
She  spreads,  she  rises,  growing  to  the  sight, 
She  stares,  she  foams,  she  raves ;  the  awfiil  secrets 
Bnrst  from  her  trembling  lips,  and  ease  the  tor- 

tor*d  maid. 
But  Phaedra  comes,  ye  gods !  how  pale,  how  weak ! 

Enter  PhSBdra  and  Attendants. 

PIŁCDRA. 

Stay,  Ytnnns,  stay,  PU  rest  my  weary  steps ; 
My  strength  forsakes  me,  and  my  dazzled  eyes 
Ake  with  the  flashing  light,  my  loosenW  knees 
SinkundertheirduUweigh^;  suppo^me,  Lyooo. 
Alas !  I  fainU 

ŁYOON. 

Afibrd  her  ease,  kind  Heaven ! 

PHiBDRA. 

Why  blaze  these  jewels  round  my  wretched  head ! 
Why  all  tbis  laboar*d  elegance  of  dress ! 


Why  llow  these  wanton  cnris  in  srtliil  rings  \ 
Take,  snatch  them  hence !  alas  !  you  all  conspire 
To  beap  new  sorrows  on  my  tortnr*d  soul : 
AU,  all  conspire  to  make  your  queen  unhappy ! 

^  ISMBirA. 

This  you  requir*d,  and  to  the  pleasin}?  task 
Caird  your  officious  maids,  and  urg'd  their  art ; 
You  bid  them  lead  you  from  yon  hideons  darkneas 
Td  the  glad^  cheerin.;  day,  yet  now  a^oid  it. 
And  bate  t^e  light  you  sought. 

PHiEDRA. 

Oh!  myLycon! 
Oh  !  how  I  long  to  lay  my  weary  head 
On  tender,  flowery  beds,  and  springing  grus. 
To  stretch  my  limbs  beneaCh  the  spreading  shades 
Of  renerable  oaks,  to  slake  my  thirat 
With  the  cool  nectar  of  refreshing  sjłriogs. 

ŁYCON. 

Pil  sooth  her  frefizy ;  come,  Phedra,  let*s  away, 
Let's  to  the  woods,  and  lawns,  and  limpid  streams  \ 

PIŁADRA. 

Come,let^s  away,  and  Łhou,  most  brigbt  Diana, 
Goddess  of  woods,  immortal,  chaste  Diana  ! 
Goddess  presiding  o^er  the  rapid  race. 
Place  me,  O  place  me  in  the  dusty  ring 
Where  youthful  charioiteers  contend  for  glory ! 
See  how  they  mount  and  shake  the  flowi^g  reins !  - 
See  from  the  goal  the  fiery  coursers  bound, 
Now  they  strain  panting  up  the  steepy  hill, 
Now  swjeep  along  its  top,  now  neigh  along  the  vale ! 
How  the  car  raltles !  how  its  kindling  wbeels 
Smoke  in  the  whirl !  The  circiing  sand  ascends. 
And  in  the  ooble  dust  the  chariofs  lost ! 


What,  madam! 


ŁYCON. 


PHAEDRA. 


Ah,  my  Lycon  !  ah,  what  said  1 1 
Where  was  I  hurry'd  by  my  rovłng  fancy  ! 
My  languid  eyes  are  wet  with  sodlden  tears. 
And  on  my  face  unbidden  blushes  glow. 

ŁYOON. 

.  Blush then,  but  blush  for  your  destructire  silence; 
That  tears  your  soul,  and  weighs  you  down  to  death  ; 
Oh  \  should  you  die  (ye  powers  foibid  ber  death!) 
Who  then  would  shield  (rom  wrongs  your  helpleas 

«>rphan ! 
O !  be  might  waoder,  PhsBdra's  son  mig^t  wander, 
A  naked  suppliant  through  the  world  for  aid  ! 
Then  Ule  may  ery,  in^oke  his  mother's  name : 
He  may  be  doom'd  to  chains,  to  shame,  to  death, 
While  proud  Hippolitus  shall  mount  his  throne. 


PHADRA. 


O  Heavens ! 


ŁYOON. 

Ha !  PhsBdra,  are  you  touch'd  at  this ! 


PHJBDRA. 


Unhappy  wretch!   what 
spoke? 


nane  was  tbat  yot 
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ŁYCON. 

And  does  his  name  pro^ok^  your  just  resent- 
menU! 
Tbea  let  it  raise  yoar  f«ar,  as  well  as  ragę : 
Tbink  faow  you  vroDg*d  him,  to  his  father  wrongM 

.  hiin ! 
ThiQkhovyoiidrove  him  heuce^a  wanderinjĘC  exile 
To  distaot  climes  !  then  think  what  certaia  rep* 

geanoe 
His  ragę  may  wreak  on  jrour  unhappy  orphan ! 
For  his_  sake  then  renew  yourdrooping  spirits, 
Peed,  withnew  oil,  the  wasting  lampof  life, 
l^t  irinks  and  trembles,  uow,  just  now  expiring : 
Uake  haate,  preseire  your  life  ! 

PIŁEDRA. 

Alas !  too  long, 
7oo  loog  have  I  preserv*d  that  guilty  life. 

I.Y0OV. 

Guilty!  whatgniltl  basblood^hashorridmuider, 
IfliU>nied  your  hands ! 

1 

'   Alas !  my  hands  are  guiltless: 
lut,  oh!  mybeart*sdeffl*d! 
Trt  said  too  much,  forbear  the  rest,  my  Lycon, 
^nd  let  ioe  die  to  save  the  black  coiifession. 

ŁYCON. 

Die/tlwn,  but  not  alone !  old  faithftil  Lycon 
Sbdl  be  a  rictim  to  your  cruel  silence. 
Will  you  DoŁ  tell  ?  O  loTely,  wretched  queen ! 
Sy  ali  tbe  cares  oi  your  first  infant  years, 
^alJ  tike  love,  and  faith,  and  zeal,  lVe  Bhow*d  you, 
Tell  me  yomr  griefś,  imfold  yourhidden  sorrows, 
AM  teacb  your  Lycon  how  to  bring  you  eomfort 

PBiBDRA. 

I    What  diall  1  say,  malicious,  cruel  powers ! 
|0  vfaere  sball  I  begin  !  O  cmel  Yenus  !      ^ 
iBov  fiitfti  lore  bas  been  to  all  our  race ! 

ŁYCOW. 

ityinadain;  let  it  dip  in  silence. 

PJŁBDRA. 

!  O  unhappy  sister ! 

ŁYCON. 

to  record  your  sistei^s  gńef  and  shame. 

PHADRA. 

Atd  tmee  the  cruel  god  of  love  requires  it, 
I M  tbe  last,  and  most  undone  of  oU. 

'  LYCON. 


Do  yoa  then  loYe  ? 


k 


PH.SDBA. 


Alas !  1  groan  beneath 
^  the  goilt,  the  shame,  of  impious  loye. 


ŁTGON. 


Do  not  upbraid  me,  Lycon  I 
I  love ! — Alas  I  I  shudder  at  the  name. 
My  blood  runs  back^rd,  ąnd  my  faultering  tongue 
Sticks    at    the  ^souud  ! — 1   love ! — ^O   righteou» 

Heaven ! 
Why  was  I  bom  with  such  £  sense  of  rirtue, 
So  great  abhorrence  of  the  smallest  crimc, 
And  yet  a  slave  to  such  impetuous  guilt ! 
Rain  on  me,  gods,  your  plagucs,  your  sharpest 

tortures, 
Afflict  my  soul  with  any  thing  but  guilt — 
And  yct  that  guilt  is  minę ! — Iii  think  no  morcu 
ni  to  the  woods  among  the  happier  brutes  : 
Come,  let's  away  !  hark  the  shrill  hom  resonnds, 
The  joily  buntsmen^s  cries  rend  the  wide  Hearens ! 
Come,  o^er  the  hills  pursue  the  bounding  stag, 
Come,  cbase  the  lion  and  the  fbaming  boar, 
Come,  rouse  up  all  the  monsters  of  the  wood, 
For  there,  eWn  there,  Hippolitus  will  guard  me ! 


Hippolitus ! 


ŁYCON. 


PHiEDRA. 


FoiUd  it,  HeftTen^ 


Who*8  he  that  names  Hippolitus  ! 
Ah  !  Pm  betrayM,  aud  all  my  guilt  discorer^d  ! 
Oh!    give  me  poison,  swórds — 1*11  not  lirę,  not 

bear  it ; 
PU  stop  my  breath ! 

ISMENA. 

Tm  lost,  but  what*k  that  loss ! 
Hippolitus  is  lost,  or  lost  to  me  : 
Yet  should  ber  cbarms  prevail  upon  his  soul, 
Should  he  be  false,  I  would  not  wish  him  iii, 
With  my  last  parting  breath  Pd  bless  my  lord ; 
Then  in  some  lonely  desert  placje  expire, 
Whence  my  unhappy  death  should  never  reach 

him, 
Lest  it  should  wound  his  peace,  or  damp  his  joys. 

lAskk. 

ŁYCON. 

Think  still  the  secret  in  your  royal  breast. 
For  by  the  awfiil  miyesty  of  Jotc, 
By  the  all-seeing  Sun,  by  righteous  Minos, 
By  all  your  ktndred  gods,  we  swear,  O  Phedra, 
Sa§e  as  our  IItcs,  well  keep  the  fiaital  secret. 

ISMENA,  &c. 
We  swear,  all  swear,  to  keep  it  erer  secret. 

PHADRA. 

Keep  it !  from  whom  ?  why  it's  already  koown, 
The  tale,  the  whisper  of  the  babbling  Tulgar !    • 
Oh !  can  you  keep  it  from  yourselTes,unknow  it } 
Or  do  you  think  pm  so  far  gone  in  guilt, 
That  I  can  see,  can  bear  the  looks,  the  eyes, 
Of  one  who  knows  my  black  detested  crimes, 
Of  one  who  knows  that  Phaedra  love8  ber  son  } 

ŁYCON. 

Unhappy  queen  !  august,  unhappy  race ! 
Oh !  why  did  Theseus  touch  this  fotal  shore  ? 
Why  did  he  sare  us  from  Nicander's  arms. 
To  bring  worse  ruin  on  us  by  his  love  ? 
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PBJBDiU* 

His  loTe  indeed !  for  that  unhappy  hoar, 
In  which  tbe  priests  join'd  Theseus'  hand  to  mioe, 
Show'd  the  yoiAig  Scjrthian  to  my  dazzled  eyes. 
Gods !  how  I  shook !  what  boiling  heat  inflam'd 
My  panting  breast !  how  from  the touch  of  Theseiu 
My  slack  hand  dropt,  and  all  the  idle  pomp, 
Priests,  altan,  ▼ictimsy  swam  before  my  sight ! 
Thegod  of  loTe,  ev*n  the  whołegod,  poisest  me ! 

I^TCON. 

At  once,  at  flrst  possest  you  ? 

PBADRA. 

Yes,  at  fint ! 
Iliat  iatal  evening  we  punued  the  chase, 
When  from  behind  the  wood,  with  rustling  sound, 
A  monstrons  boar  raśh*d  forth ;  his  balefiil  eyes 
Shot  glaring  fire,  and  bis  stiff-pointed  biistles 
Kosę  high  vpon  his  back ;  at  me  he  madę, 
Whetting  his  tnsks,  and  churning  hideous  foam : 
Then,  then  Hippolitus  flew  in  to  aid  me ; 
CoUecting  all  himielf,  and  rising  to  the  blow, 
He  launch*d  the  wbistiing  spear;  tbe  welUaim'd 

jayelin 
PiercM  his  tough  hide,  and  ąniyer^d  in  his  heart; 
The  monster  fell,  and  gnashing  with  huge  tnsks 
Plow'd  np  the  crimson  earth.  But  then  Hippolitus, 
Gods!  how  he  mov*d  aod  look'd  when  he  ap- 

proach'd  me ! 
When  hot  and  panting  from  the  sayage  conąuest, 
Dreadńi)  as  Mun,  and  as  his  Venus  lovely, 
His  kindling  cbeeks  with  purple  beauties  glow'd, 
His  lovely,  ąparkling  eyes  shot  martiat  fires : 
Oh  godlike  form !  oh  extasy  and  transport ! 
My  breath  grew  short,  my  beating  heart  sprung 

upward, 
And  kiip*d  and  boanded  in  my  heaTing  bosom. 
Alas  1  Pm  pleasM,  the  horrid  story  charms  me. — 
No  moi^-»That  night  with  fear  and  love  I  sicken'd. 
Oft  1  receiT'd  his  fiital  charming  Tisits ; 
Then  would  he  talk  with  such  an  heavenly  grace, 
Look  with  ftnch  dear  oompassion  on  my  pains, 
That  1  could  wtsh  to  be  so  sick  for  ever. 
My  ean,  my  greedy  eyes,  my  tbinty  soul, 
Drank  gorging  in  the  dear  deiicious  poison, 
Till  I  was  lost,  quite  lost  in  impious  loTe : 
And  shall  I  drag  an  execrable  \ih  z 
And  shall  I  hoai^  upguilt,  and  treasure  Tengeance  ? 

ŁYCON. 

No ;  laboor,  strive,  subdue  that  guilt  and  Uve. 

PBADBA. 

Did  I  not  laboar,  striTe,  all-seeing  powen ! 
Did  I  not  weep  and  pray,  impk>re  your  aid  ^ 
Bumt  clouds  of  inct^ąse  on  your  loaded  altars  ? 
Oh !  I  caU'd  Heav*n  and  Earth  to  my  assistance, 
All  the  ambitiotts  tbirst  of  fiune  and  empire^ 
And  aO  the  honest  pride  of  conscious  Tirtue : 
I  struggled,  raT'd ;  tbe  new-borp  passion  leign^l 
Almighty  in  bis  birth. 


"To  gain  his  loTe  ? 


LYCOir. 

I>id  yQQ  e*er  tvy 


PILBORA, 

Avert  such  crimes,  ye  powen ! 
Not.to  atoid  bU  IotCi  I  soąght  his  ha^ręd  | 


I  wrong^d  himr«himn*d  himi  btnishM  him  irom 

Creie, 
I  sent  him,  dnnre  him,'  from  my  longing  si{^t ; 
In  yain  I  drove  him,  for  his  tyrant  form 
Reign*d  in  my  heart,  and  dwelt  before  my  eyes* 
If  to  the  gods  I  pray'd,  the  Tery  yows 
I  madę  to  HeaT'n,  were,  by  my  erring  toogoe, 
Spoke  to  Hippolitus.    If  I  try'd  to  sleep, 
Straight  to  my  drowsy  eyes  my  restless  fiuicy 
Brought  back  his  fiital  form,  and  curst  my  ślumber. 

ŁYCON. 

Fint  let  me  try  to  melt  him  into  lo^e. 

PHiEDRA. 

No ;  did  his  hapless  passion  equal  minę, 
I  would  refose  the  bliss  I  most  desii^d, 
Consult  my  fome,  and  sacrifice  my  life. 
Yes,  I  would  die,  Heaven  knows,tbi8  very  momenty 
Ratherthan  wrong  my  lord,  my  hnsband  Theseus. 

ŁYCOir. 

Perhaps  that  lord,  that  husband,  is  no  morę  ; 
He  went  from  Crete  in  hastę,  his  army  thin. 
To  meet  the  numerous  troops  of  fierce  Molossiana; 
Yet  though  he  Utcs,  while  ebbingUfe  decays, 
Think  on  your  son. 

PHiSDRA. 

Alas !  that  shocks  me, 
O  let  me  see  my  young  one,  let  mc  snatch  ' 
A  hasty  (arewell,  a  last  dying  kiss ! 
Yet  stay,  his  sight  will  melt  my  just  resolyes  ; 
But  oh !  I  beg  with  my  last  sallying  breath, 
Cherisb  my  babę. 

Enier  Messenger. 

MESSENGER. 

Madam,  I  griere  to  tell  you 
What  you  must  know— Your  royal  httriMiid'8  dead. 

PRODEA. 

Dead !  oh  ye  powen ! 

ŁYCON. 

O  fortnnate  erent ' 
Then  earth-bom  Lycon  may  ascend  the  throne^ 
Leare  to  his  happy  son  the  crown  of  Jove, 
And  be  ador'd  like  him.  {AiideJ]  Moum,  mourUf 

yeCretans, 
.  Since  he  is  dead,  whose  ralour  sav'd  your  isle, 
Whose  prudent  care  with  flowiug  plenty  crownM 
His  peacefol  subjects ;  as  your  towering  Ida 
With  spreading  oak8,and  with  descending  atreams, 
Shades  and  enriches  all  the  plains  below, 
Say,  how  be  dy'd. 

MESSENGER. 

He  dy*d  as  Hieseus  ougfat, 
In  battle  dy'd ;  Philotas,  now  a  prisoner, 
That,  rushing  on,  foucht  nęięt  his  royal  person, 
7'hat  saw  his  thundering  arm  beatsąuadrons  dowii) 
Saw  the  great  rival  of  Alcides  fiiU  t 
These  eyes  beheld  his  well-known  steed,  bdield 
A  proud  baibarian  glittering  in  his  arms, 
Encumbei^d  with  the  spoiL 

PHAU>RA. 

Is  he  then  dead ! 
Is  my  much^iąjur^d  lorda  my  Hieseu^  dead ! 


PHiEDRA  AND  HIPPOUTUS, 
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And  dont  I  shed  one  tear  npon  his  urn ! 
Wbat,  not  a  sigh,  a  groan,  a  soft  complaint ! 
Ab !  tbese  are  tributes  due  frojn  pious  brides, 
Fnm  a  cbaste  matron,  and  a  rirtuous  wife : 
Bot  saTage  Łove,  the  tyrant  of  my  heart, 
CUims  all  my  sorrows,  and  usurps  my  grief. 

ŁYCON. 

Dłsmiss  that  grief,  and  give  a  łoose  to  joy : 
Be't  dead,  the  bar  of  all  yoar  bliss  is  dead ; 
life  then,  my  queen,  forget  the  wrinkled  Tbeseus, 
And  take  the  youthfiu  hero  to  your  arms. 

PBLfiDRA. 

I  dare  not  dow  admit  of  such  a  thought. 
And  bless*d  be  Heayen,  that  steePd  my  stubborn 

heart, 
Tkat  madę  me  shun  the  bridal  bed  of  TheseuSi 
Aad  gt?e  him  empire,  but  refiise  him  love, 

ŁYCON. 

Then  may  his  happier  son  be  blessM  with  both ; 
Then  rouze  your  soul,  and  muster  all  your  charms, 
Sooth  his  ambitious  raind  with  thirst  of  empire, 
And  aU  his  tender  thougfats  with  soft  allurements. 

PHMDRA, 

Bot  ahoold  the  youth  reiuse  my  proffier^d  love  t 

0  sbonld  be  throw  me  from  his  loathing  arms ! 

1  iiear  the  tnal;  for  1  know  HippoHtus 
Fierre  in  the  right,  and  obstinately  good : 
Wben  round  beset,  his  Tirtue,  like  a  flood, 
Breaks  with  resistless  force  th>  opposing  dams, 
Andbearsthemottndsalong;  they're  hurried  on, 
And  swell  the  torrent  they  were  rai8*d  to  stop. 

I  dare  not  yet  lesołre  ^  PU  ti-y  to  li^e, 
And  to  the  awfiil  gods  Pil  leave  the  rest 

ŁYCON. 

Madam,  yoar  signet,  that  your  siarę  may  ordf.T 
What^s  most  convenient  for  your  royal  seryice, 

PHLfiDRA. 

I    Take  it,  and  with  it  take  the  fate  of  Phaedra : 
;  And  tbou,  O  Yenus,  aid  a  suppliant  queen, 
I  That  owns  thy  triumphs,  and  adorcs  thy  power : 
!  O  spare  thy  captives,  and  subduc  thy  foes. 
Ob  this  cdd  Scythian  iet  thy  power  be  known, 
;  And  in  a  lGnrer's  cause  assert  thy  own  ; 
Then  Crete,  as  Paphos,  shall  adore  thy  shrine ; 
This  nurse  of  Jore  with  grateful  fires  shall  shine, 
Aod  with  thy  fiithei^s  flames  shall  worship  thine. 

[Ejrit  Pb«dra,  &c. 

ŁYCON  tobu, 

U  the  proposes  lorę,  why  then  as  surely 
Bis  hanghty  soul  refiises  it  with  scpm. 

Ssy  1  confine  him  I If  she  dies,  be'8  safe  ; 

And  if  she  lires,  TU  work  ber  raging  mind. 
A  woman  8com'd,  with  ease  PU  work  to  Yengeanoe : 
With  humble,  (awning,  wise,  obseouious  arts, 
TM  role  the  whirl  and  transport  ot  ber  soul ; 
Then,  what  her  reason  hates,  ber  ragę  may  act. 
When  harks  glide  slowly  throngh  the  lazy  main, 
Tlie  baflled  pilots  tmn  the  helms  in  Tain ; 
When  diiren  by  winds,  they  cut  the  foamy  way, 
The  mddcrs  govem  and  the  ahips  obey, 

lErił. 


ACT  IL 

Enter  Phaedra,  Lycon,  and  Ismena. 

ErUer  Messenger. 

MB88ENGER. 

Madam,  the  Prince  Hippolitus  attends. 

PIUSDRA.  X 

Admit  him :  Where,  where  PhflMlra's  now  thy 

soul? 
What Shall  I  speak?    And  shall  my  guilty 

tongue 
Let  this  insulting  victor  know  his  power  ? 
Or  shall  1  still  confine  within  my  breąst 
My  restless  passions  and  devouring  flames  ? 
But  see  be  comes,  the  lovely  tyraijt  comcs. 
He  rushes  on  me  like  a  blaze  of  light, 
1  cannot  bear  the  transport  d  his  presence,        ' 
But  sink  oppress'd  with  woe.  [Swoont* 

Enter  Hippolitus. 

HIPPOUTUS. 

Immortal  gods ! 
What  haYe  I  done  to  raise  such  strange  ablior- 

rence! 
What  have  I  done  to  shake  her  shrinking  naturę 
With  my  approach,  and  kill  her  with  my  sight. 

ŁYCON. 

• 

Alas !  another  grief  devours  her  soul, 
And  only  your  assistance  can  reliere  her. 

HIPPOLITUS* 

Ha!  make  it  known,  that  I  may  fly  and  aid  her. 

LYCON. 

But  promise  ^rst,  my  lord,  to  kęep  it  secret, 

HIPPOLITUS. 

Promise !  I  swear,  on  this  good  sword  I  swear, 
This  sword,  which  first  gaiu*d  youthful  Theseąs 

honour; 
Which  oft  bas  punishM  perjury  and  falsehood  ^ 
By  thiuidering  Jove,  by  Greoian  Hercules, 
By  the  majestic  form  of  godlłK,e  heroes, 
That  shine  around,  and  consecrate  the  steel ; 
No  racks,no  shame,  shall  ever  force  it  from  ińe. 


Hippolitus ! 


PH.SD1IA. 


HIPPOLITUS, 


Yes,  tis  that  wretch  who  befcs  yoo  todismiss 
This  hated  object  from  your  eyes  for  ever ; 
Begs  leave  to  march  agatnst  the  fbes  of  Theseus, 
And  to  revenge  or  share  bis  fiather^s  fiite. 

PHAORA. 

Oh,  Hippolitus ! 
I  own  Vve  wroiłg'd  you,  most  ui^ustly  wrong^d 

you, 

DroYe  you  from  court,  from  Crete,  and  from  your 

iather; 
The  court,  all  Crete,  deplor*d  their  sufoing  hers^ 
And  I  (the  sad  occasion)  most  of  alL 
Yet  could  you  know  relenting  PhaQdra*s  soul^ 
Oh  could  you  think  with  wbat  reluctaat  grief 
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i  wTong'd  the  hero,  whom  I  wish^d  to  cherish ! 
Oh  !  youM  confess  me  wretcKed,  not  unkind, 
And  own  those  iU»  did  most  deseire  your  pity, 
Whicb  most  procurM  your  hate. 


HIPPOŁITUS. 

My  hate  to  Phsedra  ? 
Ha !  could  I  liate  the  royal  spouse  of  Theseus, 
My  queen,  my  mother  ? 

PHiEDRA. 

Why  your  queen  and  mother  ? 
Horę  humble  titles  suit  my  lost  condition. 
Alas !  the  iron  hand  of  Death  is  on  me^ 
And  I  have  only  time  t'  implore  your  pardon. 
Ah  !  wouid  my  lord  forget  injurious  Phaedra, 
And  with  compassion  riew  her  helpless  orphan ! 
Would  he  receive  him  to  his  dear  protection, 
Defend  his  youth  from  all  encroaching  foes ! 

BIPP0UTU8. 

Oh,  Pil  defmd  him  !  with  my  iife  defend  him  i 
Heayen8,dart  yourjudgments  on  this  faithless  head, 
If  I  don't  pay  him  all  a  8lave's  obedience. 
And  ail  a  fittber**  lorę. 

PKADRA. 

A  fether^s  love ! 
Oh  doubtful  sounds !  oh  yain  deceitfiil  bopes  ! 
My  grief 's  much  eas'd  by  this  transcending  good- 

oess. 
And  Tbeseus'  death  sits  lighter  ou  my  soul : 
Death  ?  He'8  not  dead !  he  liyes,  he  breath^es,  be 

speaks, 
He  Iives  in  you,  he'8  present  to  my  eyes, 
I  see  him,  speak  to  him.— —My  heart !  I  rare 
And  all  my  fblly's  known. 

HIFPOUTUS. 

Oh !  glorious  folly  ! 
See  Theseus,  see,  how  much  your  Phaedra  lo¥'d 
you. 

PHJBDRA. 

Łovehim,indeed !  dote,  languish,  die  for  him, 
Forsake  my  lóod,  my  sleep,  all  joys  for  Theseus, 
(But  not  that  boary  yenerable  Theseus) 
But  Theseus,  as  he  was,  when  mantliug  blood 
GJoWd  in  his  loyely  cheeks ;  when  his  bright  eyes 
Sparkled  with  youthful  fires ;  when  eyery  grace 
Shone  in  the  fiather,  which  now  croWns  ttit  son; 
When  Theseus  was  Hippolitos. 

HIPPOUTUS.  . 

H» !  Amazement  strikes  me ! 
Where  will  this  end? 

ŁYCOW. 

Is  't  diflftcult  to  guess  ? 
Does  not  her  flying  paleness  that  but  now 
Sat  cold  and  languid  in  her  ftding  cheek, 
(Where  now  sncceeds  a  momentary  lustre) 
Boes  not  her  beating  heart,  her  trembling  limbs, 
Her  wishing  looks,  her  speech,  her  present  silence, 
AU>  all  proclaim  imperial  Pbaedra  ląyes  you. 

HIPPOLITU8. 

What  do  I  hear  ?  What,  does  no  lightning  flash. 
Ko  thunder  bt  llow,  wh«*n  such  monstrous  crimes 
Are  owQ'd,  avow'd,  confest  ?  AU-seeing  Sun  ! 


Hide,  hide  in  shameful  night  thy  beamy  liead» 
And  cease  to  yiew  the  horrours  of  thy  race. 
Alas !  I  share  th'  ama^ug  guilt ;  these  eyes, 
That  first  inspir^d  the  black  incestuous  flame, 
These  ears,  that  heard  the  tale  of  impious  loye, 
Are  all  accurs^d,  and  all  deserre  your  thunder. 

POiBDRA.  * 

Alas  !  my  lord^  belieye  me  not  so  yile. 
Nó :  by  thy  goddess,  by  the  chaste  Diana, 
Nonę  but  my  first,  my  much-loy'd  lord  Arsamnes, 
Was  e*er  peceiv*d,  in  these  unhappy  arms. 
No  !  for  the  love  of  thee,  of  those  dear  charmsy 
Which  now  I  see  are  doom^d  to  be  my  ruin, 
I  still  deny*d  my  lord,  my  husband  Theseus, 
The  chaste,  the  modest  joys  of  spotlessmaniage; 
That  droye  him  hence  to  war,  to  stonny  seas. 
To  rocks  and  waves  less  cruel  than  his  Phaedra. 

HIPPOŁITUS. 

If  that  droye  Theseus  henoe,  then  that  kiiPd 
Theseus, 
And  cruel  Phedra  kiU*d  her  husband  Theseus. 

PHiEDRA. 

Forbear,  rash  jrouth,  nor  dare  to  rouze  my 
yengeance ; 
You  need  not  urge,  nor  tempt  my  swdiing  ragę 
With  bjack  reproaches,  scom,  and  proyocatioD, 
To  do  a  deed  my  reason  would  abhor. 
Łong  bas  the  secret  stmggled  in  my  breast, 
Lojig  has  it  rack'd  and  rent  my  tortur'd  boaoni ; 
But  now  'tis  out  Shame,  ragę,  confiiston,  tear 
And  driye  me  on  to  act  unheard-of  crimes, , 
To  murder  thee,  myself,  and  all  that  Imow  it. 
As  when  conyulsions  cleaye  the  labouring  Eartb, 
Before  the  dismaJ  yawn  appears,  the  ground 
Trembles  and  heayes,  the  nodding  honses  crash  ; 
He^s  safe,  who  from  the  dreadftd  waming  flies. 
But  he  that  sees  its  opening  bosom,  diefli      lExiL 

HIPPOŁITDS. 

Then  letme  take  the  warning  and  retire; 
Pd  rather  trust  the  rough  lonian  wayes, 
Thau  woman^s  fiereer  ragę. 

[Ismena  thowt  henelf,  UttauMg* 

» 

ŁYCON. 

Alas  ?  my  lord, 
You  must  not  leaye  the  queen  to  her  despair. 

HIPPOUTUS. 

Must  not }  From  thee  ?  From  that  vile  upstait 
Łycon. 

LYCON. 

Yes :  from  that  Lycon  who  deriyes  his  greatneat 
From  PhaBdra'8  race,  and  now  would  guard  ber  Iife, 
Then,  sir,  forbear,  and  yiew  this  royal  signet. 
And  in  her  fiiithful  slaye  obey  the  queen. 

iF.nter  GuaitU. 
Guards,  watch  the  prince,  but  at  that  a wfiil  d  istance, 
With  that  respect,  it  may  not  seem  confinement^ 
But  only  meant  for  honour. 

HIPPOŁIT08. 

So,  confinement  is 
The  honour  Crete  bestows  on  Theseus*  son. 
Am  I  confin^d }  And  is  't  so  sopn  forgot. 


PHiEDRA  AJro  HIPPOUTUS. 
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WIie»   fieroe   ProcnisUit'  srms   o^er-ran    jour 

kingdom? 
When  yourstreets  echoM  with  the  cries  of  orphans, 
Your  shriekifig  maids  clung  round  the  hallowM 

shrines, 
When  all  yonr  palaces  and  lofty  towers 
Smok'd  on  the  earth,  when  the  red  sky  around 
61ov*d  with  yoar  city^s  flames  (a  dreadful  lustre) ; 
Tb€ii»  thea  my  6ither  flew  to  your  assibtaiice  ^ 
llieii  Theseus  sav'd  your  li ve8,  estates,  and  hoaours, 
And  do  you  thus  reward  the  hero's  toil  ? 
And  do  you  now  confine  the  hero's  son  ? 

LYCON. 

Ttke  not  an  easy  short  oonfinement  ill, 
MChioh  3^ur  uwn  safety  and  the  queen's  rcquires ; 
Bnt  fcar  not  augbt  from  one  that  joy s  to  senre  you. 

HIPPOUTUS. 

O,  I  disdain  thee,  traitor,  but  not  fear  thee. 
Nor  will  I  hear  of  senrices  from  Łycon. 
Thy  very  looks  are  lies,  etemal  folsehood 
Stnilea  in  thy  lips  and  flatters  in  thy  eyes ; 
Ev'n  in  thy  humble  face  I  read  my  ruin, 
In  every  cringing  bovr  and  &wning  smile  : 
Why  eise  d'yoa  whisper  out  your  dark  suspicions  ? 
Why  with  nudignant  elogies  increase 
Tbe  people'B  fears,  and  praise  me  to  my  ruin  ? 
Wby  throagh   the  troubled    stroets   of  frighted 

GnoBSUs 
Bo  bucklers,  belms,  and  polishM  armour  blaze  ? 
Wby  aoands  the  dreadfiil  din  of  instant  war, 
WbUat  still  tbe  foe^s  unknown  ? 

ŁYCON. 

Thcn  quit  thy  arts, 
Potoffthe  statesman  and  resume  thejudge. 
Tboa  Proteus,  shift  thy  variou8  forms  no  morę. 
Bot  boldly  own  the  god.    [^^idb.— 
That  ibe*8  too  near,  [To  Hipp. 

The  queen*8  disease,  and  yoar  aspiring  mind, 
Distiub  all  Crete,  and  give  a  loose  to  war. 

HIPPOUTUS. 

I 

Oods !  Dares  be  speak  thus  to  a  monarch'8  son  ? 
And  must  tbis  earth-bom  sJare  command  in  Crete  ? 
Was  it  for  this  my  god-Iike  father  fought  ? 
Did  Theseus  bleed  for  Lycon  ?  O  ye  Cretans, 
See  there  your  king,  the  successor  of  Minos, 
And  bdr  of  Jove. 

ŁTCOR. 

You  may  as  well  proToke 
That  Jove  yoń  worship,  as  tbis  slave  you  scorn. 
Go  sebie  AIcmaeon,  Nicias,  and  all    « 
;    The  black  abettors  of  his  impious  treason. 
Now  o'er  thy  bead  th'  aTenging  thunder  rolls : 
For  know,  on  ine  depends  thy  instant  doom. 
Tben  leam,  proud  prince,  to  bend  thy  baughty 

sool. 
And  if  tbon  thjnk'8t  of  life,  obey  the  queeD. 

■ 

HIPPOŁITUS. 

Then  free  from  fear  or  guiit  Tli  wait  my  doom: 
Wł.ate'er  *s  my  fault,  no  stain  shail  biot  my  glory. 

!    Vii  guard  my  bonour,  you  dispose  my  life ; 

\  {Ereunt  Lyc.  and  Crat 

Sioce  be  dares  braye  my  ragę,  the  dangcT^s  near. 
Tfu*  Łimoroii:>  hounds  that  bunt  tbe  gcnerous  lion 

I    Bay  afiir  off,  and  tremble  in  pursuit; 


Bot  when  be  stru^ies  in  th^entangling  toils,' 
Insulttbedying  prey.— — 'Tiskindlydone,  Ismena, 

^  [Ism.  enien, 

With  all  your  cbanns  to  Yisit  my  distress, 
Soften  my  chains,  and  make  confinement  easy. 
Is  it  then  given  me  tu  beboid  thy  beauties ; 
Those  blushing  8\veets,tbose  lovely  loving  eyes  ! 
To  press,  to  strain  thee  to  my  beatiug  beart, 
And  grow  thus  to  my  iove?  Whafsliberty  to  tbis? 
What^s  famę  or  greatness  ?  Take  them,  take  tbem» 

Phaedra, 
Freedom  and  ^me,  and  in  the  dear  confinement 
Enclose  me  thus  for  ever. 

ISMENA., 

O  Hippolitus  f 
O  I  could  ever  dwell  in  this  confinement ! 
Nor  wish  for  aught  while  I  behold my  lord; 
But  y et  that  wish,  that  only  wish  is  vain. 
When  my  bard  fate  thus  forces  me  to  beg  you, 
Drive  from  your  god-like  soul  a  wretch^  maid  ; 
Take  to  yourarms  (assist  me  Heaven  to  speak  it) 
Take  to  yoar  arms  imperial  Phaedra, 
And  think  of  me  no  morę. 

HIPPOŁITUS. 

Not  think  of  thee  ? 
What !  part,  for  ever  part }  Unkind  Ismena: 
Oh  !  can  you  think  that  deatb  is  faalf  so  dreadfol 
As  it  would  be  to  liye,  and  list  without  thee  ? 
Say,  sbould  I  quit  thee,  should  I  tum  to  Phsedra, 
Say,  could'st  thou  bear  it  ?  Could  thy  tender  soul 
£ndure  the  tormeut  of  despairing  love. 
And  see  me  settled  in  a  rivaPs  anns } 

ISMENA. 

Think  not  of  me :  perbaps  my  equal  mind  ^ 
May  leam  to  bear  the  fate  the  gods  allot  me. 
Yet  would  you  hear  me ;  could  your  lovM  Ismena 
With  all  ber  charms  o^er-rufe  your  sullen  hononr, 
You  yet  might  live,  nor  leave  tbe  poor  Ismena. 

HIPPOŁITUS. 

Speak,  if  I  can,  Pm  ready  to  obey. 

ISMENA. 

Oive  the  queen  bopes. 

HIPPOUTUS. 

No  morę.— ^y  soul  disdai^s  \i^ 
No,  sbould  I  try,  my  baughty  soul  would  swell; 
Sharpen  each  word,  and  tbreatten  in  my  eyes. 
O  !  shouki  I  stoop  to  cringe,  to  Ue,  forswear  ł 
Deserre  the  ruin  wbich.l  striye  to  shun  ? 

ISMENA. 

O,  I  can't  bear  this  cołd  contempt  of  death ! 
This  rigid  virtue,  that  prefers  your  glory 
To  liberty  or  life.    O  cruel  man ! 
By  these  sad  sighs,  by  these  poor  streaming  eyes. 
By  that  dear  love  that  makes  us  now  unhappy, 
Dy  the  near  danger  of  that  preciouii  life, 
Heaven  knows  I  value  much  above  my  own. 
What!  Notyetmov'd?  Are  you  resolv'd  on  deatb? 
Then,  ere  'tis  nigbt,  I  swear  by  ali  the  powers, 
This  steel  sbaU  eud  my  fears  and  life  together. 

HIPPOŁITUS. 

You  shan't  be  tnisted  with  a  life  so  precious. 
No,  to  tbe  court  Tli  pubiish  your  design. 
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Ev»ii  bloody  lycon  will  prevent  yoor  fiite ; 
Lycon  shall  wrench  the  dagger  from  your  boBom^ 
And  ravłng  Phsedra  will  presenre  Ismeua. 

ISHENA. 

Phasdra !  Come  on,  Pil  lead  yoa  on  to  Phaedra ; 
PU  ten  her  all  the  secrets  of  our  love, 
Give  to  her  rage  her  close  destructire  riyal ; 
Her  rival  surę  will  fali,  ber  love  may  8ave  you, 
Come  see  me  labour  in  the  pangs  of  deatb, 
My  agonizing  limbs,  my  dying  eyes, 
Dying,  yet  fixt  in  death  on  my  Hippolitus. 

BIPPOŁITUS. 

Wliat'8  your  design  ?  Ye  powen !  what  means 
my  love  ? 

ISMKHA. 

She  means  to  lead  you  in  the  road  of  fate ; 
She  means  to  die  with  one  she  can*t  presenre. 
Yet  when  yoa  cee  nie  pale  upon  the  earth, 
This  once'lov'd  form  grown  borrible  in  death, 
Surę  your  relenting  soal  would  wish  you*d  8av*d  me. 

HIPPOUTUB. 

Oh  !  PU  do  all,  do  any  tbing  to  sare  you, 
dire  up  my  famę  and  all  my  darUng  honour : 
PU  ran,  PU  fly;  what  you*U  oommand  111  say. 

I8MENA. 

Say,  what  occasion,  chance,  or  HeaTen  inspires : 
Say,  that  you  Iove  her,  that  yon  lov*d  her  long ; 
Say,  that  you  *11  wed  her,  sny  that  you  *U  comply ; 
Say,  to  preserre  your  life,  say  any  thlng. 

lEsii  Hip. 
Bless  him,  ye  powers !  aod  if  it  be  a  crime. 
Oh  !  if  the  pious  frand  offend  your  justice, 
Aim  aU  your  yengeance  on  Ismena's  head ; 
Punish  Ismena,  trat  fbrgive  Hippolitus. 
He'8    gone,   and   now    my  brave   resoWes    are 

staggei^d, 
Now  I  repent,  Uke  some  despairing  wretch 
That  boldly  plunges  in  the  frightful  dcep, 
Then  pants,  and  struggles  with  the  whiriingwares, 
▲nd  catches  erery  slender  reed  to  saye  bim. 

CHO. 

Bat  should  be  do  what  your  commands  enjoiu^d 
him, 
Say,  should  be  wed  ber  ? 

ISMEUA. 

Should  he  wed  the  queen  ! 
Ob  !  Pd  remember  that  'twas  my  reąuest, 
And  die  wali  pleas*d  I  madę  the  bero  happy. 

CHO. 

Die  1  does  Ismena  then  resolve  to  die  ? 

ISMENA. 

Can  I  then  live  ?  Can  I,  who  l0T'd  so  well 
To  part  with  all  my  biiss  to  save  my  lover } 
Oh  !  can  I  drag  awretched  life  without  bim. 
And  see  another  revel  in  his  arms  ? 
Ob  !  tis  in  death  alone  I  can  have  comfort ! 

Enter  Lycon. 

ŁYCOlf. 

What  a  iwene  is  tbls  !  Perfidioas  boy. 


Is  this  thy  truth  ?  Is  this  thy  boasied  bonour  t 

Then  all  are  rogues  alike :  I  nerer  tbought 

Bat  one  man  bonest,  and  that  one  decelyes  me. 

Ismena  here! 

'Tis  all  agreed,  and  now  the  prince  is  saie 
From  the  sure  rengeance  of  despairing  love. 
Now  Phsddra'srage  is  chang'd  to  soft  endearments. 
She  doats,  she  dies ;  and  few,  but  tedious  days, 
With  endJess  joys  wiU  crown  tbe  happy  pair. 

ISMENA. 

Does  he  then  wed  tbe  ąueen  ? 

ŁYCON. 

At  least  I  tbink  so. 
I,  when  the  prince  approach'd,  not  tar  retired 
Pale  with  my  doubts :  be  spoke ;  tb'  atteutiye  ąueen 
Dwelt  OD  his  accents,  and  her  gloomy  eyes 
Sparkled  with  gentler  fires :  he  blushing  bow'd, 
She  tmnbling,  lost  in  Ioyc,  with  soft  conliisioa 
Receiv»d  his  passion,  aod  retumM  her  own : 
7*faen  smiling  tumM  to  me,  and  bid  me  order 
The  pompous  rites  of  her  ensuing  nuptials, 
Wbich  I  must  now  pursue.  FareweU,  Ismena.  [Bcsb 

'     HMEITA. 

Then  111  retire,  and  not  disturb  their  joys. 

CHO. 

Stay  and  leam  morę. 

ISMENA. 

Ah !  wherefore  should  I  stay  > 
What!  ShaU  1  stay  to  rave,t»  upbraid,toliold  bim? 
To  snatch  tbe  struggling  charmer  from  ber  arms  ? 
For  could  you  think  that  open  generous  youth 
Could  with  fcign'd  love  decei^e  a  jealous  woman  ? 
Could  he  80  soon  grow  artful  in  dissembling  ? 
Ah !  without doubt  his  tbougbts  inspir*d  bis  tongne. 
And  all  his  soul  receiv'd  a  real  love. 
Perhaps  new  graces  darted  from  ber  eyes, 
Perhaps  soft  pity  charm'd  his  yielding  soul, 
Perhaps  ber  loye,  perhaps  ber  kingdom  cbaim'd 

him; 
Perhaps — Alas !  bow  many  things  migfat  cbann 

him! 

CHO. 

Wait  the  success :  it  is  not  yet  decided. 

ISMENA. 

Not  yet  decided  !  Did  not  Lycon  teU  os 
How  he  protested,  sigh»d,  and  lookM,  and  Tow'd : 
How  the  soft  passion  languishM  in  his  eyes  } 
Yes,  yes,  he  loves,  he  doats  on  PbSBdra^s  cfaarms. 
Now,  now  he  clasps  her  to  his  panting  brcast, 
Now  be  devoars  her  with  his  eagereyes, 
Now  grasps  her  hands  and  now  be  looks,  and  rows, 
Tbe  dear  false  things  that  charm*d  the  poor  Ismena. 
He  coines :  be  still,  my  heart,  the  tyrant  comes, 
Charming,  Łhough  false,  and  lovely  in  bis  guilt. 

Enter  Hippolitus. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

Why  bangs  that  cloudy  sorrow  on  your  brow  ? 
Why  do  you  sigh  ?  Why  flow  your  swelling  eyes, 
Tbose  eyes  tbatusM  with  joy  to  view  Hippolitua? 
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ISMEMA. 

My  lord,  mysonl  ischannM  frithyour  success; 
Tcni  know,  my  lord,  my  fears  are  bat  fur  yon, 
for  yourd«ar  life;  and  sińce  my  death  alone 
Can  make  yoa  safe,  that  soon  shall  make  yon 

happy. 
Tethad  yoa.  broaght  less  Iove  to  Pbsdra^s  arms, 
Myaottl  bad  parted  wjth  a  less  regret, 
Błest  łf  sorriTing  in  your  dear  remembrance. 

HIPPOUTUS. 

Yoor  deatb  !  My  loVe !  My  marriage !  And  to 
Phaedra! 
Hearme,  Ismena. 

I8MENA. 

No,  I  dare  not  hear  you. 
Bot  thongh  yon^re  been  thus  cruelly  unkind, 
Tboagb  yoa  ba^e  left  me  for  the  royal  Phadra, 
Tct  still  my  soul  o'er'-raas  with  fondness  t^wards 

you; 
Tet  stiU  I  die  with  joy  to  saye  Hippohtus. 

HtPPOŁITDS. 

Die  to  saye  me !  Gould  I  oatlive  Ismena ! 

IBMBHA. 

Yes,  you  *d  outlire  ber  in  your  Pbffidra's  anns, 
And  may  you  there  find  every  blooming  pleasure; 
Ob,  may  the  gods  sbower  blessings  on  thy  head  ! 
May  the  gods  crown  tby  glorious  anns  with  con- 

tpMBKtf 

And  att  thy  peacefal  days  witb  surę  repose ! 
May^st  thou  be  blest  with  lovely  Pbedra*a  diarms, 
And  for  thy  ease  forgot  the  lost  Ismena  ! 
f!uewell»  Hipiwlitus. 

HIPPOUTUS. 

Ismena,  stay. 
Staj,  hear  me  speak,  or  by  th'  infenial  powers 
IH  not  surńYe  the  minutę  you  depart. 

19U1SSA, 

What  woold  you  say  ?    Ah !  don't  deceive  my 


HIPPOUTUB. 

Deoeire  thee !  Why,  Ismena,  do  you  wrona:  me  ? 
Wfay  doubt  my  faith  ?  O  lovely,  cruel  maid  ! 
Why  wound  my  tender  soul  with  harsh  suspicion ! 
Oh !  by  thoae  charming  eyes,  by  thy  dear  love, 
I  neither  thouf^t  nor  spoke,  designM  nor  promi8*d 
To  łove,  or  wed  the  queen« 

ISMBNA. 

Speak  on,  my  lord, 
My  honest  soul  indines  me  to  be1ieve  thee ; 
And  much  1  fear,  and  much  I  hope  IVe  wrong*d 
thee. 

HIPPOŁITDS. 
Thenthus.  lcameandspake,butscarceof  love; 
The  easy  qoeen  receiv'd  my  faint  address 
With  eager  hope  and  uDsuspicious  faith. 
Lycon  with  seeming  joy  dismiss>d  my  guards. 
My  generotts  soul  disdain^d  the  mean  deceit, 
But  stiU  decei  v'd  ber  to  obey  Ismena. 


ISMEMA. 

Arttbcmthentnie?   Thouart  Oh,  pardon  me. 


Pardon  the  enrours  of  a  silly  mud, 
Wild  with  ber  fears,  and  mad  with  jealousy ; 
For  still  that  fear,  that  jealousy,  was  love. 
Hastę  then,  my  lord,  and  sare  yourself  by  flight ; 
And  when  you  're  absent,  when  your  god-like  form 
Shall  cease  to  cheer  forlorn  Ismena^s  eyes, 
Then  let  each  day,  each  hour,  each  minutę,  bring 
Some  kind  remembrance  of  your  constant  love ; 
Speakof  your l^ealth,  your  fprtune,  and  your  friends 
(For  suro  those  friends  shall  bare  my  tenderest 

Włsbes)  ^ 
Speak  much  of  all ;  but  of  tby  dear,  dear  lorę, 
Speak  much,  speak  vcry  much,  and  still  speak  on. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

Oh !  thy  dear  love  shall  ever  be  my  theme, 
Of  that  alone  IMl  telk  the  ltve4ong  day ; 
But  thus  rii  talk,  thus  dwelling  in  thy  eyes, 
Tasting  the  odours  of  thy  fragrant  bosom. 
Come  then  to  crown  me  with  immortal  joys^ 
Come,  be  the  kind  companion  of  my  flight, 
Come  hastę  with  me  to  leare  this  fiattal  shore, 
The  bark,  before  prepar^d  for  my  departuro, 
£xpects  il^s  freight,  a  hundred  lusty  rowers 
Have  wav*d  their  sinewy  arms,  and  caU»d  Hip- 

politus ; 
The  loosen'd  canvas8  trembles  with  the  wind. 
And  the  sea  whitens  with  auspicious  gales. 

ISMENA. 

Fly  then,  my  lord,  and  may  the  gods  protect 
thee; 
Fly,  ere  insidious  Lycon  work  thy  roin  ; 
Fly,  ero  my  foadne8»talk  thy  Ufe  away  ; 
Fly  from  the  queen. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

But  not  from  my  Ismena. 
Why  do  you  force  me  from  your  heaven]y  sight, 
With  those  dear  arms  that  ought  to  clasp  me  to 
thee? 

'  ISMENA. 

Oh  I  could  raye  for  ever  at  my  iate ! 
And  with  altemate  love  and  fear  possess^d, 
Now  force  thee  from  my  arms,  now  snatcb  the& 

to  my  breast. 
And  tremble  till  you  go,  but  die  till  you  return. 

Nay,  I  could  go ^Ye  gods,  if  I  should  go, 

What  would  £une  say  ?  If  1  should  fly  alone 
With  a  young  lovely  prince  that  charm'd  my  soul  ?' 

HIPP0UTU8. 

Say  you  did  well  to  fly  a  oertain  ruin. 
To  fly  the  fury  of  a  queen  incens^d, 
To  crown  with  endless  joys  the  youth  that  lov*d 

you. 
O  !  by  the  joys  our  mutual  lores  bave  brought. 
By  the  blest  hours  l've  languishM  at  your  feet. 
By  all  the  love  you  ever  boro  Hippolitas, 
Coaus  fly  from  hence,  and  make  him  erer  happy. 

ISMENA. 

Hide  me,  ye  powers  j  I  nercr  shall  rcsist 

BIPPOUTUS. 

Will  you  refose  me  ?  Can  I  leave  behind  me 
All  that  inspiros  my  soul,  and  cheers  my  eyes? 
Will  you  not  go  ?  Then  bero  PU  wait  my  doom, 
Come,  raving  l'b«Bdra,  bloody  Lycon  come ! 


188 

1  ofier  to  jrcmr  ragę  tbis  worCfalese  liie, 
Since  ^tis  no  ionger  my  l8inena'8  care. 

ISMEHA. 

« 

CA  hastę  away,  vy  lord ;  I  go,  I  fly  • 
Through  all  tUe  dangers  of  the  boUterous  deep. 
Wben  the  wind  whisUea  through  the  crackling 

majits, 
When  through  the  yawning  ship  the  foaming  sea 
Rowls  bubbliug  in;  then,  tbea  PU  clasp  tbee  fast, 
And  ia  transporting  love  forget  my  fear. 
Oh  !.  I  will  wander  throogh  the  Scythian  gloom, 
Cer  ice,  and  bilis  of  everlasting  snów  : 
Tbere,  when  the  horrid  darkness  shall  enclose  us, 
When  the  bleak  wind  sball  chill  my  shiTering 

limbSy 
Tboashalt  alone  8upply  the  distant  Sun, 
And  chtser  my  gazing  eyes,  and  warm  my  beart. 

HIPPOŁITUS. 

I 

Come,  lefa  away,  and  like  another  Jasoa 
111  beąr  my  beauteoua  conque8t  through  the  leas: 
A  greafcer  treasure,  and  a  nobler  prize 
Tbao  be  from  Colcbos  borę.  Słeep,  sleep  in  peace, 
Ye  monstera  of  the  woods,  on  lda'8  top 
Securely  roam ;  no  morę  my  early  bom 
Sball  wake  the  lazy  day. '  Transporting  Ioto 
Reigns  in  my  beart,  and  makes  me  all  tts  own. 
So  when  brigbt  Venus  yielded  up  ber  charms, 
The  blest  Adonis  languish^  iu  her  arms; 
His  idle  bom  on  fragrant  myitles  hong,  , 

His  arrows  scatter*d,  and  bis  bow  unstrung : 
Obscure  in  coTerts  lie  his  dreaming  hounds. 
And  bay  the  fiiucy'd  boar  with  feeble  sounds. 
For  nobler  sports  be  quits  the  sa^age  fields, 
And  ftU  Łbe  bero  to  tbe  lorer  yields. 
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ACT  UL 
Enier  Łycon. 

ŁTCX)]I. 

Heateh  is  at  last  appeati^d :  the  pitying  gods 
Have  beard  our  wishes,  aod  auspicious  Jo^e 
Smiles  on  his  native  isle ;  for  Phcdra  liyes, 
Besltor^d  to  Crrte,  and  to  heneif,  she  Ures ; 
Joy  with  fresb  strengtłi  inspires  ber  drooping  limbs, 
Revives  ber  charms,  aud  o*er  ber  ibded  cheeks 
Spreads  a  fresb  rosy  bloom,  as  kindly  springs 
With  geniaJ  beat  renew  the  frozen  earth, 
And  paint  its  smiling  face  with  gaudy  flowers. 
But  see  she  comes,  tbe  beauteous  Phiedn  comes. 

Enłer  Pbsedra. 

How  ber  eyes  sparkle !  How  their  radlant  beams 
Confess  their  shining  ancestor  tbe  Sun ! 
Youi:  charms  to-day  will  wounddespairing  crowds, 
And  giTe  tbe  pains  you  suffeHd ;  nay,  Hippolitus, 
The  fieroe,  tbe  brare,  tb'  insensibie  lUppolitus 
Sball  pay  a  willing  homage  to  your  beauty. 
And  in  his  tum  adoro 

PHADRA. 

Ttsflatteryall; 
Yet  when  you  name  tbe  prince,  that  flatteiy's 

pleasing. 
You  wish  it  so,  poor  good  old  man,  you  wish  it. 
Tbe  fertile  proTince  of  Cydonia*8  thinei 


Is  tbere  aught  else?     Has  bappy  Phsdra  anght, 
In  the  wide  circle  of  ber  iar(-stretch'd  empire? 
Ask,  take,  my  friend,  secure  of  no  repulse : 
Let  spacious  Crtte  through  all  ber  hundred  citiet 
Resound  her  Phaedra's  juy.     Let  ałtars  smoke. 
And  richcst  gums,  and  spice,  and  iiiceuse,  roli 
Their  fragrant  wreaths  to  Heaven,  to  pitying 

Hearen, 
Which  gives  Hippolitus  to  I^haedra^s  arms. 
Set  all  at  large,  and  bid  the  loathsome  dungeons 
6ive  up  the  meagre  siaves  that  pine  in  darknesa^ 
And  waste  in  grid*,  as  did  despairing  PbsBdra : 
Let  them  be  cheer^d,  let  the  starv'd  prisoners  riot. 
And  glow  with  gcnerous  winc. — Let  sorrow  cease. 
Let  nonę  be  wretched,  nonę,  sińce  Phiedra^s  happy. 
But  now  be  comes,  and  with  an  equal  passion 
Rewanls  my  flame,  and  springs  into  my  anns ! 

EfUer  Messenger. 
Say,  wbere*s  tbe  prince  ? 

MESSENGER. 

He'8  no  where  to  be  found. 
PHJBDIU. 

Perbaps  be  hunt». 

MESSENGER. 

He  hunted  not  to-day. 

PHiEDRA. 

Ha !  Haye  you  search'd  the  walks,  the  courts, 
the  temples  ? 

MESSENGER. 

Search^d  all  in  Tain. 

PHiBORA. 

Did  be  not  bunt  to-day  ? 
Alas !  you  told  me  once  before  be  did  not  t 
My  beart  misgives  me.  ' 

LYOON. 

So  indęed  doth  minę. 

PRiEDRA. 

Could  be  deceive  me  ?  Gould  that  god-like  youth 
Design  the  ruin  of  a  queen  that  loves  him  ? 
Oh !  he*9  all  truth ;  his  words,  bis  looks,  his  eyes* 
Open  to  view  his  inmost  thoughts.—— He  comes! 
Hal  Who  art  thou?  Whence  com*8t  tbou? 
Wbece^s  Hippolitus  ł 

MESSENGER. 

Madam,  Hippolitus  with  fair  Ismena 
Drove  toward  tbe  port 

PHiBDRA. 

With  fair  Ismena ! 
Curs*d  be  ber  cruel  beauty,  curs'd  ber  charms, 
Curs'd  all  her  soóthing,  fotal,  false  endearments. 
That  beareuly  virgin,  that  eńdted  goodness 
Could  see  me  tortur^d  with  despairing  Iotc, 
With  artful  tears  could  moura  my  monstrous  suf- 

ferings, 
While  her  faase  malice  plotted  my  destitiction. 

ŁYCON. 

A  thousand  reasons  crowd  upen  my  soul, 
That  «(vidence  their  loye. 
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»HiBORA. 


Yesy  ycs,  they  Jove^ 
Wliy  dse  should  he  refuse  my  proffer^d  bed } 
Why  sbould  one  wanii*d  with  youth,  and  thirst  of 

IMsdain  a  soul,  a  form,  a  crown  like  minę  ? 


ŁYC(Nf. 


Wliere,  Lycon»where  was  thenthyboastedcanniDg? 
DuU,  thoughtless  wretch !  i^ 

PHJn>RA, 

o  pains  unfelt  before  f    ' 
Tbe  grief,  despair,  the  agonies,  and  paugs, 
Ali  the  wild  fory  of  distracted*  iove, 
Are  nooght  to  this.— Say,  famous  politician, 
Whcre,  when,  and  how,  did  theirflret  passion  .risc  ? 
Where  did  they  breathe  their  sigbs?  Whatshady 

groveSy 
Wbat  gloomy  woods,  concea]'d  their  hidden  Ioves  ? 
Alas!  they  hid  it  not;  the  well-pleas'd  Sun 
With  all  his  beams  sarvey*d  their  guiltless  ilame ; 
Glad  zephyrs  wafted  their  untaint^  sighs, 
And  Ida  echo'd  their  endearing  accents. 
While  I,  the  shame  of  Naturę,  hid  in  darkness, 
Far  from  the  balmy  air  and  cheering  light, 
Prest  down  my  sighs,  and  dryM  my  fali  Ing  tears ; 
Search^  a  retreat  to  moum,  and  watch^d  to  grieve. 

ŁTCON. 

Now  cease  that  grief,  and  let  your  injur'd  love 
ContriTe  due  vcngeance ;  let  majcstic  Phaedra, 
That  loT^d  the  hero,  sacrifice  the  villain. 
Thcn  hastę,  sendfoith  your  ministers  of  vengeance. 
To  snatch  the  traitor  from  your  rirars  arms, 
And  force  him  trembling  to  your  awful  prescnce. 

PflUBDRA. 

O  rigbtly   thought!— Dispatcb  th'   attending 
guards. 
Bid  thcm  bring  forth  their  fnstruments  of  death ; 
Darts,  engincs,  flames,  and  launch  into  the  deep. 
And  hurl  swift  ▼engeance  on  the  perjurM  Blave. 
Where  am  1,  gods  ?  What  is't  my  ragę  commands  ? 
Et^u  now  he'8  gone!  Ev'n  now  the  wełl-tim'd  oars 
YTith  sounding  strokcs  divide  the  sparkling  waves, 
And  happy  gales  assist  their  speedy  ilł.?ht. 
Now  they  embrace,  and  ardent  love  enflames 
Their  flushing  cheeks,  and  trembles  in  their  eycs. 
Now  they  expose  my  weakness  and  my  crimes : 
Now  to  the  sporting  crowd  they  tell  my  follies. 

r 

Enter  Cratander. 

CRATANDKR. 

Sir,  aa  I  went  to  seize  the  persons  order^d, 
1  met  the  prince,  and  with  him  &ir  Ismena ; 
1 8eiz'd  the  prince,  who  now  attends  withuut. 

FHiBDRA. 

Haste,  bring  him  in. 

ŁYCOM. 
Be  quick,  and  seize  lamena. 

JRnier  Hippolitas. 
PBMDRJL 

Gooldst  thoa  deceiTe  me  i    Could  a  son  of 
TbMew 


Stoop  to  BO  mean,  so  base  a  vice  as  fraud  ? 
Nay  act  such  monstrous  perfidy,  yet  start 
From  promis*d  love  ? 

MIPPOŁITUS. 

•    My  soul  disdain'd  a  promise. 

PH^DRA. 

Bat  yet  your  false  equivocating  tongue, 
Your  looka,  your  eyes,  your  every  motion  promisM. 
But  you  are  ripe  in  frauds,  and  leam'<l  i  n  falsehoodsw 
Look  down,  O  Thescus,  and  behold  thy  soU, 
r  As  Sciron  faithless,  as  Procrustes  cruel. 
Behold  the  crimes,  the  tyrants,  all  the  monsters, 
From  which  thy  yalour  purg^d  the  groaning  Barth : 
Behold  them  all  in  thy  own  son  reviv'd. 

IPPPOUTCS. 

Touch  not  my  glory,  lest  you  stain  your  own; 
I  still  have  strove  to  make  lny  glorious  father 
Blush,  yet  rejoice  to  see  himself  outdone ; 
To  mix  my  parents  in  my  lineal  virtues, 
AsTheseus  just,  and  as  Camilla  chaste. 

PaSDRA. 

The  godlike  Theseus  never  was  thy  parent. 
No,  twas  8ome  monthly  Cappadocian  drudge, 
Obedient  to  the  scourge,  and  beaten  to  her  arms, 
Begot  thee,  traitor,  on  the  chaste* Camilla. 
Camilla  chaste !  An  Amazon  and  chaste ! 
That  quits  her  8cx,  and  yet  retains  her  Tirtue. 
See  the  chaste  matron  mount  the  neighing  steed ; 
In  strict  embraces  lock  the  struggling  warrior. 
And  choose  the  lov6r  in  the  sturdy  foe. ' 

Enter  Messenger,  and  teenu  to  talk  eamałly  with 

Lycon. 

HIPPOŁITCS. 

No ;  sbe  refus'd  the  vow5  of  godlike  Theseus,    * 
And  chose  to  stand  his  arms,  not  meet  his  ]ove ; 
And  doubtful  was  the  fight  Tł^e  wide  Thermodoon 
ileard  the  huge  strokes  resound ;  its  fiighted  wares 
Convey'd  the  rattling  din  to  distant  shóres, 
Wbilst  she  alone  supported  all  his  war : 
Nor  till  she  sunk  bencath  his  thundering  arm, 
Beneath  wbich  warlike  nations  bow'd,  would  yield 
To  honest  wish'd  for  love. 

PRiCDRA. 

Not  so  her  son ; 
Who  boldly  yentures  on  fbrbidden  flames^ 
On  one  descendcd  from  the  cruel  Pallas, 
Foe  to  thy  father^s  person  and  his  blood ; 
Hated  by  him,  of  kindrcd  yet  morę  hated^ 
The  last  of  all  the  wickcd  race  he  ruin'd. 
In  vain  a  fiercc  successire  hatred  reign'd 
Between  your  sires :  in  vain,  like  Cadmus'  race, 
With  mingled  biood  they  dy'd  the  blushing  Eartb. 

HippoŁin;!. 

In  vain  indeed,  sińce  now  the  war  is  o*er ; 
We,  like  the  Theban  race,  agroe  to  love. 
And  by  our  mutual  flames  and  futurę  offspring, 
Atone  for  slaughter  past. 

PHiBDRA. 

Your  ftąturó  offspring. 
Heayens!  What  a  medley*s  this  ?  Wbat  dark  eon- 
filsion. 


i^ 
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SMITHS  POIASa. 


Of  blood  ftod  death»  of  murder  and  relatioii } 
Whatjoy  't  had  beeti  to  old  disabled  Theseos, 
When  he  should  take  thy  ofispring  In  his  arma  ł 
£v*ii  in  his  arms  to  hołd  an  infont  Pallas, 
And  be  upbraided  with  his  graiid8ire'8  iate. 
Oh  baiharous  youth ! 

ŁTCON. 

Toobarbarous  I  fear. 
Perhaps  eyen  now  bis  faction'8  up  in  arms, 
$iace  waving  crowds   roli  onwards  tow^rds   the 

palące, 
And  rtmd  the  city  with  tumoltuous  clamoura ! 
Perhaps  to  murder  Phaedra  and  ber  son, 
And  give  the  crown  to  him  and  his  Ismena : 
But  1'11  prevent  it,  [JEtai  Lycon. 

Ismena  hrought  in, 

PHiEDRA. 

What !  the  kind  Ismena 
That  nnirs^d  me,  watch*d  my  sickness!   Oh  sbe 

watchM  me, 
As  TBvenou8  vultures  watch  the  dying  lion, 
To  tear  his  heart,  and  riot  in  his  blood. 
Hark !  Hark,  my  little  infant  cries  for  justice  I 
Oh !  be  appeased,  my  babę,  thoushalt  have  justice. 
Now  all  the  spirits  of  my  god-Iike  jace 
Euflame  my  soul,  and  urge  me  on  to  vengeaoce. 
Arsamnes,  Minosj  Jove,  th'  ayenging  Sun, 
Inspiremy  iiiry,  and  demand  my  justice. 
Oh!   ye  shall  haye  it;   thou»  Minos,  shalt  ap- 

plaud  it; 
Yes,  thou  shalt  copy  it  in  their  pains  below. 
6ods  of  reyenge,  arise.— He  comes!  He  comes ! 
And  shoots  himself  through  all  my  kindling  błood. 
I  have  it  here.«^Now  base  perfidious  wretch, 
Now  sigh,  and  weep,  and  tremble  in  thy  tum. 
Yes,  your  Ismena  shall  appease  my  yengeance. 
Ismena  dies :  and  thou  ber  pitying  ioYer 
Doom^dst  ber  to  death.^Tbou  too  shall  see  her 

bleed; 
See  her  conYulsiye  pangs,  and  hear  her  dying 

groans : 
Oo,  glut  thy  eyes  with  thy  adorM  Ismena, 
Ąnd  laugh  at  dying  Phsedra! 

BIPP0ŁITU8. 

Oh  Ismena! 

I8HENA. 

Alas !  My  tender  soul  would  shrink  at  death, 
Shake  wiCh  its  fears,  and  sink  beneath  its  pains, 
In  any  case  but  tbis. — But  now  Pm  steel^d, 
And  the  near  danger  lessens  to  my  sight» 
Now,  if  1  live,  *ti8  only  for  Hippofitus, 
And  with  an  equal  joy  PU  die  to  saye  him. 
Yes,  for  his  sake  Pil  go  a  willing  shade, 
And  wait  his  comiug  in  th*  Elysian  fields. 
And  there  inquire  of  each  descending  ghost 
Of  my  lov*d  bero*8  welfiure,  life,  and  honour. 
That  dcar  remembrance  will  improye  the  bliss, 
Add  to  th*  Elysian  joys,  and  make  that  Heayen 
mote  happy. 

Ohheayenly  yirgin^  [^tkk.'\ — O  imperial  Phae- 
dra, 
I^et  your  ragę  fali  on  this  deyoted  head  ; 
But  ppare^  oh !  spare  a  gUlltless  yirgin's  life : 


Think  of  her  youth,  her  tnnoeence,  her  yirtue  ; 
Think,  with  what  warm  compasMon  she  bemoan'd 

you;  • 
Think,  how  she  8ery'd  and  watch'd  you  in  your 

sickness-! 
How  ey^ry  rising  and  descending  Sun 
Sa.w  kind  Ismena  watching  o'er  the  queen. 
I  only  promis'd,  I  alone  deceiy*d  you ; 
And  1,  and  only  I,  should  feel  your  justice. 

I8MEVA. 

Oh !  by  thote  powers,  to  whom  I  90<m  must 
answer 
For  all  my  faults,  by  that  bright  arch  of  Heayen 
I  now  last  see,  1  wrought  him  by  my  wiies. 
By  tears,  by  threats,  by  eyery  female  art, 
Wrought  his  disdainiug  soul  to  felse  compliance. 
The  son  of  Theseus  could  not  think  of  fkaud, 
'Twas  woman  aU. 

PHMDRŁ, 

1  see  twas  woman  all. 
And  woman's  fiaud  should  meet  with  woman'* 

yeugeance. 
But  yet  thy  courage,  truth,  and  yirtue  shock  me; 
A  loye  80  warm,  so  firm,  so  like  my  own. 
Oht   had  the  gods  so  plea6*d;  had  booDtAoiift 

Heayen 
Bestow>d  Hippolitus  on  Phaedra'8  arms, 
So  had  I  stood  the  shock  of  angry  Fate; 
So  had  I  gtyen  my  life  with  joy  to  saye  him, 

HIPPOLITUS. 

And  can  you  doom  her  death  ?    Can  Minoi^ 
daughter 
Condemn  the  yirtue  which  her  soul  admires? 
Are  not  you  Phsedra?  Oace  the  boast  of  famę, 
Shame  of  our  8ex,  and  pattem  of  your  own. 

PHADRA. 

Am  1  that  Phsedra  ?  No. — Another  soul 
Informs  my  alter'd  firame.    Could  eise  Ismena 
Proyoke  my  hatred,  yet  deserye  my  loye  ? 
Aid  me,  ye  gods,  support  my  sinking  glory, 
Restore  my  reason,  and  con6rm  my  yirtue. 
Yet,  is  my  ragę  unjust  ?  Then,  why  was  Phsedra 
RescuM  for  torment,  and  preseryM  for  pain  ? 
Why  did  you  raise  me  to  the  heighth  of  joy, 
Aboye  the  wreck  of  clouds  and  storms  below. 
To  dash  and  break  me  on  the  ground  for  eyer  ? 

I9MBNA. 

Was  it  not  time  to  urge  him  to  compliance  } 
At  least  to  feign  it',  when  perfidious  Lycon 
Confiu'd  his  person,  and  conspir'd  his  death. 

PHiEDRA. 

ConflnM  and  dooro*d  to  death — O  cruel  Lycon ! 
Could  I  have  dooraM  thy  death? — ^Conld  these 

sad  eyes, 
That  loy'd  thee  liying,  e'er  behold  thee  dead  ? 
Yet  thou  could'st  see  me  die  without  concem, 
Rather  than  saye  a  wretched  queen  from  ruin. 
Ełse  could  you  choose  to  trust  the  wanrii^  winds, 
The  swelling  wayes,  the  rocks,  the  feithless  sands, 
And  all  the  raging.mon8ters  of  &e  deep! 
Oh !  think  you  se«;  me  on  the  naked  shore ; 
Think  how  I  scrcam  and  tear  my  scatterM  hair; 
Break  from  the  embraces  of  my  shńeking  maid^ 
And  harrow  on  the  sand  my  bleedingjMkiom ; 
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Tbes  catch  with  wide-8tretch>d  arms  tłie  empty 

billows, 
And  headlong  plunge  into  the  gaping  deep. 

HIPPOŁITD8. 

O,  dismal  state !  My  bleeding  heart  relents. 
And  all  my  thoughts  dis8ol?e  in  tenderest  pity. 

PHiBDRA« 

If  you  can  pity,  O !  refuae  not  love ; 
But  stoop  to  nile  in  Crete,  the  Kat  of  beroesy 
And  nnra^ry  of  god8«-A  buodred  cities 
Court  thee  for  lotd,  virhere  tbe  ricb  busy  crowds 
Struggle  for  passage  tbrough  the  spacious  ttreets; 
Wbere  thousand  ships  o^ersbade  the  lessening  main. 
And  tire  the  labouring  wind.    The  auppLiant  oa^ 

tłons 
fiow  to  its  ensigns,  and  with  lower*d  sails 
Coofesa  the  oceau'8  queen.     For  thee  alone 
Tbe  wiods  shali  blow«  and  the  rast  ocean  roli. 
For  thee  alone  the  famM  Cjrdonian  warriors 
Frten  twanging  yews  shall  send  tbeir  £iital  shafta 

HIPPOŁITU8. 

Then  let  me  march  tbeir  leader,  not  their  prinoe; 
And  at  the  hcad  of  your  renown'd  Cydonians, 
Biandish  thia  far.fiim*d  si^ord  of  conąoering  The- 

seus; 
Tbat  I  may  shake  th'  Egyptian  tyranfs  yoke 
From  Asia^s  neck,  and  śx  it  on  bis  own ; 
Tbat  willing  nations  may  obey  your  laws, 
Aod  yonr  bright  ancestor,  the  Śun^  may  shine 
On  nought  but  Pbsdra^s  empire. 

PBMDKAs 

Why  not  thine  ? 
Dost  thoo  90  &r  detest  my  proffer'd  bed, 
As  to  refuse  my  crown  P—O,  cruel  youth  J 
By  all  the  pain  that  wrings  my  tortur^d  soul ! 
By  all  tbe  dear  deceitful  hopes  you  gayc  me ; 
O !  ease,  at  least  once  morę  delude,  my  sorrows. 
For  your  dear  sake  Pve  lost  my  darling  honour ; 
For  yoa,  but  now  I  gaye  my  soul  to  death : 
For  you  Vd  quit  my  crown,  and  stoop  beneath 
Tbe  happy  bondage  of  an  humblc  wife. 
With  thee  Td  climb  tbe  steepy  Ida*8  summit. 
And  in  the  scorching  heat  and  cbilling  dews, 
(yer  hills,  o'cr  rales,  pursue  the  shaggy  lion  : 
Careiess  of  danger  and  of  wasting  toil, 
Ofpinching.bunger  and  impatient  thirst, 
Pd  find  all  joys  in  thee. 

HfPPOUTCS. 

_  * 

Why  stoops  the  qileen 

To  ask,  entreat,  to  supplicate  and  pray. 

To  proBtitute  her  crown  and  sesfs  honoar. 

To  one  whose  hnmble  thongfats  can  only  rise 

To  be  your  slaTc,  not  lord  ? 

VMMhtLA4 

And  is  that  all  f 
Gods !  Does  be  deign  to  ibrce  an  artful  groan  ? 
Or  cali  a  tear  from  his  unwilling  eyes, 
Uaid  as  his  natire  rocks,  cold  as  his  sword, 
Fierce  as  the  woWes  tbat  howPd  around  his  birth  i 
He  hates  tbe  tyrant,  and  the  suppliant  scoms. 
O  HeaTen !  O  Minos!  O  imperial  Jove ! 
Bo  ye  not  blush  at  my  dcgenerate  weakness ! 
Ilence  lazy,  mean,  ignoble  passion,  fly ; 
B^nce  ftcm  my  soul— *Tis  gone,  'tis  fled  far  erer. 


And  HeaTen  inspires  my  thougfats  with  rigbteoui 

vengeance< 
Thou  sbalt  no  morę  despise  my  ofier'd  love ; 
No  morę  Ismena  shall  upbraid  my  weakness. 

[Ci/cAer  Hipp.  wtcord  to  sŁab  heneffl 
Now  all  ye  kindred  gods  look  down  and  see, 
How  Pil  reyenge  you,  and  myself,  on  Phsedra. 

Enier  Łycon,  endrnai^eg  tntof  the  tword^ 

ŁYCON. 

Horrour  on  horrour !  Theseus  is  retum'd. 

PHiEDRA. 

Theseus !  Then  what  haye  I  to  do  with  life? 
May  1  be  snatch'd  with  winds,  by  earth  o^er* 

whelm^d, 
Rather  than  yiew  the  fiuse  of  injui^d  Theseus* 

Now  wider  still  my  growing  horrours  spreadj^ 
My  famę,  my  yirtue,  nay,  my  frenzy^s  fled : 
Then  yiew  thy  wretched  blood,  imperial  Joye, 
If  crimes  enrage  you,  or  misfortunes  moye ; 
On  me  your  flamies,  on  me  your  bolts  employ. 
Me  tf  your  anger  spares,  your  pity  should  destroy. 

ŁTCOW. 

This  may  do  semce  yet, 

lExU  Łycon,  earrkt  ąfAs  nmnL 

HlPPOŁITUt. 

Is  he  retumM  ?  Thanks  to  the  pitying  godsw 
ShaU  I  again  behold  bis  awful  eyes  ? 
Again  be  folded  in  his  loying  arms  ł 
Yćt  in  the  midst  of  joy  1  fear  for  Pbaodra  j 
I  fear  his  warmth  and  unrelenting  justi<^ 
O !  should  her  raging  passion  reach  his  ears^ 
His  tender  loye,  by  anger  fir'd,  woukl  tum 
To  buming  rasre;  as  soft  Cjrdonian  oil» 
Whose  balmy  jujce  glides  o^er  th*  untasting  tongue« 
Yet  toucb'd  with  fire,  with  hottest  flameswiU  blaz& 
But  oh,  ye  powers !  I  see  his  godlike  form* 

0  extasy  of  joy !  He  comes,  he  comes ! 
Isitmylord?  My&ther?  Ohl  *ti8be: 

1  iiee  hjm,  touch  him,  feel  his  known  embraoe% 
See  all  the  father  in  his  joyful  eyes. 

Enter  Theseus  mih  oihers, 

Wbere  haye  you  been,  my  lord?  What  angry 

demon 
Hid  you  from  Crete  ^  From  me  ? — ^What  god  bas 

8ay*d  you  ł 
Did  not  Philotas  see  you  fidl  ?  O  answer  me ! 
And  then  PU  ask  a  thousand  questions  more« 

TBESEUB. 

No :  but  to  saye  my  life  1  feign'd  my  dcath } 
My  horse  and  well-kuown  arms  confirmM  tbe  tale^ 
And  hinder^d  farther  search.    This  honcst  Oreek 
ConceaPd  me  in  his  house,  and  curM  my  wounds; 
Procui''d  a  yessel ;  and,  to  bless  me  more^ 
Accompaoy*d  my  fligfat. 
But  this  at  leisure.     Let  me  now  indulge 
A  fiither^s  fondness ;  let  me  snatch  thee  tlius ; 
Thua  fbld  thee  in  my  arms.    Such,  suoh,  was  I 

[Embraeu  Hiri'oli^u^ 
When  first  I  saw  thy  motber,  chaste  Caralia; 
And  much  she  loy^d  me.—- Oh!  Did  Płuedm  yitfir 

me 
With  half  U»t  ipQd»es9  !<-Bttt  she^s  still  unkiod^ 
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Elae  hasty  joy  had  brouj^lit  her  tg  these  arms, 
To  welcoine  me  to  liberty,  to  life ; 
And  make  that  life  a  bicssing.     Ćome,  ioy  son, 
Let  U8  to  PhasdrB. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

Pafdon  me,  my  lord. 

TMESEUB. 

FoTiĘpet  ber  fonner  treatmcnt ;  Bbe*8  too  good 
Still  to  persist  in  batred  to  my  son.      '  • 

HIPPOUTUS. 

O!  let  me  fly  from  Cretc, — from  you,  [Asidt, 
and  Pbsdra. 

THESBUS. 

My  son,  wbat  means this  turn  ?  tbis  sadden  start  ? 
"Wby  wonld  you  fly  'from  Crcte,  and  from  your 
iatber  ? 

HIPPOUTUS. 

Not  from  my  father,  but  from  lazy  Cretc ; 
To  foHow  danger,  and  acquir^  renown : 
To  ąuell  the  monstera  that  escapM  your  sword, 
And  make  the  world  confest  me  Thesus*  son. 

THESBUS. 

Wbat  can  this  coldness  mean  ?  Retire,  my  son, 

[Exii  Hippolitus. 
While  I  attend  the  queen. — WHiat  shock  is  this  }* 
Why tremble  thus  my  limbs  ?  why  iaints  my  heart  ? 
Why  am  I  thrill^d  with  fear,  till  notr  unknown  ? 
Where^s  now  the  joy,  the  exta8y,  and  transport, 
That  warmM  my  soul,  and  nrg'd  me  on  to  Pbaedra? 
O I  had  I  ncver  lov*d  ber,  Tad  been  blest, 

Sorrow  and  joy,  in  love,  altemate  reign  j 
Sweet  is  the  bliss,  distracting  is  the  pain. 
So  when  the  Nile  its  fruitful  deluge  sprcads, 
And  geni&l  beat  informs  its  slimy  bcds ; 
Herę  yellow  harrests  crown  the  fertile  plain, 
There  monstrous  serpents  frigbt  the  labouring 

swain : 
A  Tarious  product  fiDs  the  fatten'd  sand. 
And  the  same  floodi  enrich  and  curse  the  land. 


ACT  IV. 

EtUer  Lycon  solut. 

ŁYCOlf. 

This  may  gain  time  till  all  my  wealth's  embark^d, 
To  ward  my  fbes  reyenge,  and  iinish  minę. 
And  shake  that  empire  wbich  I  can't  possess. 
But  then  the  queen-^She  dies— Why  let  her  die^ 
Let  wide  destruction  seize  on  all  together, 
So  Lycon  lirę.  — A  safe  triumphant  exi1e, 
Great  in  disgrace,  and  envy>d  in  his  fali. 
The  ąueen !— then  try  thy  art,  and  work  her  passion. 

Enier  Phsedra  and  Aitembmti, 

Draw  her  to  act  wbat  most  her  soul  abbors, 
Possess  her  whole,  and  speak  thyself  łn^haedra. 

PHBDIU. 

Off,  let  me  looae;  why,  cruel  barbarous  maids, 
Why  am  I  barr'd  from  Death,  tbe  common  reiuge, 
That  spreads  its  hospitable  arms  for  ali  ? 


« 

Why  mnA  f  drag  th*  insufferable  load 
Of  foul  dishonour,  and  despairing  love  ? 
Oh  !  length  of  pain !  Am  I  so  often  dying, 
And  yet  not  d«id  >  Feel  1  so  oft  death*B  pangs 
Nor  once  can  find  its  ease  ? 

ŁYCOir. 

Would  you  DOW  die  ? 
Now  quit  the  field  to  your  insulting  foe  ? 
Then  shall  he  triumph  o'er  your  blasted  name : 
Ages  to  come,  the  uni^erse,  shall  leam 
Tbe  wide  immortal  infamy  of  Phaedra : 
And  the  poor  babę,  the  idoV  of  your  soul, 
The  tovely  imi^  of  your  dear  dead  lord, 
Shall  be  upbraided  with  bis*  motber^s  crlmes  ; 
Shall  bear  your  shame,  shall  sink  beneath  youf 

faults; 
Inherit  your  disgrace,  but  not  your  crown. 

PHfiDRA. 

Must  he  too  fali,  involvM  in  my  destruction. 
And  oniy  Itre  to  curse  the  name  of  Phsedra  ? 
Ob  dear,  unhappy  babę '.  must  1  beąueath  tfaee 
OnIy  a  sad  inheritabce  of  woe  ? 
Gods !  cruel  gods !  can't  all  my  pains  atone, 
Unless  they  reach  my  infanfs  giiiltless  head  ? 
Ob  lost  estate !  when  iifb*s  so  sharp  a  tonnent. 
And  death  itself  can't  ease !    Assist  me,  Lycon, 
Advise,  speak  comfort  to  my  troubled  souL 

ŁTCOV. 

Tis  you  must  driye  that  trouble  from  your  aonl ; 
As  streams,  when  dam*d,  forget  their  -ancient 

current. 
And  wondering  at  their  banks,  in  other  chaonels 

flow; 
SomusŁ  you  bend  your  thoughts  from  bopeless  1ove, 
So  tum  their  course  to  Theseus*  happy  bosom. 
And  crown  his  eager  hopcs  with  wish'd  enjoyment : 
Then  with  fresh  charms  adorn  your  troubled  looks,^ 
Display  the  beauties  first  inspir^d  his  soul, 
Sooth  with  your  yoice,  and  woo  him  with  your 

eyes. 

PHADRA. 

Impossible !  What  woo  him  with  these  eyes,  ^ 

StiU  wet  with  tears  that  ilow'd*— but  not  for  Tbe-' 

seos? 
This  tongue  so  us'd  to  sonnd  another  name  ; 
What !  take  him  to  my  arms !  Oh  awful  Juno ! 
Toucbylove,  caress  him !  while  my  wahdering fancy 
On  otłier  objects  strays  ?  A  lewd  adultress 
In  the  chaste  bed }  And  in  the  fathei^s  arms, 
(Oh  horrid  thought !  Oh  execrable  incest!) 
Ev*n  in  the  father^s  arms  embrace  tbe  son  ? 

ŁYOON. 

Yet  you  must  see  hiib,  lest  impatieut  lorę 
Sliould  urge  his  temper  to  too  nice  a  search. 
And  ill-tim*d  absence  should  disclose  your  crime, 

PH^fiDRA. 

Could  I,  when  present  to  his  awful  eyes, 
Conceal  the  wild  disorders  of  my  soul } 
Would  not  my  groans,  my  looks,  my  speech,  be- 

tray  me  ? 
Betray  thee,  Phssdra!  then  thou'rt  not  betray»df 
Live,  tive  secure,  adoring  Crete  conceals  thee : 
Thy  pious  love,  anH  most  endearing  goodness^ 
Will  charm  the  kind  Hippolitus  to  silence. 


PHiGDftA  AND  HIPPOUTUS. 


J95 


Ob  wretclMiI  Phedra !  ob  ill^giuurded  Kcret ! 
To  foeą-alooa  disckM^d ! 

ŁYCO*. 

I  needs  must  fear  tbem, 
Spif ht  of  tbeir  oaths,  their  tows,  their  imprecationt. 

PHJBDRA. 

Do  hnprecatioDS,  oathfl,  or  Towt  atail  f 
I,  too,  faa^e  fiworn,  er^n  at  the  altar  sirom 
Sfeenial  Ioto  aoil  eodleM  fiuth  to  Tbeeeoa ; 
And  yet  am  fiUse,  fonworn :  the  haDow'd  abrme, 
That  beaid  me  swear,  is  witness  to  my  fidseliood. 
Tbe  yootb,  tbe  Tery  author  of  my  cńmes, 
Ev*ii  be  sball  tell  the  fiuiit  himtelf  inspirVl ; 
Tbe  £ita]  eloąuence,  thai  cbann*d  my  louly 
Shall  laTiah  att  its  arts  to  my  destniction. 

ŁYCOII. 

Ob  be  will  tell  it  aU !— Destraction  teize  him  !— 
Wkb  seeming  grief,  and  aggraTating  pity, 
Aad  morę  to  blacken,  will  eiccuse  your  folly ; 
Palie  tears  shall  wet  bis  unreleating  ejres, 
Aad  hia  glad  heart  witb  artfiil  sighs  iball  beave : 
Tfaen  Theseufr<-How  will  indignation  iwell 
Hk  migfaty  beait !  How  bia  majettic  frame 
Will  shake  with  ragę  too  fierce»  too  swtft  for  Tent ! 
How  be  '11  expo«e  you  to  the  pnblic  toom. 
And   loatbing  crowds  shall  murmur  out 

borrour ! 
IWa  tbe  fierce  Scythian— »Now  methinka  1 
His  fiery  eyes  with  sollen  plcasores  ^ow, 
fcrrey  your  tortures,  and  insult  yoor  pangs; 
1  aee  bim,  nniling  on  the  pleat'd  Ismena, 
9iuDt  out  with  scom  the  once  proad  tyrant  Phcdra. 

FHMDKJL, 

Cant  be  his  name  !  May  iniamy  attend  him ! 
Hay  swHt  destruction  fidl  npon  his  bead, 
BarPd  by  the  band  of  those  be  most  adores ! 

ŁTCOM. 

,  By  HesTCn,  propbetictnith  inspires your tongue ! 
■e  AaUa  eodnre  tbe  shame  be  means  to  gi^e; 
■■1  all  the  tormcnts  whicb  be  heaps  on  you» 
iTitb  jnst  rerenge,  shall  Theseus  tum  on  him. 

PHADBA. 

Is  t  poaaible  ?  Oh  Łyoon !  Oh  my  refoge ! 
9ood  old  man !  thon  oracie  of  wiadom  ! 

tbe  means,  that  Phsdra  may  adore  thee* 


their 


Enter  Theseus, 


ŁTOOV. 


bitt  luflta 


PBMDRA. 

Ob  HeaT«ns !  Accnse  the  'guiltleas ! 

ŁTCON. 

be  aocnrsM;  let  Theseus  know  your  crime ; 
bstiu^  infamy^  o'erwhelm  your  glory ; 
▼oar  foe  triamph,  and  your  infant  ftJl«-' 
off  tbis  idle  lethargy  uf  pity, 
ready  war  preyent  th'  inrading  foe, 

yoor  glory,  and  secure  your  vengeanoe: 
lyonrs  tbe  fniit,  security,  and  ease; 
pilt,  the  daoger,  and  tbe  labour,  minę. 

PBJBPRA. 

!  Theaeus  comes ! 


ŁYOOll. 

Declare  your  last  resolrea. 

PH.ADRA. 

Do  you  resolre,  for  PhsBdra  can  do  notbing. 

lExit  Phaedia. 

ŁYCOlf. 

Now,  Łycon,  heighten  his  impatient  loye, 
Now  raise  his  pity,  now  inflame  his  ragę, 
Snicken  his  hopes,  then  quash  them  with  despair; 
Work  his  tumultuous  passions  into  frenzy ; 
Unitę  them  all,  then  tura  them  on  the  foe.  i 

THESBCS. 

Was  that  my  queen,  my  wife,  my  idol,  Phaedra  > 
I^oes  she  still  shua  me }  Oh  ii^urious  Heayen ! 
Why  did  you  give  me  back  again  to  Hfe  ? 
Why  did  you  6ave  me  from  the  ragę  of  battle. 
To  let  me  fali  by  ber  morę  fatal  batred? 

ŁYCON. 

Her  batrad !  No,  she  loves  yoo  with  such  fond- 

ness, 
As  nonę  but  that  of  Theseus  e'er  conid  equal ; 
Yet  80  tbe  gods  hare  doom*d,  so  Heaven  will  have 

it, 
She  ne*er  must  yiew  hermuch-loy^d  Theaeus  morę* 

TBSSEDS. 

Not  see  her !  By  my  suiferings  but  I  will, 
Though  troops  embatUed  ahould  oppose  my  pas- 

sagę. 
And  ready  death  should  guard  the  fatal  way. 
Not  sec  her !  Oh  1  '11  clasp  her  in  these  arms. 
Break  through  tbe  idle  bands  that  yet  have  beld  me^ 
And  seize  the  joys  my  honest  love  may  claim. 

ŁTCON. 

Is  this  a  time  for  joy  ?  when  Phaedca^s  gńe£-» 

THfiSBUS. 

Is  this  a  time  for  grief?  Is  tbis  my  welcome 
To  air,  to  life,  to  liberty,  and  Crete  ? 
Not  this  I  hop*d,  when,  uig*d  by  aident  lorę, 
I  wing'd  my  eagcr  way  to  Phaedra^s  arms ; 
Then  to  my  thoughts  relenting  Phaidra  flew, 
With  open  arms,  to  welcome  my  return, 
With  kindendearingblamecondemnM  my  rasbnei^ 
Aiid  madę  me  swear  to  venture  out  no  morę. 
Oh !  my  warm  soul,  my  boiling  foncy  glow'd 
With  charming  hopes  of  yet  untasted  joys ; 
New  pleasures  filPd  my  miód,  all  dangers,  pains. 
Warg,  wouods,  defeats,  in  that  dear  hope  were  lost 
And  does  she  now  avou!  my  eager  love, 
Punoe  me  still  with  unrclenting  hatred, 
Invent  new  pains,  dctest,  loath,  shun  my  8ight| 
Fly  my  return,  ańd  sorrow  for  my  safety  ? 

ŁYCOir. 

O  think  not  so !  for,  by  th'  onerring  goda^ 
"When  first  I  told  ber  of  your  wish^d  return, 
When  tbe  lov'd  name  of  Theseus  reachM  her  ean, 
At  that  dear  name  she  rear*d  ber  drooping  bead, 
Her  fecble  hands,  and  watery  eyes,  to  Heaven, 
To  bless  the  bounteous  gods :  at  that  dear  name 
The  raging  tempest  of  her  grief  waa  calm'd ; 
Her  sigfas  wem  bash'd>  and  tears  forgot  to  flow. 

o 
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Did  my  retara  bring  eomfort  to  her  Horrow  ? 
Then  hastę,  couduct  me  to  tlie  Iovely  mourner : 
O  I  viU  kiss  the  pearly  drops  away ; 
Suck  from  ber  rosy  Itps  the  fragprant  sighs; 
With  otber  sigbs  her  {Mnting  breast  shall  heate, 
With  other  dews  her  swimming  eye«  ehatl  melt« 
With  other  pangs  her  throbbiiig  beart  ithall  beat, 
And  all  her  sorrows  shall  be  lost  ia  love. 

LYCON. 

Does  Tbeseus  b«ra  with  such  anheard-of  pas* 

sioD? 
And  must  not  sbe  with  oat-Btretch*d  anns  receWe 

him, 
And  with  an  equa1  ardour  meet  bis  vow8, 
The  vows  of  one  so  dear !  O  righteous  gods  ! 
Why  must  the  bleeding  beart  of  Theseus  bear 
Sach  torturing  pangs  ?  while  Phedra,dead  to  loye, 
Now  with  accusing  eyes  on  angry  Hoaven 
SŁedftistJy  gazes,  and  upbraids  the  gods ; 
Now  with  dumb  picrcing  gricf»  and  humble  shamet 
Fixes  herji^loomy  watry  otbs  to  earth  ; 
Now,  burst  with  sweiling  anguish,  rcnds  the  skies 
>V'ith  luud  complaints  of  bor  outragi!o«aB  wrongs  ! 

THE9EUS. 

Wrang*d !  Is  shc  wrong'd  ?  and  łi^cs  he  yet  who  ^ 
wruug'd  her  ? 

ŁYCON. 

He  lives,  so  preat,  so  happy,  so  br!ov'd, 
That  Phsedrascarce  can  hupe,scarce  wisb,  revengc. 

THUBVB. 

Shall  Tb^sens  livc,  and  not  rerenge  his  Phsdra? 
Godsi  shall  this  arm,renown*d  for  righteous  vea- 

geance,  ^ 

For  quelling  tyrants,  and  redressing  wronjrs, 
Now  foil  ?  now  ftrst,  whcn  PhaBiłra*s  iniur'd,  fail  ? 
Spcak,  Lycon,  hastę,  deciare  the  secret  yillain, 
The  wrctrU  so  mcanly  base  to  ii^ure  Pba^dra, 
So  rashly  brave  to  dare  the  sword  of  Theseus. 

LYCOH. 

I  dare  not   ipeak;   but  surę  her  wrongs  are 
mighty : 
The  pale  cold  hue  that  deadens  all  her  charms, 
Her  słghs,  her  hollow  groans,  her  flowing  tears, 
Make  me  suspect  her  moustrous  grief  will  end  ber« 

THMOf. 

End  ber  ?  end  Theseus  first,  and  all  mankind ; 
But  most  that  TiUain,  that  dctested  slaTe, 
That  brutal  cowaid,  thatdark  lurkiug  wretch ! 

ŁYCON. 

O  noble  heat  of  nnexampled  lovc ! 
This  Phsedra  hop'd,  when  In  the  midst  of  gfrief, 
In  the  wild  torreiit  of  o'erwhehning  sorrows, 
S9ie,gToaning,8tilI  inTokM,8tili  caird  on  Theseus. 

THE8EU9. 

Did  she  then  name  me  1  Did  the  weeping  charmer 
Invoke  my  name,  and  cali  for  aid  on  Theseus  ? 
Oh,  that  lov*d  voice  npbfaided  my  dclay. 
Why  then  this  stay  ?  I  ooftie,  I  fly,  oh  Pbsdra ! 
JLead  on— 'Now,  dark  disturber  of  my  peace, 
If  now  thou  »rt  known,  what  luxury  of  yengeance— 
Kaite,  lead,  conduct  me. 


ŁYCOir. 

Oh !  I  bcg  yoti  ttfty. 


THE8EUI. 

What?  sUy  when  Phsdra  calls  ? 

ŁYCON. 

Oh !  on  my  knee^ 
By  all  the  gods,  my  lord,  1  beg  you  stay ; 
As  you  respect  your  pcace,  your  life,  your  gloryr 
As  Phssdra^s  days  are  precious  to  yoar  soal ; 
By  all  your  love,  by  alł  ber  sorrows,  stay. 

TUJBSELS. 

Where  liestfaedanger  ?  wherefore  shouM  I  stay  > 

ŁYCON. 

Yonr  sudden  presence  would  surprise  ber  soal, 
Renew  the  galling  image  of  her  wrongs, 
Revtve  her  sorrow,  indignatton,  shame ; 
And  all  your  son  would  strike  ber  from  your  eyes. 

THESEUS. 

My  son !— ->But  be^s  too  good,  too  braye  to 

wrong  her. 
^Whenoe   then   that  shocking   cbaoge,  that 

strong  surprise ; , 
That  frigfat  that  seiz^d  him  atthe  name  of  Phaedra ! 

ŁYCON. 

Wasliesurpria*d?  tbatsbowMatleastremorae. 

theŚbvs. 

Remorse !  for  what  ?  By  Heaiens,  my  troubM 
thougfats 
Presage  some  dire  attempt.< 

ŁYCON. 

I  would  not-'— ^yet  I  mnst.— This  you  com- 
mand; 
This  Phiedraorders;  thrice  her  laultering  tongos 
Bad  me  unfold  the  guiłty  scenę  to  Theseus : 
Thrice  with  lond  cries  recalPd  me  on  my  vay. 
And  blamM  my  speed,  and  chid  my  rash  obedienoa^ 
Lest  the  unwelcome  tale  shoułd  wound  your  peac«h 
At  last,  with  looks  serenely  sad,  she  cry'd, 
*<  Go,  tell  it  all  ;**  but  in  such  artful  words, 
Such  tender  accents,  and  such  meiting  sounds. 
As  may  appease  his  ragę,  and  move  his  pity  ; 
As  may  inctine  him  to  forgi^e  his  son 
A  giierons  iault,  but  still  a  fiiuk  of  love. 


ly,  what  remorse  t 


Of  lorę !  what  strange  suspicions  rade  my  Mai  f 
As  you  regard  my  peace,  deciare,  what  love ! 

ŁYCON. 

SoargM,  t  must  deciare;  yet,  pitying  HeaTen* 
Why  must  I  speak  ?  Why  mustunwilling.Lycoa 
Accuse  tbe  princc  of  impious  love  to  Phadra  ? 

TRBtBUS. 

Lore  to  his  motber !  to  the  wife  of  Theteua  t. 

ŁTOON. 

Yes,  at  the  first  moment  he  Tłew'd  ber  ey«% 
Ev*n  at  the  altar,  trhen  you  joinM  your  handa. 
His  easy  heait  recciv'd  tbeguilty  flame» 
And  from  that  time  l^e  prejst  her  with  bb 
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^Ś* 


THBSEUS.  ^ 

Tben  'twas  for  thig  she  banisliM  him  fróm  Crete ; 
Itboucfat  it  hatred  aU :  O  righteous  hatred  ! 
ForgiTe  me,  HeaTen ;  lbrgive  me,  injui^d  Phadra, 
Thit  I  in  secret  have  condemnM  thy  justice. 
Oh !  tva8  all  just,  and  Tbeseus  shall  revenge, 
ht*n  OD  his  son,  reyenge  his  Phedra*s  wrongs. 

ŁTCON. 

What  easy  tools  are  tbese  blunt  honest  heroes, 
Who  with  keen  hunger  goige  the  naked  hook, 
Prerent  the  bait  the  statesman^s  art  prepapes» 

And  post  to  rui D  ! rGo,  belieriag  fool. 

Go  act  tby  lar>fiimM  justice  on  thy  son, 

Not  oo  thytelf,  and  both  make  way  for  Lycon. 

THCSBUS. 

Ha!  am  I  sore  she'8  wrong'd?  perhaps  'tis 
malice.^ 
flne,iBake  it  elear,  make  good  your  accusation, 
;  Or  Łreble  fury  shall  revenge  my  son. 

LYCON. 

Am  I  then  donbted !  and  can  faithfiil  Lycon 
I  Be  tboa^ht  to  forge  soch  execrable  falsehoods  ? 
Oods!  when  the  queen  unwiłlingly  complaios, 
Caa  yoa  sospect  her  truth  ?  O  godlike  Theseus ! 
b  this  the  love  you  bear  unbappy  Phedra! 
h  this  her  hop'd-for  aid !  Go,  wretched  roatron, 
Sildi  to  tbe  winds,  and  rend  th*  unpitying  h€aven8 
Wtth  thy  rain  sorrows,  sińce  relentless  Theseus, 
Thy  hope,  thy  refoge,  Theseus,  will  not  hear  thee ! 

THB8BC8. 

Not  bear  my  Phsdra !  Not  reTenge  her  wrongs ! 
Speak,  make  thy  proo£iy  and  then  his  doom  's  as 

fix*d 
As  irh^n  Save  speaks,  ^nd  high  Olympus  shakes, 
Aad  Fate  his  voice  obeys. 

ŁTCON. 

Bear  witness,  Hea^en ! 
[Yitii  w]|at  reinctance  I  produce  this  sword, 
?kb  fotal  proof  against  th'  uohappy  prince, 
Icst  h  sbould  work  your  justice  to  his  ruin, 
Aad  pnnre  he  aim'd  at  fi>rce,  as  wdU  as  incest. 

THESEUS. 

<3ods!  tisillttsionaU!  Is  this  the  sword 
By  vhich  Procmstes,  Scyron,  Pallas  fell  ? 
h  tfaśs  the  weapon  which  my  darling  son 

to  eoiploy  in  nooghtbut  acts  of  hononr  ? 
,  &itblul  youth,  thou  nobly  hast  fuiaiPd 
ireneroos  promise.  O  most  injui^d  Phssdra ! 
/  did  I  trust  to  his  deceitful  form  ? 
Why  bfaune  thy  justice,  or  suspect  thy  truth  ? 

ŁTCON. 

Had  yo«ł  this  mora  behełd  his  ardent  eyes, 
kis  mnm  lock^d  in  her  disheTePd  hair, 

poa  glittering  o'er  her  trembling  bosom, 
she  with  screams  reftts*d  his  impious  love, 
nę:  death,  and  rising  to  tbe  wound. 
had  yoa  seen  her,  when  the  frighted  youth 
at  your  approach :  had  you  then  seen  her, 
tSie  cfaaste  transports  of  beooming  fury, 

oa  the  sword  to  pierce  her  guiltless  bosom, 
thisy  yoa  eoold  not  doubt  her  traUi. 
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THE8tt79. 

Oh  impious  monster !  Oh  forgive  me,  Phsdra ! 
And  may  the  gods  inspire  my  injur^d  soul 
With  equal  yengeance  that  may  suit  his  crimes. 

LYCON. 

Por  Phaedra^s  sake,  forbear  to  talk  of  vengeance  | 
That  with  new   pains  would  wound  her  tender 

breast: 
Send  him  away  (roro  Crete,  and  by  his  absence 
Giye  Phedra  quiet;  and  afTord  him  mercy. 

THBSEUS. 

Mercy !  for  what !  *  Oh !  well  bas  he  rewarded 
Poor  PhaBdra>s  mercy.— Oh   most   barbarous 

traitor! 
To  wrong  such  beauty^  and  insult  snch  goodness. 
Mercy!  what's  that?  a  virtue  coin*d  by  riltains ; 
Who  praise  the  weakness   which  supports  their 

crimes. 
Be  mute,  and  fly,  lest  when  my  ragę  is  ronl^d, 
Thou  for  thyself  in  rain  implore  my  mercy. 

LYCON. 

Duli  fool,  I  laugh  at  mercy  morę  than  thouddit, 
I  Morę  than  I  do  the  justice  thou  *art  so  foiid  of. 
Now  come,  young  bero,  to  thy  father*s  arms, 
Receive  the  due  reward  of  haughty  Tirtne ; 
Now  boast  thy  race,  and  laugh  at  earth^bornLycoa. 

Etiier  Hippolitus. 

THESEUS. 

Yet  can  it  be  ?        Is  this  th'  inoestuous  viUain  ? 
How  great  his  presence,  how  erect  his  look, 
How  CTery  grace,  how  all  his  virtuous  mother 
Shines  in  his  lace,  and  charms  me  from  his  eyat  I 
Oh  Neptune  !  Oh,  great  founder  of  oar  race ! 
Why  was  he  firam'd  with  such  a  godlike  look  ? 
Why  wears  he  not  some  most  detestod  form, 
Baleful  to  sight,  as  horrible  tothought; 
That  I  might  act  my  justice  without  grief» 
Punish  the  villain,  nor  rągret  the  son  ? 

HIPPOUTU8. 

t 

May  I  presmne  to  ask,  what  secret  care 
Broods  in  your  breast,  and  clouds  your  royal  brow^ 
Why  dart  your  awful  eyes  those  angry  beoms. 
And  firight  liippolitus,  they  us'd  to  cheer  ? 

THE9BU8. 

Answermefirst:  whencalPdtowaitonPhnhca, 
What  sudden  fear  surprisM  your  troubled  soul  ? 
Why  did  your  ebbingblood  forsake  your  cfaeeki? 
Why  did  you  hasteo  from  your  father*s  arms. 
To  shun  the  queen  your  duty  bids  you  please  ? 

HIPPOUTUS. 

My  lord,  to  please  the  queen,  I'm  forc'd  to 
shun  ber. 
And  keep  this  hatcd  object  from  her  sight 

THBiBUS. 

Sby,  what^  the  caose  of  her  inTeterate  hatred  } 

HippoŁmn. 
My  lord,  as  yet  I  neTcr  ga^e  ber  causa. 

TBEtniB. 

Oh  were  it  so !  [iiridr.]  Wheu  iMt  did  yoa  at- 
tolHdlierł 
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RIPPOŁlTUt. 

When  latt  attend  her  ?— ^^h  anhappyqnpen! 
Your  errour^t  known,  yet  I  disdain  to  wrung  you, 
Or  t4>  betray  a  fault  myself  have  cau8*d.       lAskk. 
When  laat  attend  ber  ?-^— 

THBSEV8. 

Answer  me  directly ; 
Kor  dare  to  trifle  with  your  fieither^s  ragę. 

HTPPOŁtTUS. 

My  lord,  thia  Tery  mom  I  aair  tbe  queeo. 

THBSEUS. 

Wbat  {»asa*d  ? 

BIPPOŁITUS. 
I  ask^d  permisaion  to  retire. 

THESECS. 

An,dwasthatall? 

HIPPOŁITTTS. 

My  lord,  I  humbty  beg, 
Vłth  the  most  Iow  aabmissions,  ask  no  morę. 

THE8KU9. 

Yet  yoa  dont  answer  with  your  Iow  submissions. 
Answer,  or  nerer  bope  tc/see  me  morę. 

.  HIPPOŁITC8. 

Too  much  he  knows,  I  fear,  wtthout  my  telling  ; 
And  tbe  poor  q[ueeo*8  bctrayM  and  loat  for  ever. 

THE9EU8. 

fle  cbangcs,  gods  !  and  faulters  at  the  que9tion : 
His  fears,  bis  words,  his  looks  declare  him  guilty. 

HIPPOŁITITS. 

Why  do  you  frown,  my  loid  ?    Wby  tam  away, 
As  from  some  loathsome  monster,  not  yonr  son  ? 

THB8EUS. 

Thou  art  that  monster,  and  no  morę  my  son. 
Not  one  of  tbose  of  tbe  most  horrid  form, 
Of  whicb  my  hand  has  eas*d  the  barthen'd  Earth, 
Was  half  so  shocking  to  my  sight  as  thou. 

HIPPOŁITUB. 

Wbere  am  I,  gods  ?   Is  that  my  iather  Theseus  ? 
Amiawake?  Am  I  Hippolitus  ? 

THB8BU8. 

Thou  art  that  fiend-— >Thou  art  Hippolitas. 

Thou  art ! Oh  &U !  Oh  faUl  stain  to  houour ! 

How  had  my  Tain  imagination  formM  thee  \ 
Brave  as  Alćides,  and  as  Minos  jnst ! 
Sometimes  it  led  me  through  the  maże  of  war; 
There  it  sunrey^d  thee  ranging  through  the  field, 
Mowing  down  troops,  and  dealtng  out  destruction : 
Sometimes  with  wholesome  laws  reformiog  states, 
Crowning  their  happy joys  with  peace  and  pleoty ; 
While  you 

HIPPOŁITCt. 

With  all  my  fiitlier*s  soul  inspir^d, 
Bnmt  with  impatient  thirst  of  early  honour, 
To  b«iit  tbrougb  bloody  fiekU  the  chase  of  ^lory. 


And  bless  your  age  with  trophies  like  your  own. 
Gods  !  How  that  warm'd  me !  How  my  tbrobbing 

beart 
Ij^pt  to  the  ima^e  of  my  fathei^s  joy, 
When  you  shonld  strain  me  in  your  folding  arms. 
And  with  kind  rapturcs,  and  with  sobbing  joys, 
Commend  my  valour,  and  confess  your  san ! 
How  dłd  I  think  my  g'orious  toil  o'er-paid  ? 
Then  great  indeed,  and  in  my  father'9  !ove, 
With  morę  than  conque.st  crown'd?  "  Go  on,  Hip- 
politus, 
Qo  tread  the  rugged  paths  of  daring  honour  ; 
Praclise  the  strictest  and  austerest  virtue. 
And  all  the  rigid  laws  of  rigbtcons  Minos ; 
Theseus,  thy  ftither  Theseus,  ^ill  reward  thee.' 
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THESEUS. 

Reward  thee  ?— Yes,  as  Minos  wpuld  reward 
thee. 
Was  Miuos  then  thy  pattem  ?  And  did  Minos, 
The  great,  the  good,  the  just,  tbe  righteous  MiiWM^ 
Tbe  judge  of  Heli,  and  oracie  of  Earth, 
Did  he  inspire  adultery,  force,  and  incest  ? 


Ismena  cępeart. 

ISMEMA. 

Ha !  Whafs  this  ? 


l^nók. 


HIPPOUTU8. 

Amazement !  Incest  ?     ■    ■ 

THBSEtrS. 

Incest  with  Phasdra,  with  thy  mother  Phaedra! 

HIPPOŁITUB. 

This  charge  so  unexpected,  so  amazing, 
So  new,  so  strange,  impossible  to  thouebt, 
Stuns  my  a^tonishM  soul,  and  ties  my  Tolce. 

THESBUS. 

Then  let  this  wake  thee,  this  once  glorions  sworJ, 
With  which  thy  father  arm*d  thy  infant  band. 
Not  for  this  purposc.     Oh  abandon'd  slave ! 
Oh  early  rillain  !  Most  dctested  eoward  ! 
With  ttiis  my  instrument  of  youthful  glory  ! 
With  this !— Oh  noble  entrance  into  arms  ! 
With  this  t*  iovade  the  spotless  Phsdra^s  honour^ 
PbsBdra  !  Mv  life  !  My  better  half,  my  queen  i 
That  very  Phaedra,  for  whose  just  defence 
The  gods  would  claim  thy  sword. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

Amazement!  Death! 
Hcayens!  Durst  I  raise  tbe  far-fam*d  sword  ai 

Theseus 
Against  his  qucen,  against  my  mother's  botom. 

THESEUBw 

If  not, declare  when,  where,  and  how  you  )ost  it  * 
How  Phiedra  gainMit?    Oh  all  the  gods!     O^t 

silent 
Whv  was  it  bar'd }  Whose  bosom  was  it  aim'd  at. ' 
What  meant  thy  arm  advanc*d,  thy  glowing  cheeks 
Thy  hand,  hcart,  eyes  ł  Oh  villain !  monstiotai 

villaiD  ! 

HIPPOLITUS. 

Is  there  no  way,  no  thought,  no  beam  of  light  ^ 
No  due  to  guide  mp  through  thU  giooaiy  mazt^ 


PH^DRA  AND  HIPPOUTUS. 
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To  dear  my  honour,  y«t  preserre  my  faith  ? 
Motie !  Nonę,  ye  ponreni !  And  miist  I  groan  be- 

oeath 
Thit  esecrable  load  of  fbul  dishonour  ? 
tf  nst  TTieaeus  suff>?r  sach  unheard-of  torturę ! 
Tbeseiu,  my  iatber !  No,  I'1I  break  tbrougb  all ; 
Al  i«ths,  all  vow.%  all  idlc  imprecations, 
I  giTe  them  to  tb«  winds.     Hear  me,  my  lord ! 
Hear  y«»ar  frroDg'd  soa.    The  sword— -•Oh  fatal 

vow  ! 
Entoarrag  oatbs ;  and  thoa,  rash  thottgbtless  fool. 
To  bind  thyself  \n  voluntary  chains ; 
Yet  to  thy  fata!  trust  continue  flrro  ! 
Beaeatb  dis^race,  thou^h  infiunous  yet  honett. 
TeC  hear  me  fiither,  may  the  righteous  gods 
Sbover  all  tbeir  curses  on  this  wretched  head. 
Oh  ony  tbey  doom  me !-» 

TBBSEUt. 

Yes,  the  gods  will  doom  thee. 
The  twotd,  the  tword !   Now  swear,  and  cali  to 

wttness 
Bcawen,  Heli,  and  Earth.  I  mark  itnotfrom  one, 
That  breathes  beneath  fuch  complicated  guUt 

HIPPOUTUS. 

Was  that  like  guilt,  when  with  expanded  anns 
I  tcnaą  to  meet  you  at  your  wi$h*d  return  ł 
l>oes  this  appear  like  guilt }  When  thus  serene, 
intb  eyes  erect,  and  Tisage  uoappaUM, 
Pizt  on  that  awftil  fiice,  I  stand  the  chaige; 
AraazM,  not  feariiig :  Say,  if  I  am  guilty, 
YHiere  are  the  conscioas  looks,  the  face  now  pale, 
Kow  flushing  rtd,  the  dowiicast  haggard  eyes, 
(^  fix'd  on  earth,  or  slowly  raisM  tu  catch 
A  fearfiil  view,  theu  snnk  again  with  horrour  ? 

'  THB8B178. 

Thts  15  for  raw,  untaught,  unflnishM  Yillains. 
Thoa  tn  thy  bloom  hast  reacird  th*  abhorr*d  per- 

lection : 
[Thy  eren  looks  coold  wear  a  pcacefu)  calm, 
The  beaoteoua  stamp  (oh  Heavms !)  of  faultless 

rirtiie, 
Yhile  thy  foul  heart  contriv*d  thift  horrid  deed. 
^  hardeoM  fiend,  can*t  such  transcendiog  crimes 
Ik^torbthy  sool,  or  ruffle  thy  smooth  bruw  ? 
What,  no  remorse !     No  qualms !     No  pńcking 

pon^  I 
ko  feeble  atnigide  of  rebell  ing  honour ! 
P  twas  thy  joy  !  thy  secret  board  of  bliss, 
ro  dicam,  to  p'>nder,  act  it  o^er  in  tbought ; 
ta  doat,  to  dwell  on ;  as  rejoicing  misers 
kraod  o^er  thetr  precious  stores  of  secret  gold. 

I  HIPPOŁITUB. 

ilfast  I  not  ipeak !  Then  say,  unerring  HeaTcn, 
PThy  va«  I  bom  with  such  a  thirst  of  gtory  ? 
W^  did  this  moming  dawn  to  my  dishonour } 
^hydid  not  pitying  Fate  with  ready  death 
nevent  tiie  guilty  day  ? 

TBE8EC8. 

Guilty  indeed. 
whk  wt  the  thne  yon  heard  your  fatber^s  death, 
Ui  «Kh  a  fiither  (Oh  immortal  gods ! ) 
p  heM  Łbee  dearer  tban  his  life  and  glory ; 
phca  thou  shouM*st  rend  the  skies  with  clamorous 
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Ifcy  wań  breast,  aod  teir  thy  starting  hair  ; 


Then  to  my  bed  to  force  your  impious  way ; 
With  horrid  lust  t'  insult  my  yet  wann  urn ; 
Make  me  the  scom  of  Heli,  and  sport  for  fiends ! 
Th«'8e  are  the  funeral  honours  paid  to  Tbeseui, 
Thcse  are  the  sorrows,  these  the  hallowM  rites, 
To  which  you*d  cali  your  fkther'8  hovering  spirit* 

Enłer  Ismena. 

ISMBNA. 

Hear  me,  my  lord,  ere  yet  you  ftx  his  doom. 

[Thmmg  ło  Theseus. 
Hear  one  that  comes  to  shield  his  injur*d  honour, 
And  guard  his  life  with  hazard  of  ber  own. 

THESEUS. 

Though  thou  'rt  the  dau^hter  of  my  hated  foe, 
Though  ev'n  thy  beauty*8  loathsometo  my  eyes, 
Yet  justice  bids  me  hear  thee. 

ISMENA. 

Thus  1  thankyou.  IKmelt, 
Then  know,  mistaken  prince,  his  honest  soul 
Could  ne*er  be  8way'd  by  impious  \ove  to  Phadia, 
Since  I  befbre  engag'd  his  earty  vow8^ 
With  all  my  wiles  subdued  his  struggling  heart ; 
For  long  his  duty  struggied  with  his  loye. 

Speak,  is  this  true  ?  On  thy  obedience,  speak. 

HIPPOUTUS.  * 

So  charg'd,  I  owu  the  dangerous  truth  i  I  own. 
Against  ber  will,  i  lov'd  the  fair  Ismena. 

THESEUS. 

Canst  thou  be  only  c]ear'd  by  disobedience, 
And  justify^d  by  crimes  ?— What !  love  my  foe ! 
Love  one  descended  from  a  race  of  tyrants, 
Whose  blood  yet  reeks  on  my  avenging  sword ! 
Vm  curst  each  moment  I  delay  thy  fate : 
Hastę  to  the  shades,  and  tell  the  happy  Pallas 
Ismena^s  flaraes,  and  let  bim  taste  such  joys 
As  thou  giv'st  me ;  go  tell  applauding  Minos 
The  pions  love  you  borę  his  dau;;hter  Phedra ; 
Teil  it  the  chattering  ghosts,  and  hissing  furies. 
Tell  it  the  urinning  ftends,  till  Hetl  sound  nothing 
To  thy  pleas'd  ears  but  Phsedra  and  Ismena. 

EnUr  Cratander. 

Seize  bim,  Cratander  ;  take  this  guilty  sword, 
Let  his  own  hand  aveuge  the  crimes  it  acted. 
And  bid  him  die,  at  least,  like  Theseus*  son. 
Take  him  away,  aod  execute  my  orders. 

HIPPOUTUS. 

HeaTens!  Howthatstrikesme!  Howitwounda 
my  soul ! 
To  think  of  your  unutterable  sorrows, 
When  you  sball  fiud  Hippolitua  was  guiltless ! 
Yet  when  you  know  the  innocence  yun  doom'd, 
When  you  sball  mown  your  son^s  unhappy  &te. 
Oh,  I  beseech  you  by  the  loye  you  borę  me, 
With  my  last  words  (my  wonls  will  then  preTail)* 
Oh,  for  my  sake,  forbear  to  touch  your  life, 
Nor  wound  again  Hippolitus  in  Theseus. 
Let  all  my  Tirtues,  all  my  joys,  surriTe 
Fresh  in  your  breast,  but  be  my  woes  foigot ; 
The  woes  which  Fate,  and  not  my  ftither,  wrought* 
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Oh !  let  me  dwtll  for  e^er  in  yoor  thoogfats. 
Lei  me  be  lionoai^d  8tiU»  bat  oot  deplor^d. 

THK8BU8. 

Tlen  thy  chief  care  is  for  thy  fkther^t  life. 
Oh  blooming  hypocrite !  Oh  youiig  dissembler ! 
Weil  hart  thoa  sbown  the  care  thou  tak*8t  of, 

Theseos. 
Oh  all  ye  gods !  how  this  iuflames  my  fury ! 
I  tc^rce  can  hołd  my  ragę ;  my  eager  hands 
Tremble  to  reach  tbee.  No»  dishonoaiM  Tbeieus ! 
Biot  not  thy  &me  with  such  a  monster^s  blood. 
Snatch  bUn  away. 

HIPPOŁITUt. 

Łead  od.    ?are«re11,  Ismena. 

I8ME1IA. 

Gk !  take  me  with  him,  let  me  share  his  frie. 
Oh  awful  Theseos !  Yet  revoke  his  doom : 
See,  see  the  very  ministers  of  Death, 
Thoagh  bred  to  blood,  yet  ihipk,  and  wiih  to  sare 
him. 

THBSE17S. 

Slttwea,  Tillains,  tear  ber  Irom  him,  cut  her  aims 

IIMBWA.     ' 

Oh !  tear  me,  cot  me,  till  my  le^er^d  limbs 
Crow  to  my  loid,  and  thare  the  paina  be  tuffers. 


TimEin. 


Yillaina,  away. 


UMBHA. 

OTbeseus!  Hearme,hearme. 

THBSSUS. 

Away,  nor  taint  me  with  thy  loathsome  tonch. 


Off,  woman. 


IIMKITA. 


Stay,  oh  rtay !  Pil  tell  you  all.  [EgU  Theseiu. 

AJready  gone ! ^Tell  it,  ye  conscious  walls  ; 

Bear  it,  ye  windt,  upon  yoUr  pitying  wings; 
Besound  it.  Famę,  with  all  your  hundred  tongnes. 
Ohhaplęas  youth!    All  HeaTen  conspires  againsC 

you. 
The  conscions  walli  conceal  the  tetal  secret : 
Th'  untainted  windt  refiise  th'  infecting  load : 
And  Famę  itself  it  mutp.— Nay,  eT*n  Ismena, 
Thy  own  Itmena't  twom  to  thy  dettruction. 
*    But  ftili,  what^er  the  cniel  godt  design, 
In  the  tamę  fiłte  onr  eqiial  start  combine. 
And  be  who  doomt  t|iy  death  pronoonces  minę. 


ACT  V. 


Enler  Phsdra  and  Łycon. 

ŁYCOlff. 

AcCDts  yonraelf  ?  Oh !  on  my  kneet  I  beg  yon. 
By  ail  the  godt,  recał  the  fetal  message. 
Heavent!    will  you  stand  the  dreaded  ragę  of 

Thesent? 
And  brand  your  fiuae,  and  work  yoor  own  de- 

•tnicUoD? 


PHJKOIU. 

By  tbee  Tm  branled,  and  by  thee  destroy*d  ; 
Thou  botom  serpent,  thou  alłuring  6end  I 
Yet  than*t  you  boast  the  miseries  yon  cause. 
Nor  *tcape  the  min  you  have  brought  on  alL 

ŁYCON. 

Wat  it  not  yoor  command  ?  Has  {aitbfiil  Łycon 
E'er  tpoke,  e'cr  thought,  dcsignM,  contriT^d,  or 

acted } 
Hat  be  done  augfat  without  the  queen'8  consent  ? 

PHiBDRA. 

Plead^stthottconsentto  whatthon  first  in8pit'dst> 
Wat  that  cousent  ?  O  senseless  politiclan ! 
When  adrerse  passions  struggled  in  my  breatt, 
When  anger,  fear,  Iove,  sorro^^,  guilt,  despair* 
Drove  out  my  reaton,  and  usurp'd  my  soul, 
Yet  thit  consent  you  plead,  O  faithful  Lycun ! 
Oh  !  only  zealout  for  the  feme  of  Phedra! 
With  this  you  biot  my  name^and  elear  your  own; 
And  what'8  my  frcnzy,  will  be  caU»d  my  crime  : 
What  then  it  thine }  Thou  coot,deliberate  rillain, 
Thou  wise,  fore-thinking,  weighing  polttician  ! 

ŁTCON. 

Oh !  twas  so  black,  my  fnghtenM  tongne  recoiI'd 
At  its  own  tound,  and  horrour  tbook  my  toul. 
Yet  ttill,thougb  pierc*d  with  such  amazingangnish, 
Such  wat  my  zeal,  to  much  I  lov*d  my  quecn, 
I  broke  through  all,  to  8ave  the  life  of  Phsdra. 

PHiKORA. 

What'8  life?  Oh  all  ye  gods !  Can  life  atone 
For  all  the  monstrous  crimes  by  which  'tis  bought } 
Or  can  I  live !  Wben  thou,  oh  soul  of  honour ! 
Oh  early  bero !  by  my  crimet  art  ruin*d. 
Perhaps  ev*n  now  the  great  uuhappy  youth 
Fails  by  the  sordid  hands  of  butchering  vilLains  ; 
Now,  now  he  blecds,  he  dies — Oh  peijur^d  treitor  [ 
See,  his  rich  blood  in  purple  torrents  flows. 
And  Naturę  tallies  in  unbidden  groans ; 
Now  mortal  pangs  distort  his  love1y  form  ; 
His  rosy  beauties  &de,  his  starry  ey^s 
Now  darkling  swim,  and  fix  their  closing  beams; 
Now  in  thort  gatps  hit  labouring  spirit  heares. 
And  weakly  flutters  on  his  foultering  tonguc. 
And  struggles  into  sound.     Hear,  monster,  bear, 
With  his  last  breath  he  curses  perjur*d  Phizulra  : 
He  siunmons  Phaedra  to  the  bar  of  Mi  nos  ; 
Thou  too  shalt  there  appear;  to  torturę  tbee, 
Whole  Heli  shall  beemploy'd,and  sufTering  Phaddn 
Shall  fiiid  someease  to  see  thee^U  morę  wretched 

ŁTCON. 

Oh  all  ye  powers !  Oh  Phiedra !  Henr  me,  hesu 
me. 
By  all  my  zeal,  by  all  my  anxiou8  cares. 
By  those  unhappy  crimes  I  wrought  to  serre  you 
By  thete  o)d  witber'd  limbs  and  hoary  haira. 
By  all  my  tears !  — Oh  hcayens !  She  minds  Ołe  not 
She  beart  not  my  complaints.  Oh  wretched  Lyoon 
To  what  art  thou  resenr^d  ? 

PIŁSOftA. 

Reserv'd  to  all 
The  iharpestySlowest  pains  that  Earth  can  fomtal 

To  all  I  with        on  Phaedra Guards,  si^cm 

hmL  [Lyoon  carriad  ^ 


PHiEDRA  ANI>  HIPPOUTUS. 
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Ha !  Thesens,  gods !  My  freezing  blood  congeals, 
Aod  all  my  thoughts,  designs,  and  words  are  lost 

EnUr  Theseus. 

■ 

TRB8EU9. 

Doft  tboa  at  last  repcnt  ?  Oh  1ovely  Phsedra ! 
At  lasŁ  with  ei\val  ardour  meet  my  vows : 

0  dear-boufcht  blessing !  Yet  PU  not  complain, 
Since  notv-  my  sharpest  j^rief  is  all  o^erpaiii. 

And  onWhei^htensjoy. — Then  haste,my  charmer, 
Lft^g  fettsŁ  our  faniisb'd  souiti  with  amurous  riot, 
With  fierccst  bliss  atone  for  our  d''lay, 
And  ia  a  moment  love  tlie  age  we  've  lost. 

PHAORA. 

Stand  ofT,  approai;h  me,  toneh  me  not;   fly 
hencCi 
Far  as  the  distant  skies  or  deepest  centrę. 

THESEUS. 

Amazement  *  Oeath !  Ye  gods  who  gtiide  the 
worid, 
What  can  this  mean  ?  So  fierce  a  detestation, 
So  strong   abhorrence! — Speak,   exqui8łte   tor- 

mentor ! 
Was  it  For  this  yonr  rammons  filPd  my  rouI 
With  eager  raptnres,  and  tumaltuous  transports  ? 
£v*n  painful  joys,  and  agonies  of  bliss! 
Did  I  for  this  óbey  my  PhaBdra*8  cali, 
And  fly  with  trembling  hastę  to  meet  ber  arms  ? 
And  ain  1  thus  receiv'd }  O  cruel  Phasdra ! 
Was  itfor  this  you  rouz*d  mydrowsy  soul 
Fiom  the  duli  lethargy  of  hopeless  Iov^e  ? 
And  dost  thou  only  show  those  beamteons  eyes 
To  wake  despąir,  and  blast  me  with  their  beams  ? 

PH^DRA. 

Oh  t  were  that  all  to  which  the  gods  haTC  doomM 
me; 
Bot  angry  Hea^en  has  laid  in  storę  for  Theseus 
Sach  perfect  mischief,  such  transcendent  woe, 
That  the  black  image  shocks  my  frighti>d  soul, 
And  the  words  die  on  my  reluctant  tongOe. 

THESEUS. 

Fjear  not  to  spcak  it ;  that  harmonions  voice 
Wni  DMdce  the  saddest  tale  of  sorrow  pleasing, 
And  chann  the  grief  it  brings.— Thus  let  me  hear  it, 
Thus  in  thy  sight ;  thus  gazing  on  those  cyes, 

1  can  snpport  the  utmost  spite  of  Fate, 

And  stand  the  ragc  of  Heaven. Approach,  my 

foir! 

PH^SBRA. 

Off,  or  I  fly  for  ever  from  thy  sight : 
iQ>«»  I  emlMrace  the  fiither  of  Hippolitus  ? 

TRBSEUS.  I 

Fofset  the  Tillain,  dri^e  him  from  yoar  soul. 

PHiEORA. 

Cta  f  fbrget,  or  drive  him  iVom  my  sonl  ? 
Oh !  be  will  still  be  present  to  my  eyes  i 
His  words  will  ever  echo  in  my  ears ; 
Still  will  he  be  the  torturę  of  my  days, 
Baoe  of  my  lifej  anł  min  of  my  (lory. 


THSSEUt. 


And  minę  and  all. — Oh  most  abandon^d  villaiA^ 
Oh  lasting  scandal  lo  our  godlike  race ! 
That  cottkltX)ntrive  a  crime  so  foul  as  incest. 

PHiEDRA. 

Incest !  Oh  name  it  not ! 

The  very  mention  shakćs  my  inmost  soul : 
The  gods  are  startlcd  in  their  peaceful  mansions, 
And  Naturę  sickens  at  the  shocking  souiid. 
Thou  brutal  wretcb  !  Thou  cxecrabie  monster ! 
To  break  through  all  the  laws  that  early  flow 
From  untaught  reason,  and  distinguish  man  ; 
Mix  like  the  senseless  herd  with  bestial  lust, 
Mother  aud  son  preposterously  wicked ; 
To  banish  from  thy  soul  the  rerereocc  due 
To  houour,  naturę,  and  the  gcuial  bed. 
And  iąjure  one  so  grcat,  so  good  as  Theseus* 

THSSBOS. 

To  injure  one  so  great,  so-good  as  Phadra; 
Oh  slaye !  to  wrong  sueb  purity  as  thine, 
Such  dazzling  brightness,  such  exalted  virtue. 

PHiBDRA. 

Virtuc !  All-seeing  srods,  you  know  my  rirtue  I 
Must  I  support  all  this  ^  O  righteous  Heaven ! 
Catt't  I  yet  spcak  ?  Reproach  I  could  have  borne, 
Pointed  his  satyrs  stings,  and  edgM  his  ragę, 

But  to  be  praisM Now,  Minos,  I  defy  thee ; 

£v'n  all  thy  dreadiUl  magazines  of  pains, 
Stones,  furics,  wheels,  are  slight  to  what  1  sufler. 
And  Heli  itsełfs  lelicf. 

THESEUS. 

Whars  Heli  to  thee  ? 
What  crimes  could*st  thou  commit?    Or  what 

reproaches 
Could  innocence  so  pure  as  Phasdra^s  fear. 
Oh,  thou  'rt  the  chastest  matron  of  thy  sez, 
The  fairest  pattcm  of  ezcelling  virtue. 
Our  latest  annals  shaU  record  thy  glory, 
The  mafid's  ezample,  and  the  matrun'8  theme. 
Each  skłlful  artist  shall  expres8  thy  form, 

In  animatcd  gold. -The  threatening  swoid 

Sbail  hang  for  ever  o*er  thy  snowy  boaom ; 
Such  heayenly  bcauty  on  thy  face  shall  bloom, 
As  sbail  almost  ezcuse  the  vłllaiii's  crime ; 
But  yet  that  firmness,  that  unshaken  yirtue, 
As  still  sbail  make  the  monster  morę  dctested. 
Where>e*cr  you  pass,  the  crowded  way  shall  sound 
With  joyful  cries,  and  cndless  accłaniations : 
And  when  aspiring  bards,  in  daring  strains, 
Shall  raise  some  beaTCuly  matron  to  the  Powers, 
They  Ml  say,  she*s  great,  she*8  tnie,  she*s  chaste  as 

Pb»dra. 

PHSORA. 

This  might  haye  been. ^But  now,  oh  cruel 

stars ! 
Now,  as  I  pass,  the  crowded  way  sbail  sound 
With  hissiiig  scom,  and  mnrmurinir  detestation : 
The  latest  annals  shall  record  my  shame ; 
And  when  th»  ayens:ing  Muse  with  pointed  ragę 
Wottld  stnk  Boine  impious  womati  down  to  Heli 
She»U  say,  she^s  false,  she*s  bese,  she*s  foul  'aa 

PhtBdra. 


so« 


SMmrs  POEMS. 


And  ail  thcgnawlng  panga^  vain  remone? 
What   torment'8   this  ?— >>Therefore>    O    greatly 
thottght, 

Therefore  do  justiceon  thyaelf and  lirę; 

Live  above  aU  most  infinitely  wretcbod. 
Ismena  too        Nay,  then,  ayeogiog  Heaven 

Ismena  enien, 

Has  Yented  aU  its  ragę. O  wretched  maid ! 

Why  dost  thou  come  to  swell  my  raging  grief ! 
Why  add  to  sorrowii,  and  embitter  woęs  ? 
Why  do  thy  moarnfal  eyf*s  upbraid  roy  guilt  ? 
Why  thus  recall  to  my  af&icted  soul 
The  sad  remambrance  of  my  god-like  son, 
Of  that  dear  youth  my  cruelty  bas  niin^d  ? 

ISMENA. 

KuinM !— -^  all  ye  potrers !  O  awfnl  Thf>8eas ! 
Say,  wb^re'8  roy  lord  ?  say,  where  bas  Fate  dis- 

pos'd  bim  ? 
Ob  9feik !  tbe  feąr  distracts  ma. 

THBSSUS. 

Oods!  Canitpeak? 
Can  I  declare  hit  fiite  to  his  Ismena  ? 
Oh  loYely  maid !  Coiild'st  thou  admit  of  comfoit, 
Thou  Bhould*8t  for  ever  be  my  only  care, 
Work  of  my  life,  and  labour  of  my  soui. 
■For  tbee  alone,  my  sorrows,  luU*d,  shali  cease ; 
Cease  for  a  wbile  to  moum  my  murder^d  son : 
Tor  thee  alone  my  sword  once  morę  shalt  ragę, 
Restore  the  crown  of  wbich  it  robbed  your  race : 
Then  let  your  grief  gire  way  to  thoughts  of  em- 
pire; 
At  thy  owh  Athens  reign.    The  happy  crowd 
Beneatb  thy  easy  yoke  with  płeasure  bow, 
And  thi<ik  in  tbee  their  own  Minerra  reigns. 

I8HENA. 

MnsC  I  then  reign  ?  Nay,  must  I  Iive  without 
him  ? 
Not  so,  oh  godlike  youth  !  you  lov*d  Ismena; 
You  for  ber  sake  reftis^d  the  Cretao  empire. 
And  yet  a  nobler  gpft,  the  royal  Phedra. 
Shall  I  then  take  a  crown,  a  guilty  crown, 
From  the  relentJess  band  that  doom*d  thy  death?  . 
Oh  !  tis  in  death  alone  I  cmn  baveease. 
And  ihus  I  find  it  [Q^sr#  to  sitA  harte^f, 

EnUr  Hjppolitus. 

HIPPOUTUS. 

o  forbear,  Ismena ! 
Forbear,  chaste  maid,  tu  wound  thy  tender  bosom; 
Oh  Hc^aren  and  Earth  !  should  she  resoke  to  die, 
And  snatch  a II  beauty  from  the  widow*d  Earth  ? 
Was  it  for  me,  ye  gods  !  sheM  fali  a  victim  ? 
Was  for  me  she^d  die  ?  O  heavenly  virgin  ! 
See,  see  thy  own  Hippolitus,  who  Hycs, 
And  hopes  to  live  for  thee. 

ISMENA. 

Hippolitus ! 
Am  I  aliTe  or  dead !  ts  this  Elysiam ! 

Tłs  he,  *tis  ail  Hippolitus Ai^  well  > 

Ar't  thou  not  wounded  ? 

THBSBOS. 

Oh  unhopM-for  joy ! 
Stand  off,  and  let  me  fly  into  his  arms. 


Speak,  say ,  what  god,  wfaat  miracle  preserr^d  thfe ! 
Didst  thou  not  strike  thy  fathei^s  cruel  present, 
My  sword,  into  thy  breast  ? 

HIPPOLITUS. 

I  aim*d  it  there, 
Bat  tum*d  it  from  myself,  and  sjew  Cratander ; 
The  guanis,  not  trusted  with  his  fiital  orders, 
Granted  my  wish,  and  brought  me  to  the  king: 
I  fear^d  not  death,  but  could  not  bear  the  tbought 
Of  Theseus*  sorrow,  and  Ismena*8  loss ; 
Therefore  1  hasten'd  to  your  royal  presenoe^ 
Herę  to  recei^e  my  doom. 

THBSBUS. 

Be  this  thy  doom. 
To  lłve  for  ever  in  Ismena^s  arms. 
Go,  heavenly  pair,  and  with  your  dazzling  ▼irtoes, 
Your  coarage,  truth,  your  innocence,  and  lovc, 
Amaze  and  charm  mankind;  and  rule  that  empire, 
For  wbich  in  yain  your  rival  feitners  fought 


ISMBNA. 


Ob  kilUngjoy ! 


HIPPOLITUS. 

Oh  extasy  of  bliss ! 
Am  I  possessM  at  last  of  my  Ismena  ? 
Qf  that  celestial  maid,  oh  pitying  gods ! 
How  shall  I  thank  your  bounties  for  my  suflenngs, 
For  ail  my  pains,  and  all  the  pan^rs  Pve  bom  ? 
Since  't  was  to  them  I  owe  dirine  Ismena, 
To  them  I  owe  the  dear  consent  of  Theseus. 
Yet  there^s  a  pain  lies  heavy  on  my  heart. 
For  the  disastrous  &te  of  hapless  PhsBdra. 

THESEUS. 

I>ecp  was  ber  anguish ;  for  the  wrougs  she  did 
you 
She  chose  to  die,  and  in  ber  death  deploiM 
Your  fate,  aud  not  ber  own. 

HIPPOLITUS. 

rve  heaitl  it  aU. 
O  !  had  not  passion  sn1Iy*d  her  renown. 
Nonę  e*er  on  Earth  had  slione  with  equal  lustre^ 
So  glorious  livM,  or  So  lamented  dy*d. 
Her  iaults  wenę  only  fauits  of  raging  lorę, 
Uer  virtues  all  her  own. 

,  ISMENA. 

Unhappy  Phasdra ! 
Was  there  no  other  way,  ye  pitying  powers. 
No  other  way  to  crown  lsmena*s  love  ? 
Then  must  1  ever  mourn  ber  cruel  fate. 
And  in  the  midst  of  my  triumphant  joy, 
£v'n  in  my  hero*s  arms,  confess  some  sorrow. 

THESBUS. 

Otendeftmaid !  fori>ear,  with  in-tim*d  grief. 
To  damp  our  blessings,  and  incense  the  gods : 
But  let's  away,  and  pay  kind  Heav'n  our  thąnks 
For  all  tbe  wonders  in  our  favour  wrought ; 
That  Heaveu,  whose  mcrcy  rescued  erring  Thesens 
From  execrable  crimes,  and  endless  woes. 
Then  learn  from  mc,  ye  kings  that  rule  the  #orld, 
With  equa1  poize  let  steady  justice  sway. 
And  flagrantcrimes  with  certain  vengeance  pay. 
But,  tiU  the  proofs  are  elear,  tbe  stroke  delay. 


ON  KING  WILLIAM  AND  QUEEN  MARY. 


SOS 


Hl)»POUTUS. 

Tfae  righteons  gods,  that  innoceoce  require, 
ProŁect  the  goodness  whtch  theniseives  inspire. 
Ungnarded  virtue  buman  arU  defies, 
Th*  aocus*d  is  happy,  while  th*  accuser  dies. 

lEieunt  onrnes. 


ON  THE 


BIHTH  OF  THE  PRINCE  OF  WAŁĘSA 

Jam  non  ^ulgares,  Isis,  molire  triumphos, 
Augustos  Isis  nunąuam  tacitura  Stuartos. 
Tu  qaoties  crebńs  ćumulasti  altaria  donis 
Multa  rogans  nomen,  cni  vincta  juga)ia  cune ! 
At  jam  Tutivam  Superis  suspende  tabellam  ; 
Sont  rata  vota  tibi,  sieTique  oblita  doloris 
Amplexu  parvi  gaudet  Regina  Jacpbi. 
Languentes  dadum  priscus  Tigor  afflat  ocellos, 
Idons  et  cane  suspensus  ia  oscula  Matris 
Nnmlne  jam  spiret  blando,  vi8amqae  tenellum 
Miscet  parva  quidem,  sed  TiTida  Patris  imago. 
O  etiam  patrio  vitrat  celebratas  honore, 
Vivat  canitie  terris  vexierandiis  eadcm  ! 


Omen  babet  cert^  8up«ra  quod  Tescitar  aura 
Tum  pńmum,  isetos  asstas  cum  pandat  honores, 
Omnia  cum  vireant,  cum  formosissimus  annoa. 
Et  Vo9  felices  optata  prolc  Parentes ! 
£aos  nunc  Parca  piis  respexit  mota  qiierelis : 
En  !  veslne  va!uere  preces ;  Tictriscąue  Deonira 
Kata  moret  pietas,  quamvi8  nolentia  flecti : 
Proles  chara  datur  senio,  inconcessa  juventsB. 
Si  citiilis  doboles  nutlo  miranda  daret^r 
*Prodigio,  sanctis  vix  digna  Parentibus  esset : 
^  O  qu»  vita  dabit,  cui  dat  miraculapartus  ? 
I,  Princeps,  olim  patrios  imitaretriumphcis^ 
Et  semper  magni  yestigia  Patris  adora  : 
Hic  prima  nondum  induŁus  lanugine  malas 
Inrictis  orbcm  per  totuip  inclaruit  armis. 
Illiasad  tonitru  Batavi  tremuere ;  Jacobum 
Agnovit  dominum  summissis  navita  yelis. 
Tc  quoque  Belga  tremat,  metuat  rediviva  Jacobi 
Fulmina,  ciijus  adhuc  miserfe  conserrat  hiantes 
Ore  cicatrices,  va8tse  et  monumenta  ruinae. 
Subjectus  fkmulas  Nereas  Tibi  porrigat  undas : 
Ipse  tuo  da  jura  mari. 

Cumque  Pater  tandem  divi8  miscebitur  ipse 
Divu8  (at  6 !  tardć  sacra  ducite  stamina,  Parcss,) 
Assere  tu  nostri  jus  immortale  MonaFcłue; 
Tu  rege  subjectum  patriis  virtutibus  ori>em. 

EDMIJNDUS  SMITH,  Mdu  Ckrisłt  Commoualu, 


'  From  the  Strense  Natalitiae  Academias  Oxon- 
iensis  in  celstssimum  Principem.  Oxonii,ł  Theatro 
Sbeldoniano.   An.  Dom.  1688,— The   uncommon 
excel)enoe  of  Edmund  Smith's  productions  must 
ensure  them  a  favoQreble  reception ;  especially 
wfaen  it  is  considered,  that  at  the  time  of  their 
composition  he  was  only  one  remove  from  a  school- 
boy.   Had  Dr.  Johnson  seen  the  first  of  these  pub- 
lications,  he  woold  not  have  been  at  a  loss  to  de- 
termine,  in  the  excellent  Mfe  he  has  giyen  the 
worid  of  Smith,  whether  the  latter  was  admitted 
in  the  iiniversity  in  the  year  1689,  as  he  would 
thence  ha^e  been  enabled  to  prooounce  with  cer- 
tainty,  that  he  was  in  1688  a  member  of  Christ 
Church.     I  take  this  to  ha^e  been  the  year  of 
Smith's  admission ;  and  that  he;  was  then  just 
came  off  from  Westminster,  in  time  to  signalize 
his  abilities  by  writing  on  the  Birth  of  the  Prince 
of  Wales,  when  a  freshmaii  (according  to  the 
oniTersity  phrase)  and  before  he  was  appointed  to 
a  stndentship ;  for  his  name  is  subscribed  to  that 
copy  of  Terses,  with  the  addition  of  commorer. 
The  great  superiority  of  genius  that  is  displayed 
m  this  first — 8chool-boy'8 — production  of  Smith, 
beyond  what  Addison  has  discovered  in  bis  iirst 
pedbnnance— -the  Pastorał  on  the  Inaugiiration  of 
King  William  andSueen  Mary — sufficiently  serves 
to  arcount  for  Smith's  bcing,  as  Dr.  Johnson  ob- 
serres,  *'  one  of  the  murmurers  at  fortunę;  and 
wondering,  why  he  was  suffered  to  be  poor,  when 
Addison   was  caressed  and   preferred.**      Smith 
could  not  bnt  be  conscious  of  the  greatcr  de^rree 
of  literary  merit  he  himself  possessed  even  in  the 
Tery  dcpartment  to  which  Addison  owed  the  earlier 
part  of  his  famę,  THE  writing  of  łatin  veR8E; 
^^nd  on  comparing  their  juvenile  performances, 
it  is  evidcnt  that  Smith  had  reason  euough  for  thdt 
consciousness. — Addison  first  recommcnded  him- 
8ełf  to  notice  by  his  dedication  of  the  Mus*p  Angli- 
€iatx  to  Lord  Halifax,  and  by  the  poems  of  his  own 
tberein  inserted.    But  wbatare  his  poems  in  com- 

porison  of  Smith'!. 

Ktnastoh. 


ON 

THE  1NAUGURATION  OF 

KING  WILUAM  AND  SŁUEEN  MARY*. 

Mauritii  ingentis  celso  de  sanguine  natum, 
Mauritioque  parem,  solenni  dicere  versu 
Te,  Gulielme,juvat:  nunc  6!  mihi  pectora  flamml 
Divina  caleant,  nunc  me  furor  excitet  idem, 
fiui  Tc,  ingens  heros,  bello  tot  adire  labores 
Instigat,  medio!ique  ardentem  impellit  in  hostes. 

Te  tenero  lat^  jactabat  fama  siU)  asvo : 
Csppistł,  qua  finiserat;  maturaque  Tirtus 
Edidit  antę  diem  fructus,  tardfeąue  8equentea 
Annos  prsecurrit  long^,  et  post  tcrga  reliquit. 
Jatii  Te,  jam  videor  flagrantes  cernere  yultus. 
Dum  primas  ducis  fervens  in  pnelia  turmas : 
Jam  cemo  oppositas  acies,  ąuanto  impetepraercps 
Tela  per  et  gladios  raperis ;  quo  fubnine  belii 
Adversum  frangiscuneum,et  media  agmina  misceSk 
Num  ferus  in^iulit  Belgas  Turenniua  heros, 
lnvictis  semper  clarus  Turennius  armis, 
Et,  quacunque  ruit,  ferro  bacchatur  et  igni  ? 
Tu  primo  Ternans  jucunds  ilore  juventae 
Cóugredcris,  duccntc  Doo,  Deus  ipse  Batavis. 
Congrederis ;  non  Te  Oallorum  immania  terrenŁ 
Agmina,  non  magni  Turennius  agminis  instar. 
Heu  quas  tum  ferro  strages,  quse  funera  lat^ 
Edideris,  quant08que  viro8  demiseris  orco  ! 
Sic  cum  congestos  struxere  ad  sidera  moptei 
Terrigenae  firatres,  superos  detrudere  coe!o 
Aggressi,  posito  tum  plectro  intonsus  Apollo 
Armata  sumpsit  fatalia  spicula  dextra : 
Tunc  audax  ruit  in  bellum,  et  f^rit  acer  in  armis. 
Et  Martem,  atque  ipsas  loogć  anteit  fulminis  alas. 

*  From  the  Vota  Oxoniensia  pro  scrcnissimis 
Guilhelrao  Rege  et  Maria  Rrgina  M.  Britaniiiac, 
tcc.  nuncupata.  Oxonii,  i  Theatro  Shclduniano. 
An.  Dom.  1689. 
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Extreinos  6  ąxam  Tellem  memoniTe  labores ! 
Suam  vellein  saenri  saperata  perieola  ponti ! 
Cui  merito  nunc  jnra  dabis :  ąuam  flebile  Aitam 
Tri8te8que  illorum  exequias,  quo8  obniit  ipquor 
Immeritoś,  canere ;  at  jamjam  sub  pondere  tanto 
Deficio,  heroeoique  8eqttor  non  passibus  eąufa. 
Sed  fesso  memoranda  dies,  qna  regna  Britaonikm 
Debita,  qaa  ftacros  sceptri  regalia  honores 
Accipies,  cinj:esqae  aurra  diademate  frontem. 
Anglos  senrasŁi ;  da  jura  vołenŁłbas  Anglis. 
Sic  gra  vi  8  Alcides  humeri»  ingentibus  olim 
FolciYit  patriam,  quem  mox  pos8edit,01ympam. 

E.  SMITH,  JEdit  CkritU  Abmmu, 


ON  THE  RETCRBT  OF 

ŃJNG  WILUAM  FROM  IRELAND, 

After  tbe  battle  of  the  Boyne^. 

O  INGENS  Heros  !  O  tot  deftmcte  pcHcIis ! 
Ergo  iterum  victor  nostris  aliaberis  oris  ł 
Atque  os  belligenim,  torvumque  iii  prsplia  numen 
Exui8,  et  blatada  compouis  regna  qutete  ? 
Ei^o  iterum  placida  moderaris  voce  Senatum  ? 
Oraquc  diTimim  spirant  jam  mitia  lumen  ? 
Non  sic  cum  trepidos  ageres  violentus  Hibemos ; 
Cum  bcllo  exultan8  iremeres,  ensemąue  rotares 
Immaoi  gyro,  rubris  bacchatus  in  arvi8 
Invitus :  (neque  enim  cnideles  edere  strages 
Te  juvat,  autanimis  Ditem  satiaie  Tuorum.) 
Sic  olim  aroplexus  Semeles  petiisse  Tonantem 
Fama  est,  terribilem  nigranti  fulmine  et  igfni : 
Maluit  hic  caris  accumbere  mitior  olnis, 
Inque  snam  invitam  trahit  inscia  Nympha  rainam. 

Tu  tamen,  6  toties  Wilhelmi  assueta  triutuphis 
Calliope,  6  nunquam  Heroum  non  grata  labori, 
Wilhelmi  immensos  iterum  enumerare  triumphos 
Incipe,  et  in  notas  iterum  te  attolłere  laudes. 
Ut  requiem,  fGedseque  ingloria  tsedia  pacis 
Exo8U8,  rursusąue  ardens  in  Martia  castra, 
Sanguincasque  acies,  rulgentesque  sere  caten'a8, 
In  bellum  ruit,  atque  iterum  se  misit  in  arma. 

Gallus  enim  sa?vit,iniserosque  cnientus  Hibemos 
Servitio  preniit,  et  victa  dominatu r  lerne. 
Hinc  furcie,  tórmeuta,  cruce8,tractsque  cateuae 
Horrendnmstrident:  iterumque  rcsur^ere  credas 
Macquirum  squallentem,   atque  Anglo  sauguine 

fcedum, 
ExuUaiitem  immane,  et  va8ta  cladc  superbum. 
O  Gens  lethifero  nequicquam  exempta  veneno ! 
Frustra  bufo  tuis,  et  aranea  ces^it  ab  oris, 
Dum  pecus  Ignati  iitvłMim,  foedique  ciicutli. 
Et  Monachi  szinctć  Mrotenso  abdomine  tardi 
Vipeream  'uspirant  animam,  inficiunTque  veneno. 
Assurgit  taudt  m  Schombergus,  et  emicat  armis, 
Sui  juga  captivo  excutiat  servilia  coUo : 
Sed  frustra :  secnro  hostis  muuimine  valli 
Aut  latet,  aiit  errat  vagus,  eluditque  sequcntem. 
Augendis  rcstat  Gulielmi  Celta  triumphis ; 
Yindiciis  semper  Gulielmi  fata  resenrant 
Et  yincła  eripere,  et  manibus  divellere  nodos. 
Sic  frustra  Atrides,  frustra  Telamonius  heros, 

3  Prom  the  Academie  Oxoniensis  Gratulaiio 
pro  exoptato  sereni.^simi  Regis  Guilielmo  ex  Hi-: 
bernia  reditu.  Oxoiuse,  e  Theatro  Sheldoniano. 
Anno  Dom.  1690, 


Ad  Trojam  frustra  pugnarunt  rotlle  carinfle, 
Neo  nisi  Achillei  funduntur  Pei^ama  dextra. 
Ergo,  Boanda,  tuis  splendet  Gulielmus  in  arris. 
Magna  Boanda,  ipsi  fama  haud  ccssura.  Mosells, 
Ut  major  gradi  tur  beUo,  ut  jam  gaudia  in  igneis 
Srintillant  oculis,  et  toto  pectore  ferment ! 
Suantum  olli  jubar  affulget,  qux  gratia  froptis 
Purpurei  metuenda,  et  non  inamabilis  horror ! 
Sic  cum  dimissum  fertur  per  nubila  fulmen. 
Et  juTat,  et  nimia  perstringit  lumina  flamma. 
Ut  vołat,  ttt  long^  primus  rapidum  insilit  alveum ! 
Turbinę  quo  pneceps  cunctantem  tendit  in  bostem! 
X}i\m  rastas  strages  et  multa  cadarera  passim 
Aranis  purpureo  lat5  devolvit  in  aWeo  : 
Dum  pergenti  obstat  moles  immensa  suorum. 
Et  torpet  misto  concretum  sanguioe  Fiumen. 
Pergit  atrox  Heros;  frustra  olli  tempora  circum 
Spicula  mille  canunt,luduutque  in  Tertice  flammae: 
Frustra  bastatse  acies  obstant,  ftrma^que  phalanges; 
Frustra  acres    Celtc:    furit  llle,  atque  impiger 

hostes 
Et  fugat,  et  sternit,  totoque  agit  agmina  campo. 
Versu8  retro  hostis  trepidfe  fugit,  inque  paludes, 
Torpente8que  lacus  caeno,  horrendosque  recessua 
Dumorum ;  et  caeci  prodest  injuria  Caeli. 

Attamen  6,  non  sic  fausto  movet  alite  bellaiii 
Schombergus ;  non  sic  nobis  favet  alea  Martia. 
Occidit  heu !  Schombergus  iniqui  crimine  Coełi ; 
Non  illum  yernans  circum  sua  tempora  launts 
Consenrat,  non  aroet  inevttabile  Ailmea. 
At  nunc  ad  Ccelum  fiigit,  et  pede  sidera  calcat, 
Speetat  et  Heroes,  ipse  et  spectandus  ab  illis. 
Hunc  dicet  veniens  aetas,  8erique  nepotes, 
£t  quicunque  An>;lum  audierint  rugire  Leonem. 
Coepit  enim  rugire,  et  jamjam  ad  mcenia  yictor 
Caletana  fremit  trux,  Dunkirknmque  reposcit. 
Cresseas  iterum  lauros  magniqae  tropaea 
Henrici  repetit :  media  Ltidoicus  in  aula 
Jamduduffi  tremit,  et  Gulielmi  ad  nomina  paltet. 

BDM .  SMITH,  i£cfo  Ckr,  AUtmn, 


A  POEM 


TO  THE  MEMORY  OP 
MR.   JOHN   PHILIPS. 


TO  A  FRIEMD. 
SIR, 

Since  our  Isis  silently  deplores 
Tbe  bard  who  spread  her  famę  to  distant  shores  ; 
Since  nobler  pens  their  mournful  lays  suspend. 
My  honcst  zenl,  if  not  my  verse,  cummend, 
Forgive  the  poet,  and  approve  the  friend. 
Your  care  had  loog  his  ii  -eting  life  restrainM, 
One  tablc  fed  you,  and  one  bed  contain'd ; 
For  his  dear  sake  long  restless  nighbi  you  borę, 
While  rattling  coughs  his  hea^ing  vc8seb  tore. 
Much  was  his  pain,  but  your  afBiction  morę. 
Oh !  had  no  summons  from  the  noisy  gown 
CalPd  thee,  unwilling,  to  tbe  nauseous  town, 
Thy  love  had  o*er  the  duli  difease  prevaird,  ^ 
Thy  mirth  had  cur'd  where  baffled  physic  faird; 
But  sińce  the  will  of  Heaven  his  fatedecreed, 
'Fo  thy  kind  care  my  worthlcss  lines  succeed ; 
Fruitless  our  hopes,  though  pious  our  essays, 
Yours  to  preserze  a  fńend,  and  minę  to  praise. 


IN  MEMORY.  OF  MR.  JOHN  PHIUPS. 
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Oh  j  might  T Iwinthiin  hi  MiltoDian Terse,     . 
With  straim  Uke  tboae  he  sung  ob  Oio'ster*s 

herse; 
Bnt  with  the  meaner  tribe  Pm  forcM  to  cirime, 
Aod,  vantiog  streneth  to  rise,  descend  to  rhyme. 

With  other  fire  his  giońout  Blenheim  thines. 
And  aJl  the  batUe  tbunden  in  hit  lines ; 
His  Denrous  Terse  great  Boileau^s  strength  tras- 

scends. 
And  France  to  Philips  as  to  Churchill,  bends. 

Oh,  Tarious  bard,  you  all  our  powers  control, 
Yott  DOW  distrnh,  and  now  divert  the  soui : 
Mihoii  and  Batler  in  thy  Mose  combine, 
Abore  the  iast  thy  manly  beauties  shioe ; 
For  as  I-  >▼•  seen,  wbeo  rival  wits  contend,        > 
One  gayly  charge,  one  grarely  wise  defend, 
Tbis  on  qa'ck  tums  and  points  iu  yain  relies* 
Tbis  with  a  look  demure,  and  steady  eyes, 
With  dry  rebukes,  or  sneering  praise,  replies : 
So  thy  gTave  lines  extort  a  justęr  smile, 
Reacb  Butler^s  fancy,  but  surpass  his  style ; 
He  spcaks  Scarron's  Iow  pbrase  io  humble  strains, 
la  thee  the  solemn  air  of  great  Oryantes  reigns. 

What  sounding  lines  his  abject  themes  express! 
What  shiniog  words  the  pompous  Shiliing  dress  ! 
There,  there  my  crll,  immortal  madę,  ottt?ies 
The  frailer  piles  which  o*er  its  ruins  rise. 
In  het  best  ligbt  the  Comic  Muse  appears, 
When  she,  with  borraw*d  pride,  tbe  buskin  wears. 

Sowhen  nurse  Nokes,to  act  young  Ammon  tries, 
With  shambling  legs,  long  chin,  and  foolish  eyes; 
With  dangling  hands  he  strokes  th'  imperial  robę  ; 
And,  with  a  cucko)d*s  air,  commands  the  globe ; 
Tbe  pomp  and  soand  tbe  whule  buffoou  displayd, 
Aod  Aronion'8  son  morę  mirth  than  Oomez  madę. 

Forgive,dear  shade,  the  scenę  my  folly  draws, 
Thy  strains  divert  tbe.grief  thy  asbes  cause ; 
When  Orpheus  sings,  the  ghosts  no  morę  complain, 
But,  in  his  lulling  musić,  lose  th'  ir  pain : 
So  charm  the  saUies  of  thy  Georgię  Muse, 
So  calm  oar  sorrowsy  and  our  joys  iniuse  ; 
Herę  raral  notes  a  gentie  mirth  inspire, 
Hen>  lofty  lines  the  kindling  reader  fire, 
Łike  tbat  fair  tree  you  praise,  the  poem  charms, 
Cools  like  the  fruit,  or  łike  the  juice  it  warms. 

BleM  clime,  which  Vaga's  fruitful  streams  im- 
EŁruria*s  enry,  and  ber  Cosmo's  love ;         [prove, 
Redstreak  he  quaffs  beneatb  the  Cbiant  vine, 
Gives  Toscan  yeariy  for  thy  Scudmore's  wioe. 
And  eT'n  his  Tasso  would  exchangc  for  thine. 
Rise,  rise,  RosconHnon,  see  the  Blenheim  Muse 
The  duli  consttaint  of  monkish  rhyme  refhse ; 
See,  o*er  the  Alps  his  towering  pinions  soart 
Wbere  nerer  Eoglisb  poet  reach*d  befbre : 
See  mighty  Cosmo's  coonsellor  and  friend, 
By  tums  on  Cosmo  and  the  bard  attend ; 
Rłch  in  the  coins  and  busts  of  ancient  Romę, 
In  him  he  brings  a  uoblcr  treasure  homc ; 
In  them  he  views  ber  gods,  and  domes  designM, 
In  him  the  soul  of  Romę,  and  Virgirs  mighty  miód : 
To  him  for  ease  retires  lirom  toils  of  state, 
Not  half  so  proud  to  govem,  as  tianslate. 

Our  Spenser,  first  by  Pisań  poets  taught, 
To  os  tbeir  tąles,  their  style,  and  nombers  brought. 
To  fol*ow  ours,  now.  Toscan  bards  descend, 
From  Philips  borrow,  though  to  Spenser  lend, 
Łike  Philips  too  tbe  yoke  of  rhyme  disdain ; 
Tbey  fin«t  on  English  bards  impos^d  tbe  chain, 
First  by  an  Ei^Ush  bard  from  rhyne  thtir  frae- 
domgain. 


Ty  rannie  rhyme,  tbat  enmps  to  oqaftl  chi  me 
The  gay,  the  soft,  the  florid,  and  sublime; 
Some  say  tbis  chain  the  doubtlul  sense  decides, 
Confines  tfae  faacy,  and  the  judgement  guides ; 
i  'm  sare  in  needless  bonds  it  poets  ties, 
Procrustes  like,  tbe  ax  or  wheel  applies. 
To  lop  the  mangled  sense,  or  stretch  it  into  size : 
At  best  a  crutch,  tbat  lifts  the  weak  atong,. 
Supports  the  feeble,  but  retards  the  strong ; 
And  tbe  chance  thoaghts,  when  govera'd  by  £he 

close, 
Oft  rise  to  fustian,  or  descend  to  prose* 
Your  judgement,  Philips,  nil'd  with  steady  sway, 
You  us*d  no  curbing  rhyme,  tbe  Muse  to  stay. 
To  stop  ber  fury,  or  direct  her  way. 
Thee  on  tbe  wing  thy  uncheck'd  vigour  horę. 
To  wanton  freely,  or  securely  soar. 

So  the  stretch'd  cord  the  sbackle^Iancer  tries, 
As  prone  to  fali,  as  impotent  to  rise  j 
When  freed  he  mores,  tbe  sturdy  cable  bends, 
He  mounts  with  pleesure,  and  secure  descends ; 
Now  dropping  seems  to  strike  the  distant  grouod, 
Now  high  in  air  his  quivering  feet  rebound. 

Raił  on,  je  triflers,  who  to  WilPs  repair 
For  new  lampoons,  fresh  cant,  or  modisb  air  ; 
Raił  on  at  MiIton's  son,  who,  wisely  bold, 
I  Rejects  new  phrases,  and  riesumes  the  old : 
Thus  Cbaucer  liyes  iu  younger  Spenser's  strains, 
In  Maro*s  page  reyiiŃng  £nnius  reigns^ 
The  ancient  words  the  majesty  complete. 
And  make  the  poem  venerably  great : 
So  when  the  ąueen  in  royal  habifs  drest, 
Old  mystic  emblems  grace  th*  imperial  vest. 
And  in  £liza*s  ipbes  all  Anna  stands  confest. 

A  haughty  bard,  to  fisme  by  volumes  rais*d 
At  Dick's,  and  Batson^s,  and  through  Smithfiel^, 
p»is*d,  ^ 

Cries  out  aloud— "  Bold  Oxford  bard,  forbear 
With  rugged  numbers  to  torment  my  ear ; 
Yet  not  like  thee  the  heavy  critic  soors, 
But  paints  in  fiistian,  or  intum  deplores ; 
With  Bunyan's  style  prophanes  heroic  songs. 
To  the  tentb  page  lean  homilies  protongs; 
For  far-fetch*d  rbymesnkkes  puzzledangels  strasu, 
And  in  Iow  prose  duli  Lucifer  complain ; 
His  envions  Muse,  by  natire  dulness  curst, 
Damns  the  best  poems,  and  contriyes  the  worst. 

Beyond  his  praise  or  blame  thy  Works  prevail 
Complete,  where  Dlryden  and  thy  Milton  fail ; 
Great  Miłton*s  wing  on  lower  themes  subsidęs. 
And  Dryden  oft  in  rhyme  bis  weakness  hidcs ; 
You  ne>er  with  jiugling  words  deceire  t^  ear, 
And  yet,  on  humble  si^jects,  great  appear. 
Thrice  happy-  youth,  whom  noblje  Isis  crowns  ! 
Whom  Blackmore  censures,  and  Godolphin  owas : 
So  on  tbe  tuneful  Mai:gar)ta*s  tongue 
The  listening  ny mphs  and  rarisb'd  heroes  hnng : 
But  cits  and  fops  the  heaven-bom  musie  blune. 
And  bawi,  and  hrss,  and  damn  her  into  fome ; 
Łike  her  sweet  vołce,  is  thy  harmonious  song, 
As  high,  as  s^veet.  as  easy,  a&d  as  strong. 

Oh !  had  relenting  Heaven  prolong*d  his  days, 
The  towering  bard  bad  sung  in  nobler  lays, 
How  the  Iast  trumpet  wakes  the  lazy  dead, 
How  saints  alofl  the  cross  triumphant  spread ; 
How  opeoing  Heatens  Iheir  happy  regions  show ; 
And  yawning  gulphs  with  flaming  vengeance  glow ; 
And  saints  rejoice  abore,  and  sioners  bowl  below : 
Weil  might  he  sing  the  day  he  could  not  fear. 
And  paint  the  gloriet  be  was  sury  to  wear. 
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Ob  best  ot  frietids,  will  ne^er  the  sileni  urn 
To  our  just  vow8  Łhe  hapless  ycMith  return  ? 
Musi  he  no  morę  dirert  the  todious  day  ? 
Nor  sparkling  thoughts  in  mitique  words  couTey  ? 
No  morę  to  harmlcss  irony  desccnd. 
To  noisy  fools  a  grave  aftention  lend. 
Nor  nierry  taleft  witb  1eam'd  quotation8  blend  ? 
No  morę  in  fiilse  pothetic  phrase  complain 
Or  Delia'8  wit,  ber  charms,  and  ber  disdain } 
"Who  now  sball  ftidlike  Annaht  famę  difluse  ? 
Must  she,  when  most  she  meritfi,  want  a  Muse  ? 
Wbo  now  car  T%r3'sden*8  glorious  fatc  sball  tell; 
How  lov'd  he  ]iv'd,  and  how  depłor^d  he  fell  ? 
How,  wbtle  tb«  troubled  elements  around, 
Earth,  irater,  air,  the  stunning  diu  rcsound ; 
Throilgh  streams  of  smoke,  and  adrerse  flre,  he 
While  every  shot  is  leveUM  at  his  ^ides  ?       [rides, 
HoWf  wbiłe  the  fainting  Dutch  rcmotcly  fire, 
And  the  fam'd  £ugene*>  iron  troops  retire, 
In  the  first  front,  amidtt  a  slaagbterM  pile. 
High  on  the  mound  he  dy'd  near  great  Afgyle. 

Whom  sball  1  6nd  unbiass^d  indispute, 
Eager  to  leam,  uuwilling  to  confiite ! 
To  whom  tbe  laboui^  of  my  soid  disclose, 
Rereai  my  pleasure,  or  discharge  my  vows ! 
Oh !  in  that  beavenly  youth  for  ever  ends 
The  best  of  sons,  of  brotbers,  and  of  friends. 
He  sacred  Friendtbip's  strictest  laws  obey'd, 
Yet  morę  by  Conscience  tban  by  Friendship  swayM ; 
Against  himself  bis  gratitude  maintainM, 
By  fayours  past,  not  futurę  prosp€Ct^gain'd : 
Not  nicely  choosing,  though  by  atl  desirM, 
Tbough  leam'd,  not  vainj  and  humble,  though 
Candid  to  all,  but  to  himself  seTcre,        [admir*d : 
In  humour  pliant,  as  in  life  austere. 

twise  contrnt  his  even  aoal  secur'd, 
y  want  not  shaken,  nor  by  wcalth  al!ur*d. 
To  a II  sinc«re,  tliough  earnest  to  conimend, 
Could  praise  a  rival,  or  condemn  a  friend. 
,  To  him  old  Greeccand  Romę  were  fuUy  known, 
Their  tongues,  their  spirits,  and  their  styles,  his 

own: 
I^IeasM  the  least  steps  of  famous  men  to  riew, 
Our  authors'  works,  and  lłves,  and  souls,  he  knew; 
Paid  to  the  tearn'd  and  great  tbe  same  osteem, 
The  one  bis  pattern,  and  the  one  his  thcche : 
Witb  equal  jndgmcnt  bis  capacious  mind 
Warni  Piodar*8  ragę,  and  £uclid'8  reason  join'd. 
Judicions  pbysic^s  noble  artto  gain 
Ali  drags  and  plants  eyplor^d,  alas,  InTain  ! 
Tbe  drugs  and  plants  their  drooping  master  fail'd, 
Nor  goodne.<<8  now,  uor  leaming  aught  araird ; 
Yet  to  the  bard  his  Chnrchiirs  soul  thcy  gave, 
And  madę  him  se^m  the  life  they  could  not  sare: 

Elsę  could  he  bear  unmov'd,  tbe  fktal  guest, 
Tbe  weight  that  all  his  faioting  limbs  opprest, 
The  coughs  that  stniggled  frum  his  wearj'  breast  ? 
Could  he  unmov*d  approachingdeath  suśtain? 
Its  slow  advance8,  and  its  ra'*king  pain  T 
Could  he  serene  his  weepiiig  friends  survey, 
In  his  last  bours  his  easy  wit  display, 
Like  tbe  rich  frait  he  sings,  delictous  in  decay  ? 

Once    on   thy  friends    look   down,  lamented 
shade, 
And  Ticw  the  boiiours  to  thy  ashes  paid ; 
Sóme  thy  lov*d  dust  in  Parian  sCones  enshrine, 
Others  iramortal  epitaphs  design, 
With  wit,  and  strcngth,  that  only  yields  to  thine : 
£v*n  I,  though  slow  to  touch  the  painful  string, 
Awak*  from  slumber,  and  attempt  to  iing. 


Thee,  Philips,  thee  despairil^  Vaga  moitnis^ 

And  gentle  Isis  soft  complaints  retums ; 

Dormer  laments  amidsŁ  the  war*s  aiarms. 

And  Cecil  weeps  in  beauteous  Tufton^s  arms: 

Thee,  on  the  Po,  kind  Somerset  depiores, 

And  ev'n  that  charming  scenę  bis  grief  restoro  ^ 

He  to  thy  loss  each  moumful  air  app  ies, 

Mindful  of  thee  on  huge  Tabumus  lies. 

But  most  at  Virgil*s  tomb  bis  swelling  aorrows  riseii 

But  you,  his  darling  friends,  lament  no  mor^ 
Display  his  famę,  and  not  his  late  deplore  ; 
And  let  nu  tears  from  enring  pity  flow, 
For  one  thafs  błest  above,  immortaliz*d  belov* 


'    CHARLETTUS  PERCIFALLO  SUO^ 

Hora  dum  nondum  sonuit  secunda, 
Nec  pucr  nigms  tepefecit  undas, 
Acer  ad  notos  calamus  labores 

Spontc  recurrit. 
3uid  prius  nostris  potiusre  cbartis 
Illiiiam  ?  Cuinam  vigil  antę  noctem 
Sole  depulsam  rcdeunte  Scriptor 

Mitto  salutem? 
Tu  meis  cbartis,  hone  T^hdne^ 
Unic^  dignus ;  tibi  pectus  impłet 
Non  minor  nostro  ttOvitatis  anlor ; 

Tu  quoqne  5^riptor. 
Detułit  rumor  (mihi  multa  defert 
Rumor)  in  sylyis  modo  te  dedisse 
Furibus  praedani,  mediumque  belli  im- 

pune  stetisse. 
Saucius  num  vivit  adhuc  Caballos 
Annę?  lerneis potiora  Gazis, 
An,  tua  vita  Tibi  chariora, 

Scripta  supersunt  ? 
Cai  legis  nostras,  rełegi8que  chaitaa  ł 
Cui  meam  laudas  generositatem  ? 
guem  meis  yerbis,  mea  nescientamu 

Mane  salutas. 


PERaVALW8  CBARLETIO  SUO. 

QuAŁi8  ambabus  capiendus  ulnis 
Limen  attingit  tibi  gratus  bospes 
Suum  sacras  primum  subit  aut  relinąuit 

Isidis  arces, 
Sualis  exultat  tibi  pars  mamille 
La;%'a,  quOm  cantu  propriore  strident 
Missiles,  et  jam  moneant  adesse 

Comua,  chartas, 
Tale  per  nustrum  jecur  et  mediillaa 
Gaudium  fluxit,  simul  ac  reclusit 
Yinculis  Tidi  ben^  literati 

Nomen  amici, 
ObvTOs  fures,  uti  fama  verax 
Rettulit,  sensi  paTidus  tremeosąae ; 
Sed  fili,  sumque,  oxcipias  timorem* 

Csetera  sospes. 
Scire  si  syWam  cupiaspericli 
Consciam,  ot  tristes  aemoris  tenebims, 
Consulas  lenti  tabulas  parantem 

Te  duce  Cobtm, 
Flebiiis  legi  miseranda  docti 
Fata  pictoris,  sed  &  b6c  iniqua 
Damna  consolor,  superest  nerempto 
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Scribe  Secwpus,  ^did  agit  Senatus 
ftnid  Capat  stertit  grare  iMmbtihanumf 
fiuid  Como  GuHi^dt  quid  habent  noTorum 

i>a8a&iqtte  X)|y»rque. 
Me  mena,  quoiidam  tuus,  k  popinis 
Jmagr  jam  Tisit,  tacrimansąue  narrat. 
Dum  molit  fticos,  subito  peremptttm 

Funere  lUron, 
Ktnat  (aTertat  Deus  Inąmt  omen) 
Hotpitem  note^periisse  MHrof; 
Marrat  immersam  prope  Hmen  orbis 

Flumine  cjrmbam. 
Nanat— — «t  portis  meus  HinŁon  astat, 
Nuacios  Prvthk  redit,  avocat  me 
Stcnsw,  Je  icribeods  alid  reąuiniot 

Mille  tabelle. 
filie  tamen  metram  mulier  labantcm 
Fttlciei  ?  munus  Yctulae  paientis, 
Amia  pneslabit,  nisi  fors  lemi 

Hospita  Cycni. 
Lrtns  accepi  celeres  vigere 
Pridułi  plantas,  auniii  ambnlanti 
TIrado  SkermmOt  pucroque  Dm» 

Mitto  salutem. 
Aaay,  post  Ihutcn^  comitumtuonim 
Primus,  antę  omnes  mihi  gratuiaadaa, 
fioi  tibi  totns  Tacat,  &  vacabit, 

Nec  yetat  Uxor. 
Hac  ego  łosi  ^roperante  Musi 
Luiiaf  ratis  numcros  secutus  ; 
8i  nori  quid  sit,  mełius  docebit 

Sermo  pedestris. 
P.  a 
Ccenitant  mecum  Comites  lerna, 
Mnlta  qai  de  te  memorant  culullot 
Inter,  &  pulli,  vice  literarum, 

Crut  tibi  mittunt,     ~ 


POCOCKIUSK 

Dom  csd<*  tellos  loxuriat  Docum, 
Mcam  PococKi  barbitoo  exigis, 
Manesqne  Musam  fastuosam 
Sollicitant  pretioaiores. 
Alter  Tirentom  prorurat  agmins 
Sonora  Thracom,  donaque  Phlllidi 
Agat  puellas,  beu  decoris 
yiipnibus  nimis  ioTidenti. 
Te  mida  Yirtos,  te  Fidei  pius 
Afdorserendse,  sanctaqoe  Yeritaa 
Per  saza,  per  pontum,  per  hostea 
Prascipitant  Asis  misertum : 
Cofaon  catenis  qud  pia  stridulis  ^ 
Gemont  onusti,  vel  sude  trans  sinom 
Łnctantiir  acta,  pendulKe 
Sangnineis  trepidant  in  uncis. 
frntis  ot  edunt  sibila,  ut  ardui  ^ 
Hicant  dracooes,  tieris  uthorridof 
lntorquet  ungues,  ejiilatqne 
In  madido  ctocodilos  antro 
Vłdes  lacunsp  sulphure  lividos 
Ardere  floctus,  qua  stetit  impise 
If  oles  Oomorrhs  mox  procelli 
Hausta  robra,  pluvii9qQe  flammit : 
ttnód  tsu  tellus  si  similes  tibi 
tt  fort^  denos  notrierat  Yiros, 

4  See  Dt.  J<AntOB's  life  of  SmitK 


Adbuc  stetisaeiy  nec  Y}brato 
«.    Dextra  Dei  tonuisset  igne. 
^uin  nunc  requiri8  tecta  Tiieniia 
Nini  ferocłs,  nunc  Babel  aiduum, 
Immane  opus,  ccescentibusque 
Yertice  sideribus  propinquunu 
Nequicquam :  Amici  disparibus  sonia 
Elodit  aures  nescius  artifex, 
LinguasqQe  miratur  recentes 
In  patriis  peregrinos  oris. 
Yestitur  hinctot  sermo  coloribus, 
Soot  tu,  Pococki,  dissimilis  tui 
Orator  eflers,  quot  vicissiro 
Te  memores  celebrare  gaodent. 
Hi  non  tacebunt  quo  Syriam  senes 
Percurrit  aestu  raptus,  ut  arcibuf 
Non  jam  superbis,  &  verendis 
Indoluit  SoIimsB  ruinis. 
fiuii  corda  pulsans  tnąc  paTor  bansent 
Dolor  quia  arsit  non  *8ine  gandio, 
Cum  busta  Christi  prOYolntas 
Ambigois  lacrymis  rigaret ! 
Sacratur  arbos  motta  Piooockio, 
Locósqoe  monstrans  inqaiet  acoola. 
Haec  querco8  Hoseam  sopinum, 
Hsec  Britonem  recreayit  omus. 
Hic  aodierunt  gens  yenerabilem 
Ebnea  Mosen,  iode  Pocockiam 
Non  ore,  non  annis  minorem, 
Atque  suam  didioere  linguam- 
Ac  sicnt  albens  perpetua  nive 
Simul  fiiviUa8,  i.  cineres  sino 
Eructat  ardenti,  &  pruinis 
Contigoas  rotat  JEtna  flammas ; 
Sic  te  trementem,  te  nive  candtdom 
Mens  intus  orget,  mens  agit  ignea 
Sequi  reloctantem  loełem 
Per  tonitro,  aereasque  nobea 
Annon  pave8cis,  dum  tuba  pallidom 
Ciet  Sionem,  dom  tremolom  polo 
Caligat  astrom,  atque  incobanti 
Terra  nigrans  tegitur  sub  umbra  ? 
Suod  agmen  f  beu  qu»  turma  sequacibiii 
Tremenda  flammis  1  quis  strepitandun 
Flictnsrotaromest!  O  Pococki 
Egregie,  O  animoee  Yatis 
Interpres  abstrusi,  O  simili  fer^ 
Coraepte  flamm£,  te,  quot  imagina 
Crocis  notantur,  te,  subaeto 
Christicole  gravis  Ottomanwn 
Gemens  requirit,te  Babylonii 
Narrant  poetę,  te  pbareuis  Araba 
Plorat  revul8is,  &  frag^oscs 
iwofk  gravior  ferit  horror  agrot. 
Sua.  Gęsta  nondum  cogiiita  Csesariff, 
3u^  nec  Matronis  scripta,  Pocookiuf 
Ploratur  iiigens,  &  dolenda 
NestoteoB  brevitas  senectie. 


ODB 

POR  TRB  YMJdk  1705. 

Jamus,  did  ever  to  tby  wondering  ^ytn^ 

So  bright  a  scenę  oł  triumpb  rise  ? 
Did  ever  Greece  or  Home  foch  laurels  wear^ 

As  crow^n^d  tbe  last  anspkious  year  ? 
When  first  at  Blenhcim  Anue  ber  ensignsspread. 
And  Marlborough  to  tka  Hałd  tke  sboutiag  sq«a^ 
droBS  lad. 


SÓ8 

In  vain  the  hillii  an^  Hftams  oppose, 
In  Tain  tbe  hollonr  graund  in  foithless  hillocks  rosę. 
To  the  rough  Danube^a  winding  shore. 
His  shatter^d  loea  the  coDqueriug  heio  borę. 

They  see  with  staring  haggard  eyes 
Tbe  rapid  torrent  roli,  the  fbaoiing  billows  rise  ; 

AmazM;  aghast,  they  turn,  but  6nd, 
In  Mariborcugh^s  arms,  a  sui-er  fale  behlnd. 

Now  his  red  sWord  aloft  impends, 
Now  on  their  shrinking  heads  descends : 
Wild  and  distracted  with  thcir  fears, 
They  justling  plunge  amidst  the  sounding  deeps: 
The  flood  away  the  struggling  sąuadrons  sweeps. 
And  men,  and  arms,  and  horscs,  whirling  bears. 
The  frighted  Danube  to  the  sea  retreats, 
Tbe  Danube  soon  tbe  flying  ocean  meets, 
Flying  tbe  thunder  of  great  Anna's  fleets. 

Rooke  on  the  seaii  asserts  ber  away^ 
Flames  o*er  the  trembting  Ocean  play. 
And  clouds  of  smoke  invoIye  the  day. 
Affrighted'  Europę  bears  tbe  cannons  roai*, 
And  Afric  echoes  irom  its  distant  shore. 
The  French,  unequal  in  the  flght, 
In  force  superior,  take  tbeir  flight. 
Factions  in  Tajn  tbe  bero^s  worth  decry, 
In  vain  the  vanquiib'd  tritunpb,  while  they  fly. 

Now,  Janus,  vitb  a  futurę  Tiew, 
The  glories  of  ber  reign  sunrey, 
Which  sball  o'er  France  ber  arms  display, 

And  kingdoms  now  ber  own  subdue. 
Lewis,  tor  oppresston  bom ; 
^  Lewis,  in  his  tum,  shall  moum, 
"Wbile  his  conqucr'd  happy  swains, 
Shall  hug  their  easy  wish'd*for  chainn. 

Others,  ensla^M  by  victory, 
Their  subjects,  as  tbeir  foes,  oppress; 

Anna  cODquers  but  to  freej 
And  goTeras  bat  to  bless. 
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Ormond*!  glory,  Marlborough^s  arms, 
AU  the  mouths  of  Faine  employ ; 

And  th'  applauding  worid  around 

Echoes  back  tbe  pleasing  aound : 
Their  courage  warma; 
Tbeir  conduct  cbanus; 

Yet  tbe  unitersal  joy 

Feels  a  sensible  alloy  ! 

Mighty  George^,  tbe  senate^s  care, 

The  people*a'luve,  great  Anna*s  praycr ! 

While  the  stroke  of  Fate  we  dread 

Impending  o'er  tby  socted  bead, 
Tbe  Britisb  youtb  for  thee  submit  to  f^ar. 
For  ber  tbe  dames  in  cloudy  grief  appear ! 

Let  tbe  noise  of  war  and  joy 
Rend  again  tbe  tieinbling  sky ; 

5  Tbis  Ode  and  tliat  wbich  followB  łt  were 
publisbed  anonymously  at  the  time  when  they 
were  written,  and  are  now  ascribed  to  Mr.  Smith 
on  the  aothority  of  a  notę  in  MS.  by  one  of  his 
contempoiaries.  See  the  Select  Coilection  of 
MisoeUany  Poems,  1780.    Vol.  IV.  p.  6a.    N» 

^  George  prinoe  of  Denmark}  husband  to  tiie 
ąueen.    N* 


Great  George  Irerires  to  calm  our  fears» 
With  prospect  of  morę  glorious  years : 
DerirHl  froni  Anne*s  auspicious  smiles. 
Morę  cheerfiil  airs  refresb  tbe  Britisb  tsles. 

Sound  the  trumpet ;  beat  tbe  dram : 
Tremble  France  $  we  come,  we  come ! 
Aldiighty  force  our  cuurage  warms; 
We  fee\  the  fiiU,  tbe  powerful  chama 
Of  Ormond's  glory,  and  of  Marlboroagh's 


ODE   IN   PRAISE   OF   MUSIGL 

tdMPOSED  BY  MR.  CHARŁBt  KING. 

JtiJcioc  Pofis* 

For  tbe  degree  of  batch^or  of  musie;  per- 
formed  at  the  Theatre  in  Oxibid,  on  Friday 
tbe  elerentb  of  July,  1707.  . 

Musie,  soft  cham  of  HeaTea  and  Earth, 
Whence  didst  tbou  bonów  tby  auspicious  bifth  ł 

Or  art  tbou  of  etemal  datę  ? 
Sire  to  thyself,  thyself  as  old  as  Fate, 
*  £re  the  nide  ponderous  mass 
Of  earth  and  waters  from  their  chaos  sprang 

Tbe  moming  siars  their  anthems  sang,      [loTe. 
And  nought  in  Hea?en  was  beaid  bfit  melody  and 

Myriads  of  splrits,  forms  divine, 
The  seraphin,  with  the  bright  host 
Of  aneelst  thrones,  and  beavenly  powers, 
Worship  before  th'  etemal  shrine ; 
Their  happy  privi]egein  hymns  and  anthems  boast, 
In  love  and  wondcr  pass  their  blissful  hours. 

Nor  let  tbe  lower  world  repine 
Tbe  roassy  orb  in  which  we  sluggards  mov€ 
As  if  8equester'd  firam  the  arts  divine : 

Here*s  musie  too, 
As  ours  a  rival  were  to  tb'  world  aboTe. 

CHORCS,  nTB  TOIGBt. 

Hark  how  the  ieatbcr*d  chotr  tbeir  mattiAS  cbant. 
And  purling  streams  solt  accents  vent. 
And  all  botb  time  and  measure  know. 
£re  sińce  the  Theban  bard,  to  prove 

Tbe  wondrous  magie  of  his  art, 
Taught  trees  and  forests  how  to  moTe, 
All  Naturę  bas  a  generał  concert  held, 

Each  creature  8trives  to  bear  a  part ;      [yield. 
And  all  but  Death  and  Heli  to  c6nquering  musie 

But  stay,  I  bear  methinks  a  motley  crew, 
A  peevish,  odd,  eccentric  race, 
Tbe  glory  of  the  art  debase ; 
Perhaps  because  the  sacred  emblem  'tis 

Of  truth,  of  peace,  and  order  too ; 
So  dangerous  Hió  to  be  perversely  wise. 

But  be  they  ever  in  the  wrońg,  [song! 

Who  say  tbe  prophet^s  harp  e'er  spoiPd  the  poet*i 

GRANO  CHORUS,  FIVE  PARTS. 

To  Athens  now,  my  Muse,  retire, 
The  refuge  and  tbe  theatre  of  Wir; 
And  in  that  safe  and  sweet  retreat 

Amongst  ApoIIo^s  sons  inquire, 
And  see  if  any  friend  of  thine  be  there: 

But  surę  so  near  the  Thespian  spring 

The  humblest  bard  may  sit  and  sing: 
Herę  rest  my  Muse,  and  dwell  for  erer  here. 
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LIFE  OF  DUKK 


BY  DR.  JOHNSON. 


Of  Mr.  Richard  Duke  I  can  fiiid  few  memorials.  He  was  bred  at  Westminster* 
[and  Cambridge;  aod  Jacob  relates,  that  he  was  some  time  tutor  to  the  duke  of 
Richmond. 

He  njppears  from  his  wńtiDgs  to  hayebeen  not  ill  ąuaiified  for  poetical  compositions ; 
tnd  being  consdoijtf  of  his  powers,  when  h%  left  the  untversity,  he  eniisted  himself  among 
tke  wits,  He  was  the  iamiiiar  friend  of  Otway ;  and  was  engaged,  among  other  popular 
umes,  in  the  translations  of  Ovid  and  Juvenal.  In  his  Review,  thaugh  unfinished,  are 
senne  Tigorous  lines.  His  poems  are  not  below  mediocrity ;  nor  have  I  found  much  in 
Aem  to  be  praised  ^. 

With  the  wit  he  seems  to  haTe  shared  the  dissoluteness  of  the  times ;  for  some  of  his 
torapositions  are  such  as  he  must  have  reviewed  with  detestation  m  his  later  days,  when 
he  pnblislied  those  senn<His  which  Felton  has  commended. 

Perhiqps,  like  some  other  foolish  young  men,  he  rather  talked  than  lived  viciously»  in 
ID  age  when  he  that  would  be  thought  a  wit  was  afraid  to  say  his  prayers ;  and,  whatever 
nig^t  haye  been  bad  in  the  first  part  of  his  life,  was  surely  condemned  and  reformed 
Ij  his  better  judgement 

In  l683,  being  then  master  of  arts,  and  feilow  of  Trinity  College  in  Cambridge,  he 
wrote  a  poem  on  the  Marriage  of  the  Lady  Annę  with  George  Prince  of  Denmariu 

» He  was  admltted  tbere  in  1 670  j  wms  eiected  to  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  in  1675  j  and  took  bis 

aiaster"8  degree  in  1683.    iV: 

'  •  They  make  a  part  of  a  volame  publisbed  by  Tonwn  in  Svo.  1717,  containing  the  poons  of  the 
ari  of  Rosoommon,  and  the  duke  of  Backin|^am>B  Etaay  on  Poetry;  but  were  flnt  publiibed  in 
Dryden'*  Miscellany,  as  were  most,  if  Dot  all^  of  the  foeau  in  that  coUection.    A 
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He  then  iook  orders^ ;  and,  being  madę  prebendary  of  Gloucester,  became  a  proctoi 
in  coDYOcation  for  that  eburcfa,  and  chaplain  to  queen  Amie. 

In  1710,  he  was  presented  by  the  bisbq>  of  Wincherter  to  tfae  wealthy  living  o 
Witney  in  Oiibrdshire,  which  he  eąjoyed  but  a  few  months.  On  February  10, 1710-1 1 
haying  retunied  from  an  entertainment,  he  was  fonnd  dead  tbe  next  moming^  His  dead 
18  mentioned  in  Swift^s  JoumaL 


t  He  was  presented  to  the  rectoiy  of  Blaby  in  Leicestenlure  in  1687-8  ;  and  obtained  a  prebend  a 
Gloucester  in  1688.    K 
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THE    REYIEW. 

Łooga  ni  iąioria,  longe 
Ambafies;  Md  sumnia  aeąuar  fiutigia  Terem. 

Virg. 

UOW  hsTe  we  wandeiM  a  long  dismal  nigbt, 
''^  Ledthroughblindpathsbyeachdeludmglight: 
K<Mr  plan^d  in  mlfe,  now  by  sharp  brambles  toniy 
With  tteipests  beat,  and  to  the  winds  a  scom ! 
lAtt^  wtmry*dj  tpent  f  but  see  tbe  eastern  star 
Aad  glimiiieruig  light  dawiis  kindly  finom  a&rs 
Bright  goddesi,  bali !  wbile  we  by  tbee  suirey 
Tbe  Yarions  erroun  of  oor  painfiil  way ; 
Wbile,  goided  by  some  elew  of  beavenly  tbread, 
Tbe  labyrinth  perplex'd  we  backward  tread, 
Tbruugh  nder^  avarice,  pride,  ambition,  bate, 
Penrerse  cabals,  and  winding  turns  of  state, 
The  ienaŁe*8  ragę,  and  all  tbe  crooked  Unes 
Of  incoberent  plots  and  wild  designs ; 
TUly  getling  out,  wbere  fint  we  entei^d  in, 
A  new  bright  race  of  ^ory  we  begin. 

As,  after  Winter,  Spring'8  glad  face  appears, 
As  tbe  Mest  sbore  to  shipwreck'd  mariners, 
Sbocess  to  lorers,  glory  to  the  brave, 
Health  to  the  sick,  or  fireedom  to  the  sla^e ; 
Soch  was  great  Cnsar^s'  day !  tbe  wondrooi  day, 
Tbat  long  in  Fate's  dark  bosom  batching  lay, 
HeaTen  to  absolve,  and  satisfsction  bring. 
For  twenty  years  of  misery  and  sin! 
Wbat  sboats,  wbat  tńumph,  what  nnnily  joy, 
8weU'd  «very  breast,  did  every  tongue  employ, 
With  rajrs  direct,  whilst  on  bis  people  sbone 
Tbe  king  trinmpbant  from  tlie  martyr*s  tbrone ! 
Was  erer  prioce  ^ke  bim  to  mortals  giren  ? 
So  lynch  tbe  j<^  of  Earth  and  care  of  Heayen ! 
Uqder  tbe  pressore  of  unequal  iate, 
Of  so  erect  a  mind,  and  soul  so  great ! 
80  foli  of  ineekness,  and  so  void  of  pride, 
Wben  JMMue  aloft  by  Fortane's  higbest  tide ! 
Mercy,  like  Hearen,  's  bis  chief  prerogatiTe, 
His  joy  to  save,  and  glory  to  foi^giye.  v 
Ad  stonns  compos'd,  and  tempesta*  ragę  asieep, 
He,  balcyon  like,  sat  brooding  o^er  tbe  deep. 
Be  saw  tiie  royal  hmk  securely  ride. 
Ko  danger  tbmltoil^  fron  tbe  peąceM  tide; 


And  be  'ifbo,  when  tbe  winds  and  seas  were  higi|» 

Oppoa^d  bis  skiU,  and  did  their  ragę  dely. 

No  dbninution  to  his  bonoor  thought, 

T*  enjoy  IŚie  pleasnre  of  tbe  cakn  be  brooght. 

(Sboald  be  alone  be  so  the  people*s  slave, 

As  not  to  share  tbe  blessings  tbat  be  gaye?) 

Bnt  not  till,  fuli  of  providential  care, 

He  chose  a  pilot  in  bis  place  to  steer: 

One  in  his  ńtber^s  councils  and  his  own 

Long  exercis>d,  and  grey  in  business  grown  ; 

Whose  confirm'd  judgment  and  sagacious  wit 

Knew  all  tbe  sands  on  wbicb  rasb  monarcha  s^t; 

Of  rising  winds  oould,  ere  tbey  blew,  inform. 

And  from  which  ąuarter  to  expect  tbe  storm. 

Sucb  was»  or  such  be  seem'd,  whom  Csesar  chose. 

And  did  all  empire's  cares  in  htm  repoae; 

Tbat,  after  all  bis  toils  and  dangers  past, 

He  migbt  lie  down  afid  taate  some  ease  at  last« 

Now  staiids  tbe  statesman  of  tbe  hełm  posaestp 
On  him  ąlooe  tbree  migbty  nations  rest; 
'  Byrsa  bis  name,  bred  at  tbe  wrangMng  bar,. 
And  skill'd  in  arms  of  tł^t  litigious  war; 
But  morę  to  Wifs  peacefuller  arts  inclin'd, 
Learning*s  Msscenasy  and  tbe  Moses'  fiAend; 
Him  every  Muse  in  every  age  bad  sung. 
His  easy  fiowing  wit  and  chuming  tongue, 
Had  not  the  treacherous  voice  of  Power  inspiHd. 
His  mounting  thoughts,  and  wild  Ambition  fir^d  ; 
Disdaining  less  atliances  to  own, 
He  now  seta  up  for  kinsman  of  the  tbrone ; 
And  Anna,  by  the  power  ber  &ther  gain^d, 
Back>d  with  great  Caesar^s  absolute  commuid^ 
On  fislse  pretence  of  fonner  contracta  madę, 
Is  fbrcM  on  brave  *•  Britanniciis^s  bed. 

Tbus  rais'd,  his  insolence  bis  l^t  out-Ty*df 
And  meitnest  a^arice  maintain^d  his  pride: 
When  Caeaar,  to  confirm  bis  infant  state, 
Drown'd  in  oblivion  all  old  naroes  of  hate. 
By  threatening  many,  but  eacepting  nonę 
Tbat  paid  the  purchaśe  of  obliTion.  * 

Byrsa  bis  ma8ter's  free-given  mercy  sold. 
And  roj^al  grace  retaU'd  for  rebel  gold : 

*  Eail  of  Clarendom 
>  Diik9  fd  York. 
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That  new  8tate-mikxim  be  inTenied  first, 
(To  aged  Tiine'8  last  revolation  curst)  ^ 

That  teacbes  monarchs  to  oblige  their  foes, 
'And  their  best  friends  to  beggary  expo9e ; 
**  For  tbeae,"  he  said,  "  would  sti  1 1  beg  on  and  senre ; 
Tis  the  oid  badfce  of  loyalty  to  8tarve« 
But  barden'd  rebels  must  by  bribes  be  woa, 
And  paid  for  all  the'mighty  ills  they  've  done: 
When  weaHh  and  honour  from  their  treasons  flow, 
How  can  they  choose  but  yery  loyal  grow  ?'^ 
Thig  'false  ungratefiil  maxim  Byrsa  taught, 
Yast  8IUDS  of  wealth  from  thriving  rebels  brought; 
Titles  and  power  to  thieve8  and  traitors  sold, 
SweU'd  his  8trHx;h'd  coffers  with  o^er-flowing  gold* 
Hencc-  all  these  tear»— in  these  first  seeds  was  sowu 
His  country'8  following  ruin,  and  his  owii«^ 

Of  that  accurst  and  sacrilegious  crew, 
Which  great  by  merit  of  rebellion  grew, 
Had  all  nnactive  perii<h'd  and  nnknown, 
The  false  ^  Antonius  had  suffic'd  alone. 
To  all  suc<^eeding  ages  to  proclaim 
Of  this  State  principłe  the  goilt  and  shame. 
Antonius  early  in  rebellious  race 
Swiftly  set  out,  nor  slaokening  in  his  pace, 
The  same  ambition  that  bis  youthful  beat 
Vrg*d  to  all  ills,  the  little  daring  brat 
"With  unabated  ardour  does  engage 
The  loathsome  dregs  of  his  decrepit  age; 
Bold,  ftiU  of  natire  and  acquir'd  deceit, 
Of  sprightly  cunning  and  malicious  wit; 
Kestless,  projecting  still  some  new  design, 
ttWl  drawing  round  the  government  his  linę, 
Bold  on  the  walls,  or  busy  in  the  minę : 
Łewd  as  the  stews,  but  to  the  blinded  eyes 
Of  the  duli  crowd  as  Puritan  prccise ; 
Before  their  sight  he  draws  the  juggler^s  doud 
Of  public  interest,  and  the  people's  good. 
Tbe  working  ferment  of  bis  active  mind, 
In  his  weak  body^s  cask  with  pain  confinM, 
Would  burst  the  rotten  tcsscI  wbere  'tis  pent, 
But  that  *tis  tapt  to  give  the  treason  yent 

Such  were  the  men  that  from  tbe  8tatesman*s 
Kot  pardon  only,  but  promotion  gain*d :      [hand, 
All  ofBcers  of  dignity  or  power 
These  swarmtng  locusts  greedily  devour ; 
Preferr^d  to  alj  the  secrets  of  the  state, 
These  senseless 'sin nera  in  the  council  sate^ 
In  their  unjust  deceitful  balanoe  laid, 
The  great  concems  of  war  and  peace  were  weigh*d. 

This  wise  <  LoTisius  knew,  whose  mighty  mind 
Had  uniyersal  empire  long  design'd ; 
And  when  he  all  things  found  were  bought  and  sold, 
Thought  nothing  there  impossible  to  gold : 
With  mighty  sums,  througfa  secretchannels brought, 
On  tbe  corrupted  counseUors  hc  wrought : 
Again8t'the  neighbojdring  Belgians  they  declare 
A  hazardous  and  an  e^pensire  war. 
Thf^ir  fresh  aiTronts  and  matchless  insolenct 
To  Csesar^s  honoar  madę  a  fair  pretence ; 
lAtre  outside  this,  but,  ruling  by  his  pay, 
Cunning  Lorisius  did  this  project  lay, 
By  mutual  daraafes  to  weaken  those 
W  bo  only  could  his  vast  designs  oppose. 
But  Cssar,  looking  with  a  just  disdain 
Upon  their  bold  pretences  to  the  main, 
Sent  fortb  his  royal  brother  from  his  side. 
To  lash  their  insolence,  and  curb  their  pride ; 

*  Earl  of  Shaftesbury. 
4  Fręoch  kiof . 


Britaunicus,  by  wbose  higb  Tirtoei  gracM, 
The  present  age  contends  with  all  the  past^ 
Him  Heaven  a  pattem  did  for  heroes  fbnn^' 
Slow  to  advise,  but  eager  to  perform, 
In  council  calm,  fierce  as  a  storm  in  fight, 
Dangór  hit  rtiort,  and  labour  his  deligfat : 
To  lum  tbe  oeet  and  camp,  the  sea  and  field, 
Did  equal  harve8t8  of  bright  glory  yield. 
No  less  each  civil  virtue  him  conunends, 
The  best  of  subjects,  brotbers,  mastera,  friends^ 
To  merit  just,  to  nel^y  virtue  kind, 
True  to  his  word,  and  constant  to  bis  friend: 
\Vbat*s  well  re8oly*d  as  bravely  he  pursuea, 
Fix*d  iii  his  choice,  as  careful  how  to  choose. 
Honour  was  bom,  not  planted  in  his  heart. 
And  yirtuc  came  by  Naturę,  not  by  art : 
Where  glory  calls,  and  Csesar  gives  command^ 
He  flies ;  his  pointcd  thunder  in  his  hand. 
The  Belgian  fleet  endeaTOur^d,  but  in  Taio^ 
The  tempest  of  hit  fory  to  nistain : 
Shattei^d  andtorn,  before  his  flags  tbey  fly 
Like  dores  that  the  exalted  eagle  spy, 
Ready  to  stoop  and  seize  them  from  on  high : 
He,  Neptune  like,  when,  from  his  watery  bed 
Above  the  waves  lifting  his  awful  bead, 
He  smiles,  and  to  his  chariot  gives  the  rein^ 
In  triumph  rides  o^er  the  asserted  main  ; 
And  now  retums  the  watery  empire  won, 
At  Csesar^s  feet  to  lay  his  trident  down. 
But  who  the  shouts  and  triumphs  can  rdat^' 
Of  the  glad  Isle  that  his  return  did  wait } 
Rejoicin^  crowds  attend  him  on  the  strand* 
Loud  as  the  sea,  and  niunerous  aa  the  sand« 
A  joy  too  great  to  be  by  words  e^prest, 
Shines  in  each  eye,  and  beats  in  every  breasts 
So  joy  the  many,  but  the  wiser  few 
The  godiike  prince  with  sileut  wonder  vie«r. 
The  g^ateful  senate  his  high  acts  confess 
In  a  vast  gift,  but  than  his  merit  less. 
Britannicus  is  all  the  yoice  of  Famę, 
Britahnicus !  she  knows  no  other  name; 
The  people>8  darling.  and  the  court*8  delighl;,. 
Łoyely  in  peace,  as  drcadful  in  tbe  fight ! 
Shall  he,  shall  eyer  he,  wbo  now  commands 
So  many  thousand  hearts,  and  tougues,  and  hand^ 
Shall  eyer  be,  by  some  strange  crime  of  Fate, 
Fali  under  the  ignoble  vulgar*8  hate  ? 
Who  knows  ?  the  tums  of  Fortune  who  can  tdlf 
Who  fiz  ber  globe,  or  stop  the  rolling  whee|  ? 
The  crowd's  a  sea,  whose  wants  run  hi<rh  or  Iow, 
According  as  the  winds,  their  leaders,  blow. 
All  calm  and  smooth,  till  from  some  comer  flies 
An  enyious  blast,  that  makes  the  billows  rise : 
The  blast,  that  whence  it  com«s,  or  where  it 

goes, 
We  know  not;  but  where-e^er  it  lists  it  blowb 
Was  not  of  old  tbe  Jewish  rabble^s  ery 
Hosanna  first,  and  after  crucify  ? 

Now  Byrsa  with  fuli  orb  ilłustrions  Bbone, 
With  beams  reflected  from  his  glorious  ^n ; 
All  pbwer  bis  own,  but  what  was  giyen  to  those 
That  counseUors  by  him  from  rebels  roae; 
But,  rais^d  so  fer,  each' now  disdains  a  first, 
The  taste  of  power  does  but  inflame  the  tbirsL 
With  enyious  eyes  they  Byrsa^s  glories  see. 
Nor  think  they  can  be  great,  while  less  than  bą» 
Enyy  their  cunning  sbarpenM,  and  their  wi^ 
Enough  before  for  trcacherous  councils  fit : 
T'  accuse  him  openly  not  yet  they  dare. 
But  kubtly  by  dągree^  his  fali  prepare; 
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Thtj  koew  by  l<mg-«xperieiic'd  deMTt 
Bom  near  he  grew  rooted  to  CsBwr^s  hesrt; 
To  nowe  him  hence,  i^nii^d  no  oommoii  skill. 
But  what  is  bard  to  a  resolred  will  ? 
They  found  bis  pablic  actioDS  all  coaspire, 
Wisdj  applyidy  to  faTour  their  de«ire : 
But  one  tbey  want  their  Tenom  to  suggest. 
And  make  it  gently  slide  to  Cesar**  breast : 
Wbo  fitłer  than  s  Yilleriiii  for  this  part  ? 
I  And  bim  to  gain  requir*d*bat  little  art. 
For  miachief  was  the  daiiing  of  his  heart* 
A  componnd  of  soch  parts  as  never  yet 
In  any  one  of  all  God's  creatures  met: 
Not  sick  men^s  dreams  so  various  or  so  wild, 
Or  of  Buch  disagreeing  sbapes  compil'd ; 
Yet,  tfaroogb  aU  cbanges  of  bis  shifting  scenę, 
Stilł  constaot  to  buffoon  and  barleąuin, 
As  if  be  >ad  madę  a  prayer,  than  bis  of  old 
Morę  ibolłsh,  tbat  torn'd  all  be  toacb'd  to  gold. 
God  gimnted  him  to  play  th>  eternal  fooU 
And  all  be  bandled  toni  io  ridicule^ 
Unis  a  new  Midas  truły  he  appears, 
And  sbows,  through  all  disguise,  his  asses  ears. 
Bid  he  tbe  welghtiest  business  of  the  state 
At  coancil  or  in  senate-bouse  debatę, 
King,  country,  all,  he  for  a  jest  would  ąuit. 
To  catcb  flome  little  flash  of  paltry  wit: 
How  filU  of  gravity  soe*er  be  struts, 
Tbe  ape  in  robes  will  scramble  for  his  nuts: 
Bid  he  all  laws  of  Heaven  or  Earih  defy, 
JBIaspbenM  bis  god,  or  give  bis  king  tbe  He; 
Adalteiy,  murderSy  or  ev>n  worse,  commit, 
Still  twaa  a  jest,  and  nothing  but  sheer  wit : 
At  last  this  edg*d«too],  wit,  bis  darling  sport, 
Wounded  himself,  and  banisb'd  bim  the  court : 
Like  common  jugglers,  or  like  conunon  whores, 
AU  his  tricks  sbown,  be  was  kłck*d  out  of  doors. 
Kot  cbang^d  in  bnmour  by  his  change  of  place, 
He  still  found  company  to  suit  his  grace ; 
If oontebanks,  quakers,  chymists,  trading  varlets, 
Pimps,  players,  city  shcrifis,  and  snburb  harlots; 
War  his  atersion,  once  be  bewnd  it  roar, 
fiat,  **  Damn  him  if  he  e^er  bear  it  morę !" 
And  there  you  may  beliere  him,  though  be  swore. 
But  wiih  play-houses,  wars,  immortal  wars, 
He  wag^d,  and  ten  years  ragę  produc^d  a  ^  fiuroe. 
As  many  rolling  years  he  did  employ, 
Aod  banda  almost  as  many,  to  destroy 
Heroic  rbyme,  as  Greece  to  ruin  Troy. 
"  Once  morę,"  says  Famę,  '*  for  battle  be  prepares. 
And  tfareatens  rbymers  with  a  second  furce : 
But,  if  as  long  for  tbis  as  tbat  we  stay, 
He  '11  finish  Clevedon  sooner  than  his  play." 

This  precious  tool  did  the  new  statesmen  use 
Ib  Csesar^s  breath  their  wbispers  to  infuse : 
Sttspicion's  bred  by  gravity,  beard,  and  gown ; 
Bat  wbo  suspects  the  madman  and  buffoon? 
IhoUing  Yinerius  this  advantage  had, 
And  aU  his  jests  sober  impressions  madę ; 
Besides,  he  knew  to  choose  tbe  softest  hour^ 
When  Csesar  for  a  while  forgot  his  power, 
And,  coming  tir'd  from  empire*s  grand  affiiirs, 
la  the  Iree  joys  of  winę  relax'd  bis  cares. 
Twas  tben  be  play'd  the  sly  successful  fool. 
And  aerioiąs  mischief  did  in  ridicule. 
Then  be  with  jeaious  tboughts  his  prince  could  fili, 
And  gUd  with  mirth  and  glitterijig  «it  thr  pUL 

*  Duke  of  Buckuys|timii« 

*  Jlic  BeliemrsaL 


With  a  grave  mi^,  discourse,  and  decent  state, 
He  pleasantly  the  ape  could  i  mi  tatę. 
And  soon  as  a  contempt  of  him  was  bred, 
It  madę  the  way  for  hatred  to  succced. 
'  Grayities  disgnise 

The  greatest  jest  of  all,  "  he  *d  nceds  be  wise— *> 
[Herę  the  writer  left  off.] 
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Twas  noon,  when  I,  scorch*d  with  the  double  firs 
Of  the  hot  Sun  and  my  morę  hot  desire, 
Stretch*d  on  my  downy  couch  at  ease  was  laid. 
Big  with  expectance  d  tbe  lorely  maid. 
.The  curtains  but  half  drawn,  a  light  let  in, 
Such  as  in  shades  of  thickest  groYCS  is  seen  ; 
Such  as  remains  when  the  Sun  flies  away, 
Or  when  nighfs  gone,  and  yet  it  is  not  day. 
This  light  to  modest  maids  must  be  allow'd, 
Where  Sbame  may  hope  its  guilty  head  to  sbnywd. 
And  now  my  loye,  Corinna,  did  appear, 
Łoose  on  ber  neck  fell  ber  dirided  air;  [air. 

Loose  as  ber  flowing  gown  tbat  wanton'd  in  tbą 
In  such  a  garb,  with  such  a  grace  and  mień. 
To  hcr  rich  bed  approacbM  th'  Assyrian  queen. 
So  Lais  look*d,  when  all  tbe  youth  of  Greece 
With  adoration  did  ber  cbarms  coniess. 
Her  enviou8  gown  to  puli  away  1  try'd. 
But  she  resisted  still,  and  still  deny'd  ; 
But  so  resisted,  tbat  she  seem*d  to  be 
Unwilling  to  obtain  the  victory. 
So  1  at  last  an  easy  conąuest  had, 
Whilst  my  fair  combatant  berself  betray'd: 
But,  when  she  naked  stood  before  my  eyes, 
Gods !  with  what  charms  did  sbe  my  soul  surprise  t 
What  snowy  anns  did  I  both  see  and  feel ! 
With  what  rich  globes  did  ber  soft  bosom  swell  ? 
Plump  as  ripe  clusters,  rosę  eacfa  gfowing  breast, 
Courting  the  band,  and  sueing  to  be  prest? 
In  every  limb  what  Tarious  charms  were  spread, 
Where  thousand  little  Loves  and  Graces  playM! 
One  beauty  did  through  ber  whole  body  shine. 
I  saw,  admirM,  and  pre8s*d  it  close  to  minę. 
Tbe  rest,  wbo  knows  not  ?  Thus  entranc^d  we  layi^ 
Till  in  each  otber^s  arms  we  dy'd  away  i 
O  gi^e  me  such  a  noon  (ye  gods)  to  ęreiy  day. 


HORACE,  BOOK  IL    ODE  1V.» 

Błush  not,  my  friend,  to  own  the  love 
Which  thy  fair  captiYc^s  eyes  do  move  i 
Achilles,  once  the  ^erce,  the  brave, 
Stoop'd  to  the  beauties  of  a  slave ; 
Tecmes8a's  cbarms  could  orerpowe^ 
Ajax,  ber  lord  and  conąueror; 
Great  Agamemnon,  when  success 
Did  all  his  arms  wtth  conquest  bless, 
When  Hcctor*s  lali  had  gain*d  bim  morq  - 
Than  ten  loug  rolling  years  beibre, , 
By  a  bffgbt  capttYe  virgin's  eyes 
Ey^n  in  the  midst  of  triumph  dies. 
You  know  not  to  what  mighty  linę 
The  loyely  maid  may  make  you  join; 

■  See  enotbjir  ioiitątioo  gf  tiiis  ode  in  Yaldea^ 
Poems.'  ^ 
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See  bat  the  chanat  h«r  KNrrow  vciur«  V 
No  comtnoD  cause  could  draw  such  tetts: 
Those  streams  «ure  that  adom  ber  so 
For  I088  of  royal  kindred  flow : 
Oh !  think  not  so  diviue  a  thing 
Ćauld  from  the  bed  of  commons  spring; 
Wbose  £utb  could  so  anmoYM  rematDy 
And  so  ayerse  to  sordid  gain. 
Was  ne^er  bom  of  any  race 
That  might  the  noblest  lore  disgrace. 
Her  bloomiyg  f^^ce,  her  snowy  arms, 
Her  well-8hap'd  legs,  and  all  the  charms 
Of  her  body  and  her  face, 
I,  poor  1,  may  safely  praise. 
Suspect  not,  love,  the  youthlul  raga 
From  Horaoe^s  declining  age; 
But  think  remoT^d,  by  forty  yearSy 
Ali  his  lia«es  aud  all  thy  km. 
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Ir  «ver  any  ii\)nf*d  pewer. 
By  which  the  fiałsc  Barine  swore. 
Palie,  iiair  Barine,  011  thy  bead 
Had  the  least  mark  of  vengeance  ahed  ; 
If  but  a  tooth  or  nail  of  thee 
Had  suffęr^t^  by  thy  pcijury, 
1  should  beUeve  thy  tows;  but  thoo 
Since  peijur*d  dost  morę  charming  grow, 
Of  all  our  youth  the  publk  care. 
Kor  balf  so  feise  as  thou  art  fiiir. 
It  thrivet  wilh  thee  to  be  forsworik 
By  thy  dead  mother^s  sacred  urn, 
JBiy  HÓiYen,  and  all  the  stars  that  shinó 
Without,  and  every  god  within: 
Tenus  hears  this,  and  all  the  while 
At  thy  empty  vow8  does  saiile, 
Her  nyrophs  all  smite,  her  HtOe  SOU 
Does  ssoile,  and  to  his  quiyer  ran; 
Does  smile,  and  foli  to  whet  his  darts. 
To  wonnd  for  thee  fresh  lovers*  beaiti. 
See  all  the  youth  does  thee  obey, 
Thy  tnin  of  sla^es  grows  crery  day ; 
Nor  leave  thy  former  subjects  thee, 
Tboui^  o^  they  threaten  to  be  free, 
Though  oft  with  yows  ialse  as  thine  are, 
Their  forswom  mistiess  they  forswear. 
Thee  erery  carefal  mother  foars 
For  her  ai>n's  blooming  tender  years; 
Thee  frugal  sires,  thee  the  young  brid« 
In  Hymen^s  fotters  newly  ty'd, 
Łest  thou  detain  by  stronger  charms 
Th'  expected  husband  firom  her  arms. 


HORACE   AND   LYDIA. 
BOOK  UL     OOB  IX. 

Whiłbt  i  was  welcome  to  yoar  heart, 
In  which  no  happier  yonth  had  part. 
And,  fuli  of  morę  prevailing  charms, 
Threw  round  your  neck  his  dearer  arms^ 
I'flourish'd  ricber  and  raore  blest 
TlMMK  the  great  monwcch  of  the  eaat. 


ŁTOIA. 

Wbiist  all  thy  sool  with  me  was  m% 
Nor  Łydia  did  to  Chloe  y  leld, 
Lydia,  the  celebrated  name, 
The  only  theme  of  verse  and  Famę, 
I  flourishM  morę  than  she  rencwnM, 
Whose  godlike  son  our  Romę  did  found. 

HOmACB. 

Me  Chloe  now,  whom  e?cry  Muse 
And  eyery  Grace  adoras,  subdues ; 
For  whom  I M  gladty  die,  to  sare 
Her  dearer  beauties  from  the  grare. 

ŁTDIiU 

Me  ]evely  Calais  does  flre 
With  mutual  flames  of  flerce  desire; 
For  whom  I  twice  would  die,  to  sare 
His  yonth  morę  precious  from  the  grate^' 

BOKACB. 

What  if  our  former  loves  retum« 
And  our  first  fires  again  should  bura  ; 
If  Chloe's  banish'd,  to  ms^e  way 
For  the  forsaken  Łydia? 

ŁTOIA* 

Though  he  is  shining  as  a  star, 
Constaht  and  kind  as  he  is  fair; 
Thou  light  as  cork,  rough  as  the  sea, 
Yet  I  wpuld  live,  would  die  with  thee. 


THE      CYCLOPS. 

THEOCftlTCS,    lUYŁŁ.   XI, 
Inscribed  to  Dr.  Short 

O  Short,  no  herb,  no  salre  waa  ever  fbund 
To  ease  a  loTer's  heart,  or  heal  his  wouad ; 
No  med^cine  this  prevaUing  ill  sabduea. 
Nonę,  but  the  charms  of  the  coadoling  Muse : 
Sweet  to  the  sense,  and  easy  to  the  miad, 
The  cure;  but  bard,  but  Tery  hanł,  to  find. 
This  you  weH  know,  and  surely  noae  so  weJI, 
Who  both  in  Physic^s  saci«d  art  eacd. 
And  in  Wit*s  orb  among  the  brightest  shme^ 
The  loye  of  Phoebus,  and  the  tunefitl  Ninę. 

Hina  sweetly  sad  ef  oM,  the  Cydops  strow 
To  soften  his  uneasy  bouia  of  love. 
Then,  when  hot  youth  urg^d  him  to  fieree  desirei 
And  Galatea^s  eyea  kindled  the  ragtng  fire. 
His  waa  no  comaon  teae,  mor  eookl  he  moTą 
In  the  old  arts  and  beaten  patfaa  of  love; 
Nor  flowers  nor  iruits  sent  to  oblige  the  ftur^ 
Nor  morę  to  pkase  curlM  his  negleeled  hair; 
His  was  adl  ragę,  all  madnesa;  to  hia  mlad 
No  other  carea  their  wooted  entrancetudL 
Oft  ftx>m  the  Aeld  his  ftock  retumM  aloae, 
Unheeded,  linobserY^d:  ho  on  sorae  stoo*, 
Or  craggy  cliff,  to  the  deaf  winda  and  aea^ 
Aocusing  Galatea's  cruelty, 
Tilł  night,  finom  tJie  Arst  dawn  of  openiog  dajr^ 
Consmnea  wkh  inward  beat,  and  melta  awaj. 
Yet  then  a  cuae,  1|»  -only  cure,  he  found. 
And  thuB  apply^d  it  to  the  Ueeding  wound; 
From  a  steep  rock,  firon  wkenee  he  mig^t  sorrey 
Th«  flood  (the  bed  where  hip  Iw^d  sesHayi^i^;), 
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Wk  ^hroafńng  hfmi  wlth  tonów  Hnt  lie  hvmf. 
And  thufl  bis  gńefe  calm'd  with  his  moumful  song. 
«  F»ir  Galateft,  wky  is  «U  ny  ]»aHi 
Bcmded  tbiu?— «olt  love  with  skarp  disdaift  ? 
Fairer  than  fislling  snoir  or  rising  light. 
Soft  to  the  toMch  »9  ehanahig  tQ  thc  sig^t; 
Sprightly  aa  imyoh'd  heifen,  on  whose  head 
Tlie  tender  crescents  but  begio  to  spread; 
Yet,  cniely  yoo  to  hanhnasa  mora  incline, 
Tbau  unripa  grapas  pluck'd  from  tba  sa^age  Tina. 
Soou  as  my  beavy  eye-lids  seal'd  with  slaep, 
fiitber  yoii  eome  ont  firom  tba  foaming  dcep ; 
Bot,  wben  sieep  leaves  me,  yoo  tt^gether  fly. 
And  «aiiiah  iwiftly  Irom  my  opening  eye, 
Svift  aa  yoong  lambs  wban  tbe  Aerce  wotf  tbey  spy. 
I  vell  remember  the  fint  &tal  day 
That  nade  my  heart  yonr  beauty^s  easy  prey. 
Twas  wben  the  flood  yoo,  with  my  nsother,  left, 
Of  all  ita  brigbtness,  all  its  pride,  bertft. 
Te  gaither  flowerafram  the  steep  mouDtain'8  top; 
Orthe  high  oAce  prood,  I  led  you  np; 
Ta  hyaeiBths  and  roses  did  yoo  bring. 
And  8how'd  yoa  alł  the  treasures  of  tbe  spring. 
Bat  froBB  that  bonr  my  sool  bas  known  no  rest, 
Soft  peace  is  baaishM  finom  my  tortttr'd  bfeast: 
I  mge,  I  bnm.     Yet  still  regardless  you 
Not  tba  kast  sign  of  meitiag  pity  shew : 
No  i  by  the  gods  that  shall  rereage  my  pain ! 
No  9  you,  the  morę  1  lovc,  tba  morę  dbdaia. 
Ah!  nytnpb,  by  efcry  grace  adom*d,  I  know 
Wl^  yoa  despise  and  fly  the  Cyelops  so; 
Beans*^  a  sha^gy  bmw  from  side  to  side, 
8tretch'd  in  a  line,<does  my  large  forebead  hide  ; 
And  under  that  one  only  eye  does  shine. 
And  my  flat  nosa  to  my  big  lips  does  join. 
Suehtboogh  1  am,  yet  know,  a  tkonsand  aheep, 
Tbe  pride  of  tba  Sicilian  bills,  I  keep ; 
With  swcetcst  milk  tbey  fili  my  iowing  pculs» 
Asd  my  Yast  stoek  of  cheeses nerer  lails; 
In  samnaar>s  hcat,  or  winter^s  sharpest  cold, 
Hy  kmded  siielYaa  graan  with  the  weight  tbey 

boUL 
Withranch  asft  notes  I  the  ahri^  pipę  raspiie, 
That  ewtry  Ibtening  Gycłops  does  adosiie; 
While  with  it  oftea  1  aU  night  prodaim 
Tby  powerM  charms,  and  my  successfiit  liame. 
Bor  tlmetweive does,  aU big  with  firam,  Ifeed; 
And  lóar  bsar-cnbs,  tamę  to  thy  hand,  1  breed, 
Ah !  come  .to  me,  fiur  nymph !  and  yon  shall 

fiiid 
Theae  ara  the  smallesk  gifts  for  thee  design^ 
Ab!  come,andleair«tbeangrywaTestorQar, 
And  break  thcnsełves  against  the  sounding  ahore. 
Hav  nanch  mose  pleasant  wouJd  thy  slnmbara  be 
la  the  letiHd  and  peaceftil  ea^e  vith  me ! 
Tbeie  the  straigbt  eypress  and  green  laoittl  joln. 
And  creeping  Wy  clasps  the  elnster^d  yiae; 
There  ft«ab,  eoal  rWls,  fron^tna's  punst  saow, 
PissalvM  ioto  ambrosial  lu|nor,  flow. 
Wbo  the  wild  wnfas  andblackiah  sea  coaid  ehooae. 
And  theae  still  shades  and  these  sweet  streams  re- 

fuse? 
Bat  if  yon  fear  that  I,  o^-growm  with  bair, 
Withont  a  Ara  defy  the  winter  air, 
^now  1  ha«e  mighiy  sfeoces  of  wood,  and  know 
Perpetoal  fiias  aa  my  brig^  heaith  do  głów. 
My  Boiłl,  ny  liih  itself  sboold  bnm  Ibr  the^ 
And  tkla  one  eyo,  as  dcsar  as  life  to  ni& 
Wfay  wsa  aot  I  with  fios,  like  flahes,  madie, 
Tktt  ^  Ito  thstt.  mi^  ik  Iłie  deip  ka««  pliyHł  ? 


Then  wonld  t  dlye  beneath  the  yielding  tide. 
And  kjss  your  band,  if  you  your  lips  deny>d.        " 
To  thee  1  'd  lilies  and  red  poppies  bear, 
And  iowers  that  crown  each  season  of  the  year. 
But  I  *m  resuWd  I  '11  Icam  to  swim  and  dive 
Of  the  next  stranger  that  does  here  arrive, 
That  th'  uodiscoyer'd  pleasures  1  may  know 
Whłch  you  enjoy  in  the  deep  flood  below. 
Come  Ibrth,  O 'nymph !  and  cominig  forth  foi^^at^ 
Like  me  that  on  this  rock  unmindful  sit, 
(Of  all  things  else  onmindful  but  of  thee) 
Home  to  retom  forget,  and  live  with  me. 
With  me  tbe  sweet  and  pleastog  labour  cfaoose^ 
To  feed  tbe  flock,  and  milk  the  burthen'd  cwes. 
To  press  the  eheese,and  the  sharp  runnet  to  infiua. 
My  motber  does  unkindly  use  her  son, 
By  her  neglect  tbe  Cyelops  is  nndone ; 
For  me  she  nerer  laboors  to  pierail. 
Nor  whispers  in  your  ear  my  amoroos  tale ; 
No ;  though  she  knows  1  languish  every  day» 
And  sees  my  body  waste,  and  strength  deeay. 
But  I  morę  ills  than  what  1  feel  will  feign^ 
And  of  my  bead  and  of  my  feet  complain; 
That,  in  her  breast  if  any  pity  lie, 
She  may  be  sad,  aud  griev'd,as  well  as  I. 

"  O  Cydops,  Cyelops,  where^s  thy  reason  fled^ 
If  your  yoong  lambs  with  new-pluck'd  boughs  yoo 
fed,  [wise; 

And  watch'd  your  flock,  Would  you  not  seem  moco 
Milk  what  is  neict,  pnrsue  not  that  which  flies. 
Perbaps  you  may^  sińce  this  proces  ao  unkind» 
Another  (airer  Oalatea  flnd. 
Me  many  yirgins  as  I  pass  invite 
To  waste  with  them  in  łow^s  soft  spo4s  the  nigbt^ 
And,  if  I  but  incline  my  listening  ear, 
New  joys,  new  smiles,  In  all  their  k>oks  appear. 
Thus  we,  it  seems,  can  be  beloY^d ;  and  we, 
It  seems,  are  somebody  as  well  as  she  !'* 

Thns  did  the  Cyelops  firn  his  raging  fire. 
And  8ooth'd  with  gentle  Torae  his  fiarce  desire ; 
Thus  passM  his  hours  with  morę  deUght  andcasc^ 
Than  if  the  ricBes  of  the  world  were  his. 


TO   CJEUA. 

Fł Y  swift,  ye  hoars ;  ye  sluggish  minntea,  fly  { 
Bring  bock  my  toye^  or  lat  ber  loyer  die. 
Make  hastę,  O  San,  and  to  my  eyes  once  mor^ 
My  Caelia  brighter  thkn  thysełf  restore. 
In  spite  of  thee,  tis  night  wben  she*s  away, 
Her  eyes  alone  can  the  glad  beams  display, 
That  make  my  sky  look  elear,  and  gnidę  my  day. 
O  wben  will  she  lift  up  her  sacred  ligbt, 
And  chase  away  the  flylng  shades  of  night ! 
With  her  how  fsst  the  flowhig  hours  run  on ! 
But  oh !  how  long  tbey  stoy  wben  she  is  gone ! 
So  slowly  time  wben  clogg^d  with  grief  does  moye; 
So  swift  when  borne  upon  the  wiogs  of  loTe  ! 
Hardly  three  days,  they  teU«me,  yet  are  past; 
Yet  *ti8  an  age  sińce  I  bebcld  her  last. 
O,  my  auspicioiiS  star,  make  hasta  to  risa, 
To  charm  our  bearts,  and  bless  our  longing  eyei ! 
O,  how  I  long  on  thy  dcar  eyes  to  gase. 
And  cbeer  my  own  with  their  mflected  ray*  V 
How  my  impatient,tbirsty  sool  does  tang 
To  hearthe  charmmg^aaoaic  ef  thy  tongue ! 
Whera  pointed  wit  with  solid  judgmeat  grows, 
Ąnd  Ifl  ona  casy  itMaAnoitad  flows. 
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Whene»er  ycm  speak,  with  Włiat  delight  we  hear, 
You  cali  up  every  soul  to  every  car ! 

Natai-e  's  too  prodigal  to  womankind, 
£v*n  wliere  she  does  neglect  t'  adorn  tite  mind ; 
Beauty  alone  bears  sach  resistless  sway, 
As  makefl  mańki  nd  with  joy  and  pride  obey. 
But,  oh !     when  wit  and    sense  with    beauty's 

join'd, 
The  woman's  sweetness  with  the  manly  mind ; 
When  Naturę  with  so  just  a  haud  does  ipix 
The  most  engraging  charms  of  dther  8ex ; 
And  out  of  botb  that  thus  iu  one  combine 
Does  something  form  not  buman  but  divine, 
What*s  her  command,  but  that  we  all  adore  ' 

The  noblest  work  of  ber  ahnighty  power  !     ' 
Nor  ought  our  zeal  thy  anger  to  create, 
Since  love's  thy  debt,  nor  is  our  choice,  but  fate. 
Wbere  Naturę  bids,  worship  I  >m  forc^d  to  pay. 
Nor  haTe  the  liberty  to  disobcy ; 
And  whensoe'er  she  does  a  poet  make, 
She  głve8  him  ver8e  but  for  thy  beauty*s  sake. 
Had  I  a  pen  that  could  at  once  im  part 
Soft  Ovid*s  naturę  and  high  YirgiPs  art, 
Then  the  immortal  Sacbarissa^s  name 
Should  be  but  second  in  the  iist  of  Famę ; 
£ach  groTe,  each  shade,  should  with  thy  praise  be 

filPd, 
And  the  fiunM  Penshurst  to  our  Wind^r  yield. 


SPOKEN  TO  THE  UUEEN, 

IH  TRIHITY  COLLEGE  NEW  OOURT. 
Thou  equa]  fiartner  of  the  royal  bed» 
That  mak*8t  a  crown  sit  soft  on  Charles^s  head ; 
In  whom,  with  greatness  virtue  takes  her  seat, 
Meekness  with  power,  and  piety  withstate ; 
Whose  goodness  might  er^n  ikctious  crowds  re- 
Win  the  seditious,  and  the  savage  tamę ;      [daim, 
Tyrants  themselres  to  gentlest  mercy  bring. 
And  only  useless  is  on  such  a  king ! 
See,  mighty  princess,  see  how  erery  bieast 
With  joy  and  wonder  b  at  once  possest : 
Such  waa  the  joy  which  the  first  mortaU  knew, 
Wheo  gods  deaoended  to  the  people*s  view, 
ICuch devout  wonder  did  itthen  afford, 
To  see  those  powers  they  had  unseen  adorM, 
But  they  were  feign'd;  nor,  if  they  had  been  true, 
Could  died  moreblessings  on  the  Eairth  than  you : 
Out  courts,  enlarg^d,  their  former  bounds  diśdain, 
To  make  reception  for  sb  gieat  a  train : 
Herę  may  your  sacredbreast  rejoice  to  see    . 
"foMT  own.age  striye  with  ancient  piety  ; 
Soon  now,  sihce  blest  by  your  auspicious  eyes. 
To  ftiUpeifectibn  shall  our  fobric  rise. 
Less  powerful  charms  than  yours  of  old  could  cali 
Tłie  willjag  stones  into  the  Theban  wali, 
And  onrlc,  which  now  its  rise  to  you  sha!l  owe. 
Morę  ftrD'd  than  that  by  your  grcat  name  shall 

gfow. 


FLORIANA, 

a  pastorał, 

9p0m  tttb  dsath  of  her  grace  mary  dvtche89 
of -southampton,  1680. 

Damon. 
Tell  me,  my  Thyrsis,  tell  thy  Damon,  why 
Does  my  lov'd  swain  in  thii  sad  posturę  Ue  ? ' 


What  mean  thege  streams  stiU  fidling  firom  tiitii^ 

eyes, 
Fast  as  thpse  sigfas  frorn  thy  swoln  bosom  ńse  } 
Has  the  fierce  wolf  broke  througfa   the  fenoed 

ground  ? 
Have  thy  lambs  strayM  ?  or  has  Dorinda  frown'd } 
Thitrsis,    The  wolf?  Ąh  f  let  him  come,  for 

now  be  may : 
Have  thy  lambs  stray^d  ?  let  them  for  ever  stray : 
Dorinda  frown^d  ?  No,  she  is  erer  mild ; 
Nay,  I  remember  but  just  now  she  smil'd : 
Alas !  she  smilM ;  for  to  the  lo^ely  maid 
Nonę  had  the  iatal  tidings  yet  convey*d. 
Tell  me  thęn,  shepherd,  tell  me,  canst  thon  find 
As  long  as  thou  art  true,  and  she  is  Idnd, 
A  grief  so  great,  as  may  prerail  above 
£v'n  Damon's  ft>iendship,  or  Dorinda'8  ]ove  } 
Dam.  Surę  thereis  nonę.   Thyr.  But,Damoq, 

there  may  be. 
What  if  the  charming  Floriana  die  >  [true  ł 

Dam.  Far  be  the  omen !  Thyr.  But  suppose  it 
Dam.  Then  should  1  grieve,  my  Thyrsis,  morę 

than  you- 
She  is — Thyr.  Alas !  she  was,  but  is  no  morę : 
Now,  Damon,  now,  let  thy  swoln  eyei  nm  o*er : 
Herę  to  this  tuif  by  tbysad  Thyrsis  grow. 
And,  when  my  streams  of  grief  too  shallow  flow, 
Let^in  thy  tide  to  raise  the  torrent  high, 
Till  both  a  deluge  make,  and  in  it  die. 
Dam.  Then,  that  to  this  wish*d  height  the  flood 

might  swell, 
Friend,  1  will  tA\  thee.— Thyr.  Friend,  I  tbee 

will  tell, 
How  young,  how  good,  how  beaiitiful  she  felL 
Oh  !  she  was  all  for  which  fond  mothers  pray, 
Blessing  their  bebes  when  first  tbey  see  tbe  day. 
Beauty  and  she  were  one,  for  in  her  &ce 
Sat  sweetness  temper>d  with  mąjestic  grace ; 
Such  powerful  chiurms  as  might  tbe  proudest  aw«^ 
Yet  such  attractive  goodness  as  might  draw 
The  humblest,  and  to  both  give  eąual  law. 
How  was  she  wondei^d  at  by  every  swain  ! 
The  pride,  the  ligfat,  the  goddess  of  the  plain  1 
On  all  she  8hin'd,  and  spreadmgglories  cast 
Difiusive  of  herself,  where-e'er  she  past, 
There  breath>d  an  air  sweet  as  the  winda  thatblow ' 
From  the  blest  shores  where  fragrant  spiees  grow: 
£v'n  me  sometimes  she  with  a  smile  woald  giaccw 
Like  the  Sun  sbining  on  the  Tilest  place. 
Nor  did  Dorinda  bar  me  the  delight 
Of  feasting  on  her  eyes  my  longing  aight ; 
But  to  a  being  so  suhlime,  so  pure, 
Spar^d  my  devotion,  of  my  lorę  secure. 

Dam.  Her  beauty  i^ch :  but  Naturę  did  design 
That  only  as  an  answerable  shrine 
To  the  divinity  thafs  lodg*d  within.  [bright, 

Her  soul  shinM  through,  and  madę  her  form.so 
As  clouds  are  gilt  by  the  Sun^s  piercing  light. 
In  her  smooth  forehead  we  might  read  eipiest 
The  eren  calmness  of  her  genOe  breast : 
And  in  ber  sparkling  eyes  as  elear  was  wrii 
The  active  vigour  of  her  youthful  wit. 
Each  beauty  of  the  body  or  the  foce 
Was  but  the  shadow  oTsome  inward  grace- 
Gay,  sprigbtly,  cheerful,  free,  and  unconfln?d^ 
As  innocence  could  make  it,  was  her  mind; 
Yet  prudent,  though  not  tedious  nor  severe, 
Like  those  who,  being  duli,  would  gra^e  appcw  | 
Who  out  of  guilt  do  cheerfiilness  despise. 
And,  being  luUcn^  hope  moa  tbiiijL  them  wite. 
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How  woold  tbe  listening  diepberdt  romid  ber 

tbrong, 
To  catch  the  wofdt  fell  from  her  charming^  toDgae ! 
fihe  ftll  witb  her  own  spirit  and  scml  inspirM, 
Her  they  all  IotM,  and  her  they  all  admir^d. 
£r*n  mighty  Pan,  f^hose  powerful  hand  sustains 
The  soTeretgn  crook  tbat  mildly  ames  tbe  plains, 
Of  all  his  cares  madę  her  the  tenderest  part, 
And  great  Louisa  lodg*d  ber  in  her  beart 
<    TirrR.  Who  would  not  now  a  eolemn  moitming 
HHien  Pan  himsełf  and  ftiir  Louisa  weep  ?      [keep, 
Wben  those  blest  eyes,  by  tbe  kind  gods  design*d 
To  cherish  Natnre,  and  di^igbt  mankind, 
AJl  drown'd  in  tears,  melt  into  gentler  sbowers 
Than  April-drops  upon  the  springing  flowert  ? 
Such  tears  ai^enus  for  Adonis  shed» 
When  at  ber  feet  the  lovely  youth  lay  dead  ? 
Abont  ber,  all  ber  little  weeping  ŁoTes 
tJngirt  her  cestos,  and  unyok^d  her  doyes. 

Dam.  Come,  pious  nymphs,  witb  &ir  Louisa 
And  Tisit  gentle  Ftoriana's  tomb ;  [come, 

And,  as  ye  walk  tbe  melancboly  round, 
Where  no  unbaUow'd  feet  propbane  tbe  ground, 
Witb  your  chaste  bands  fresb  flowers  and  odours 
About  ber  last  obscure  and  stlent  bed ;  [shed 

Still  praying,  as  ye  gently  moTf  yourfeet, 
"  Soft  be  her  pillow,  and  her  slumber  sweet !" 

Thyr.  See  where  they  come,  a  moumftil  lovely 
As  ever  wept  on  fair  Arcadia's  plain :  [train 

Louisa,  moumftil  tar  abo^e  tbe  rest, 
In  all  the  charms  of  beauteons  sorrow  drest ; 
Just  are  ber  tears,  wben  she  reflects  how  soon 
A  beauty,  second  only  to  her  own, 
Flottrish'd,  look'd  gay,  was  wither^d^and  is  gone ! 

Dam.  o,  she  is  gone !  gone  like  a  new-bom 
flower, 
That  deck'd  some  Tirgin  queen^s  delicions  bower ; 
Tom  from  tbe  stalk  by  some  untlmely  blast, 
And  'mongst  tbe  rilest  weeds  and  mbbish  cast: 
Yet  flowrers  return,  and  coming  sprinp^s  disclose 
The  lily  whiter,  and  roore  fresb  the  rosę; 
But  no  kind  season  back  ber  cbarms  can  bring, 
And  Floriana  bas  no  seoond  spring. 

THYR.  O,  she  is  set !  set  like  the  fiUling  Sun ; 
Darkness  is  round  us,  and  glad  day  is  gone  1 
Alas !  the  Sun'that's  set,  agaiu  will  rise, 
And  gtld  witb  richer  beams  tbe  moming-skies ; 
But  Beauty,  though  as  brigbt.as  they  it  shlnes, 
Wben  its  short  glory  to  tbe  west  declines, 
O,  there's  no  hope  of  the  retuming  ligbt; 
But  all  is  long  obliTion,  and  etemal  night ! 


a 


TO  THE  UH ENOWir  ACTHOR  OV 

ABSALOM  AND  ACHITOPBELK 

iTBooonTt  forgive  my  sm,  tbe  boasted  ńn 
Of  poets*  sottls  did  long  ago  expire  ; 
Of  folly  or  of  madness  did  accuse 
The  wretch  tbat  tbought  himself  possest  witb  Mute; 
LsogbU  at  the  god  within,  ttet  did  inspire 
Witb  morę  than  human  tbougbts  tbe  tuneful  cboir; 
But  surę  *tis,  moie  tbau  fimey,  or  tbe  dream 
'  Of  rhymers  slmphering  by  tbe  Mus^  stream. 
8ome'iivelier  tpark  of  Heayen,  and  morę  refin*d 
JProm  eartby  drosa,  lllls  tbe  great  poet's  miud : 

I  Dsyd^n  publisbed  it.iM|k»at  bifi  "f*^ 


Witness  these  mighty  and  immortal  lines, 
Through  each  of  which  th'  informing  genius  shinas: 
Scarce  a  diviner  flame  inspii^d  the  king, 
Of  whom  thy  Muse  does  so  sublimely  sing : 
Not  David's  self  could  in  a  nobler  verse 
His  gloriously-ofiending  son  rebearse ; 
Though  in  bis  breast  the  prophefs  fury  met, 
Tbe  &tbefs  fondoess,  and  the  poet*s  wit. 

Herę  ftll  consent  in  wonder  and  in  praise, 
And  to  the  uaknown  poet  altars  raise : 
Whidi  tbou  must  needs  accept  witb  equal  joy 
As  wben  ^neas  beard  the  wars  of  Troy« 
Wrapt  up  himself  in  darkness,  and  unseen 
£xtoU*d  witb  wonder  by  tbe  Tyrian  queen. 
Surę  tbou  already  art  secure  of  fiune, 
Nor  wanfst  new  glories  to  exalt  thy  name : 
What  fatber  else  would  bave  refus^d  to  owa 
So  great  a'  son  as  godlike  Absalom  i 
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EPJTffJLAMIUM 

(JPON  THE  MARRIAGB  OF 

CAPTAIN  WILLUM  BEDLOE. 

Illę  ego  qui  ąnondam  gracilimodnlatus  aysns^ 
Arma  virumque  cano. 

I,  be,  who  sung  of  bumble  Oates  before^ 
Now  sing  a  captain  and  a  man  of  war. 

60DDB8S  of  rbyme,  that  didst  inspire 

The  Captain  witb  poetic  fire, 

Adding  fresb  laurełs  to  that  brow 

Where  those  of  victory  did  grow. 

And  statelier  ornaments  may  flourish  now  ( 

If  thou  art  well  recovered  sińce 

«*  Tbe  £xconununicated  Prince»j" 

For  that  important  tragedy 

Would  have  kilPd  any  Muse  but  thee; 

Hither  with  speed,  Ob  I  bither  move  j  ^ 

Puli  buskins  off,  and,  sińce  to  Iove 

Tbe  ground  is  holy  ttiat  you  tread  in, 

Dance  bare^foot  at  tbe  Captain's  weddin^ 

See  where  be  eomes,  and  by  his  sida 
His  charming  fair  angelic  bride : 
Such,  or  less  love1y,  was  the  damę 
So  much  ienown*d,  Fulvia  by  name. 
With  whom  of  old  TuUy  did  join 
Then  when  his  art  did  undermine 
The  borrid  popish  plot  of  Catiline. 
Oh  falrest  nymph  of  all  Great  Britain  j 
(Though  thee  my  eyes  I  never  set  on) 
Blush  not  on  thy  great  lord  to  smile, 
The  second  sariour  of  our  isle ; 
What  nobler  Captain  couM  have  led 
Thee  to  thy  long'd-fbr  marriage-bed : 
For  know  tbat  thy  all-dating  WIU  is 
As  stoat  a  hero  as  Achilles ; 
And  as  great  things  for  thee  bas  done, 
As  Palmerin  orth*  knightof  tb*  Sun, 
And  is  himself  a  wbole  romance  aloncu 
Letconsciuus  Flanders  speak,  and  be 
Tbe  witness  of  his  chivalry. 
Yet  that'8  uot  all,  his  ?ery  word  « 

•Has  slain  as  many  as  bis  sword : 

•  A^rapedy  by  Captain  Badloe,  ti691. 
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DUKES  FOEMS. 


Though  coumioii  biUlies  with  thtir  oadis 

Hurtlittle  till  they  come  to  UÓws, 

Yet  all  his  mouth-granadoes  kiU, 

And  saye  the  pains  of  drawmi;  $bttU 

This  hero  tby  resisUess  cfaanns 

Have  won  to  fly  into  thy  armg  ; 

For  think  not  ajiy  mean  design, 

Or  the  inglorioos  itch  of  coin, 

Coold  ever  have  his  breast  controPd, 

Or  make  him  be  a  8lave  to  gold; 

His  lov6  '8  as  freely  giren  to  tfaee 

As  to  the  king  his  loyalty. 

Then,  oh,  receiTe  thy  mighty  prize 

With  open  ajrms  and  wishing  eyes, 

Kiss  that  dear  face,  wbere  may  be  aeen 

His  worth  and  parts  that  skulk  within  ; 

That  face,  that  justly  AyPd  may  be 

As  tme  adiscoyeier  as  he, 

Thińk  not  he  erer  false  will  prore, 

His  well-known  tmUi  secttres  his  iore; 

Do  you  a  while  divert  his  cares 

From  his  impoitant  grand  afiairs : 

Let  him  have  respite  now  a  while, 

FroiDfkindlUig  the  mad  rabUe^s  zeal : 

Zealy  that  is  hot  as  fire,  yet  dark  and  blind, 

Shows  plaialy  where  itś  birth-place  we  oiay  find, 

In  Heli,  where  though  dire  flames  for  ever  glow, 

Yet  tis  the  place  of  atter  darknen  too. 

But  to  his  bed  be  surę  be  true 

As  he  to  all  the  world  and  you, 

He  all  your  plota  will  eise  betray, 

All  ye  She-Machiavd8  can  lay. 

He  all  designs,  you  know,  has  found, 

Though  hatcb^d  in  Heli  or  under  ground  ; 

Oft  to  the  world  such  secrets  sbew 

As  scarce  the  plotters  themselTes  knew ; 

Yet,  jf  by  chance  you  hap  to  sin. 

And  Łonre,  while  HoDOur*s  napping,8hottld  eraep  in, 

Yet  be  discreet,  and  do  not  boafct 

O*  th'  treason  by  the  common  poet. 

So  shalt  thou  still  make  him  lorę  on  ; 

All  Tirtoe  'a  in  discretion. 

jSo  thou  with  him  shalt  shine,  aad  be 

As  great  a  patriot  as  he ; 

And  when,  as  now  in  Cbristmas,  all 

For  a  nęw  pack  of  cords  do  cali, 

.Another  popish  pack  comes  out 

To  please  the  cita,  and  chann  the  ront : 

Thou,  mighty  queen,  shalt  »  whole  suit  command, 

A  crown  upon  thy  head,  and  sceptre  in  thy  band ! 


'    cm  THB  MARRIAOB  09 

GEORGE  PRINCE  OF  DENMARK, 

ARO  THB 

LADY   ANNĘ. 

7wAB  LoTe  conducted  through  the  Britishmain, 
On  a  morę  Yaęjh  design  the  royal  Dane, 
Tban  when  of  old  with  sn  invading  band 
Hł«  fierce  fotefothers  came  to  spoil  the  land : 
And  Love  haagainM  him  by  a  nobler  way, 
A  braver  conque8t  and  a  richer  pi%y. 

F«r  battles  won,'  and  countries  8av*d  renown*d, 
Shaded  with  laurels,  and  with  honours  cruwn*d, 
From  fields  with  slaughter  strew^d,  the  hero  came, 
HU  %nni  neglected,  to  ponue  his  flaoie. 


Łike  Martratoniit^  from  tbeBobto^hase 
Of  flying  nations  through  the  plaius  of  Thrace, 
When,  deck'd  with  trophies  and  i|doni*d  with  spoili^ 
He  meets  the  goddese  that  rewards  his  toUa  f 
But,  oh !  what  transports  did  his  heart  invade 
When  first  he  sow  the  lorely,  royal  maid ! 
Famę,  that  so  high  did  ber  peifectiona  raiae^ 
Seem^d  now  detiaction,  and  no  longer  praise  ! 
All  that  coidd  noblest  minds  to  loTe  engage, 
Or  into  softness  melt  the  soldier*s  nge, 
All  that  couhł  spread  abroad  resistless  fire. 
And  eager  wishes  raise,  and  fierce  desire, 
AU  that  was  charming,  aD  that  was  abo^e 
Ev'a  poets  ianctes,  though  refin'd  by  l<Mre» 
All  nativ«  beauty,  drest  by  eyery  gnwe 
Of  sweetest  yontb,  sat  shining  in  her hioei 
Whete,  whete  is  now  the  generoos  fory  gone, 
That  through  thick  Łroops  ufg'd  the  whngM  war- 

rior  on? 
Where  now  the  spirit  that  aw^  the  listed  fldd  ^ 
Created  to  command,  untaught  to  yield  ł 
U  yields,  it  yieids,  to  AnBa*s  gentle  sway« 
And  thtnks  it  aboTe  triumphs  to  obey. 
See  at  thy  feet,  iUnstrious  princess,  throws 
All  the  rich  spoils  the  mighty  hero  won  ! 
His  famę,  his  laurels,  are  thy  beautiea  due^ 
And  aH  his  conąuests  are  outdone  by  you : 
Ah !  lorely  njrmph,  acoept  the  noUe  priaa 
A  tribute  fit/or  tbose  ▼ictorions  eyes ! 
Ah !  generous  maid,  pass  not  lelentless  by. 
Nor  let  war'8  chief  by  cruel  beauty  die  1 
Though  unezperienc*d  youth  fbnd  scruples 
And  blushes  rise  but  at  the  name  of  love ; 
Though  over  all  thy  thonghts  and  e^ery 
The  guard  is  placM  of  riigia  innooence ; 
Yet  from  thy  father^  generous  blood  we  know 
Res pect  ft>r-vałour  in  thy  breast  does  glow  ; 
*Tis  but  agreeing  to  thy  royal  birth, 
To  smiie  on  virtue  and  heroic  worth; 
Lave,  in  such  noble  seeds  of  honour  80Wb» 
The  chastest  ^irgin  need  not  blush  to  owo. 
Whom  would  thy  royal  father  sooner  Ibid, 
In  thy  lov'd  arms  to  his  high  lineage  joii^d, 
Than  him,  whom  such  exaited  Tirtues  crown, 
That  he  might  think  them  copy'd  fWnn-his  owal 
Who  to  the  fidd  equal  deaires  did  bnng, 
Love  to  his  brother,  serrioe  to  his  king. 
Who  Denmark's  crown,  and  the  anointed  head, 
Rescned  at  once,  and  back  in  trinmph  led, 
Forcing  his  passage  through  the  8laughter'd  Swede. 
Such  yiftue  him  to  thy  great  sire  eommends, 
The  best  of  princes,  subjects,  brothers.  Menda ! 
The  people's  woiidei^  aod  the  courfs  delight, 
Loyely  in  peace,  as  dreadful  in  the  fight ! 
What  can^uch  charsis  ręsist  ?    The  royal  ntai4» 
Loth  to  deny,  is  yet  to  grant  afraid ; 
But  'ŁoTe,  still  growing  as  her  fears  dacay, 
Consents  at  last,  and  gires  her  heart  away. 

Now  with  lood  trimDphsaie  thenaptiał8CRnni*(L 
And  with  ^ad  shouts  the  streets  and  palące 8onnd{^ 
lUustrious  pair !  see  what  a  greneral  joy 
'  ^  Does  the  whole  land's  united  Toice  employ ! 
From  you  they  omens  take  of  happier  yean^ 
Recall  lost  hopes,  and  banish  all  their  fears  i 
Let  bodittg  planeta  threaten  from  abore. 
And  suUen  Saturn  joln  with  angry  Jc^e : 
Your  more'au8picious  flames,  that  here  unit^ 
Vanqui8h  the  malice  of  their  mingled  ligfat ! 
Heaven  of  its  bounties  now  shall  łairish  gro^ 
And  Ib  taHl  tidet  iu)ieiiyy'(i  bleasiągt  tow  I 
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The  shaken  tbrond  morę  «arel3r  ńx*d  shall  standy 
And  ciin'd  RebelUon  fly  the  happy  land  ! 
At  y<mr  blest  anion  civil  dtscords  cease, 
Confusion  tnrns  to  order,  ragę  to  peace ! 
So^  when  at  fint  in  Chaos  and  old  Night 
Hot  things  with  cold,  and  moist  with  dry  did  fight, 
Łore  did  the  wanring  seeds  to  union  brin]?. 
And  OTer  all  things  stretchM  his  peaceful  wing, 
The  jarring  elements  no  longer  strove, 
And  a  world  started  forth,  the  beauteous  work  of 
'     Love ! 


ON  THB  HBJlTH  09 


KING  CHARLES  THE  SECOND, 

AHO  THB  INAUGUAATIOH  OT 

KING  JAMES  THE  SECOKD. 

Ir  the  indulgent  Muse  (the  oniy  cure 

For  ail  the  iUs  afflicted  minds  endore, 

That  sweetens  sorrow,'  and  makes  sadness  please. 

And  heals  the  heart  by  telling  its  disease) 

Yonchsafe  ber  aid,  we  also  will  presume 

With  humble  yc^  V  approach  the  sacred  tomb ; 

There  flowiog  streams  of  pioos  tears  will  shed, 

Sweet  incensebum,  fresh  flowers  and  odours  spread, 

Onr  last  sad  offerings  to  the  royal  dead ! 

'  I>ead  it  the  king,  who  all  our  ltves  did  bless  ! 
Omr  streng^  in  war,  and  our  delight  in  peace ! 
Was  erer  prince  like  him  to  mortals  giveu ! 
So  much  the  joy  of  Earth,  and  care  of  Hearen  ? 
Under  the  pressure  of  aneąual  iate, 
Of  so  erect  a  miód  and  sonl  so  great ! 
80  ftill  of  meekness  and  so  void  of  pride, 
When  borne  alofi  by  Fortune'B  bighest  tide ! 
His  kindly  beams  on  the  ungratefiil  soli 
Of  this  r^llious,  sCubborn,  murmuring  isle 
Hatch*d  plenty ;  ease  and  riches  did  bestow. 
And  madę  the  land  with  mtlk  and  honey  flow ! 
leas  blest  was  Romę  when  mild  Aug^stus  8way'd, 
And  the  ^ad  worid  for  Iove,  notfear,  obey>d. 
Mercy,  tike  HeaTen's,  his  chief  prerogative  ! 
His  joy  to  save,  and  glory  to  foi;give  ! 
Who  iiyes,  but  felt  his  influence,  and  did  share 
Bis  bomidless  goodness  and  patemal  care  > 
And,  whilst  with  all  th'  endearing  arts  be  strore 
On  erery  suijecfs  heart  to  seal  his  love, 
What  breast  so  bard,  what  heart  of  human  make, 
But,  softening,  did*  the  kind  imprcssion  take? 
Belor'd  and  loving !  with  sucb  rirtues  grac^d, 
As  raigfat  on  comnion  heads  a  crown  haye  p]ac'd ! 
How  skill'd  in  aUthc  mysteries  of  state ! 
How  fltting  to  sostain  an  empire*8  weight ! 
How  quick  to  kuow !  boHr  r«dy  to  adyise ! 
How  timely  to  preyent !  how  morę  than  senates 

wise! 
His  words  how  ćharming,  afiable,  and  sweet ! 
How just  hiscensure !  and  how  sbarp  his  wit? 
How  did  his  ćharming  conyersation  please 
The  blest  attenders  on  his  hours  of  ease ; 
When  graciously  he  deign*d  to  condescend, 
FleasM  to  ezalt  a  subjećt  to  a  friend ! 
To  the  most  Iow  how  easy  of  accets ! 
Willing  to  hear,  and  longing  to  redress ! 
His  mercy  knew  no  bonnds  of  time  or  płace- 
His  reign  was  one  contiiiued  act  of  grace ! 


Good  Titus  could,  bat  Charles  cońld  nełer  aay, 
Of  all  his  royal  life,  «  he  losfc  a  day." 
ExceUent  prince !  O  once  our  joy  and  care, 
-Now  our  etemal  grief  and  deep  despair ! 
O  fiither !  or  if  aagfat  than  fiither>s  morę, 
How  shall  thy  children  their  sad  loss  deplore  ? 
How  grieye  enough,  when  anrious  thoughts  recaU 
The  mournful  story  of  their  soyereign*8  &11 } 
Oh !  who  tbat  scenę  of  sorrow  can  display ; 
When,  waiting  death,  the  fearless  monarch  lay ! 
Though  great  the  pain  and  ang^ish  tbat  ho  bor^ 
His  frieods'  and  subjects^  grief  a^ict  him  morę  1 
Yet  eyen  tbat,  and  coming  &te,  he  bears ; 
Bat  sinks  and  fiunts  to  see  a  brother^s  tears ! 
The  migfaty  grief,  tbat  swe]  Pd  bis  rojral  breast, 
Scaroe  reachM  by  thought,  can%  be  by  wordf 

ezprest! 
Oriefibr  himself!  for  grief  for  Chaiies  is  yain,   * 
Who  now  begins  a  new  triumphant  reign,  ^ 
Wdcom^d  by  all  kind  spirits  and  saints  aboye, 
Who  see  thmselyes  in  him,  and  their  own  likeness 

loye ! 
What  godlike  yirtues  must  that  prince  adom, 
Who  can  so  please,  while  such  a  priuce  we  mourn ! 
Who  else,  but  tbat  great  he,  who  nbw  commanda 
Th'  united  nation's  yoice,  aiid  bearts,  and  bands, 
Could  so  the  loye  of  a  whole  people  gain, 
After  so  ezcellent  a  monarch's  reign  ! 
Mean  yirtues  after  tyrants  may  sucoeed 
And  please ;  but  after  Charles  a  James  we  need  I 
This,  this  is  he,  by  whose  high  actions  grac*d 
The  present  age  contends  with  all  the  past: 
Him  Heayen  a  pattem  did  for  heroes  form. 
Slow  to  adyise,  but  eager  to  perform : 
In  council  calm,  flerce  as  a  storm  in  figbt : 
Danger  his  sport,  and  labour  his  delight. 
To  him  the  fleet  and  camp,  the  sea  and  field. 
Do  equal  łunrr^sts  of  bright  glory  y  ield  ! 
Who  can  forget,  of  ro^al  bl<M)d  how  firee, 
He  did  assert  the  empire  of  the  sea  ? 
The  Belgian  fleet  endeavour*d,  but  in  yaio, 
The  tempest  of  his  fury  to  sustain ;  * 

Shatter*d  and  tom  before  his  flag  they  fly 
Łike  doyes,  that  the  exalted  eagle  spy 
Ready  to  stoop  and  sdze  them  frora  on  high. 
He,  Neptune^likć  (when  from  his  watery  bał 
Serene  and  calm  he  lifts  his  awful  head. 
And  smiles,  and  to  hi^  chariot  giyes  the  rein), 
In  ^riumph  rides  o'er  the  asserted  main ! 
Rejoiciug  crowds  attend  him  on  the  strand, 
Lood  as  the  sea,  and  numerous  as  the  sand  ; 
So  joy  the  many :  but  the  wiser  (ew 
The  godlike  prince  with  silent  wonder  yiew : 
A  joy,  too  great  to  be  by  yoice  esprest, 
Shines  in  each  eye,  ahd  beats  in  eyery  breast : 
They  saw  him  destin'd  for  some  greater  day, 
And  in  his  looks  the  omens  read  of  his  imperial 
Nor  do  his  ciyil  yirtues  less  appear,  [away  t 

To  perfect  the  iHustrious  chaiacter; 
To  merit  just,  to  needy  yirtue  kbd. 
Tnie  to  his  word,  and  fiuthfiil  to  his  friend ! 
Whafs  well  r.esoly>d,  as  firmly  he  pnrsues*; 
Fix'd  in  his  choice,  as  careful  how  to  choose4 
Honoor  m^  bom,  not  planted  in  his  heart  ^ 
And  yirtue  came  by  naturę,  not  by  art. 
Albłon !  forget  thy  sorrowt,  and  adore 
That  prince,  who  all  the  blessings  does  restore, 
That  Charles,  the  saint,  madę  thee  ei^joy  before !. 
'Tis  done ;  with  turrets  crowrfd,  I  see  ber  rise. 
And  tears  are  wlpU  for  eyer  ftom  hef  eyes ! 


ZZZ 


DUK£'S  POEMS. 


TnOL OGUE 
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LUCIUS   JUNIUS   BRUTUS, 

liONO  bas  the  tribe  of  poeti  on  tbe  stage 
Gioaa'd  under  persecuting  critics*  ragę, 
But.witb  the  sound  of  railiog  aod  of  rhyme, 
Łike  bees  united  by  the  tinkling  chime, 
The  little  stinizing  insects  swann  the  morę, 
Their  buzzing  greater  thsn  it  was  before. 
But,  oh  !  ye  leading  voter«  of  the  Pit, 
That  infect  otbers  witb  your  too  much  wit, 
Tbat  well-affccted  memben  do  scduce. 
And  włth  ydur  malicepoison  half  the  house;  * 
Know,  your  ill-manag*d  aibitraiy  sway 
Shall  be  no  morę  en<1ur*d»  but  ends  this  daj. 
Jtulen  of  abler  conduct  we  will  choose, 
And  morę  indulgent  to  a  trembliog  Muse  ; 
Womeo,  for  ends  of  govemment  morę  fity 
Women  shail  rule  the  Boxes  and  the  fit, 
GiTe  lawa  to  Love,  and  influence  to  Wit. 
Find  me  one  man  of  sense  in  ali  jonr  roli, 
Whom  8ome  one  woman  bat  not  madę  a  fbd. 
F.v*n  burincss,  that  intolenble  load 
Under  which  man  doeagroan,  and  yet  is  proud. 
Much  better  they  co«M  manage  would  they  please ; 
Tis  not  their  waiM  of  wit,  but  loye  of  eaae. 
For,  Bpite  of  ari,  morc  wit  in  thcm  appeara, 
Tbougb  we  boast  oun,  and  they  dissemble  tbabs ; 
Wit  once  was  onrs,  and  shot  up  for  a  while. 
Set  sbttflow  in  a  hot  and  barren  soil ; 
Butwhen  transplanted  to  a  richer  ground, 
Has  in  their  Eden  its  perfection  found. 
And  His  but  just  they  should  onr  wit  inyade, 
Whilst  we  set  up  their  painting  patching  trade ; 
As  for  our  courage,  to  our  shame  tis  known, 
As  they  can  raise  it,  they  can  puli  it  down. 
At  their  own  weapons  they  our  buUies  awe, 
Faith  !  let  them  make  an  anti-salic  law ; 
Prescribe  to  all  mankind,  as  well  as  plays, 
And  wear  the  breeches,  as  they  wear  the  bays. 


TO  THB  PEOIPŁB  OF  BNGŁAirp. 

A  DETESTATION  OF  CiriL  WAJL 
Frotn  HOHACE,  Epod.  vii. 

Oh  !  whither  do  ye  nish,  and  thus  prepare 

To  rouze  again  the  sleeping  war  ? 
Has  thcn  so  little  English  lilood  been  spUt 

On  sra  and  land  with  equal  guilt  ?    . 
Not  that  again  we  mightour  arms  advance, 

To  check  the  insolent  pride  of  France ; 
Kot  that  once  morę  we  might  in  fetters  bring 

An  bombie  captive  Gallic  king  ? 
But,  to  the  wish  of  the  insulting  Gaul, 

That  we  by  our  own  hands  should  fali. 
Kor  wolyef  nor  lions  bear  so  fierce  a  mind ; 

They  hurt  not  their  own  savage  kind : 
Is  it  blijid  ragę,  or  zeal,  morę  blind  and  strong, 

Or  guilt,  yet  strooger,  drives  yon  on  ? 
An^er :  but  nonę  can  answer ;  mute  «nd  pale 

They  stand ;  guilt  does  o*er  words  prevałl :  ^ 
'Tta  80 :  Heavpn'8  justice  threatons  us  from  high  ; 

And  a  kin^s  drath  fi  om  Earth  dbes  ery  ; 
E>r  siłice  the  martyr'8  innocent  blood  wa»  shed, 
Upop  our  fathers,  and  on  oufb,  aod  on  OOT  chil- 
drens*  head* 


ro  JUR.  cnEEcn, 


ON  HIS  TRANSŁATION  OF  ŁCCRETIUf. 

What  to  bcgin  would  ha^e  been  madness  thong^ 
Exceed8  our  praise  when  to  perfection  brousM; 
Who  could  believe  Lucretius'  lofty  song  ' 
Could  have  been  reach'd  by  any  modem  toogue  ? 
Of  all  the  suitors  to  immortal  Parne, 
That  by  translations  strov«  to  raise  a  name, 
This  was  the  test,  this  fbe  Ulysses*  bow, 
Too  tough  by  anw  to  be  bent  but  you. 
Carus  himself  of  the  hard  task  complaina. 
To  fettcr  Giecian  thoyghts  in  Roman  chaina  ; 
Much  harder  thine,  in  an  unleamed  tongue 
To  bołd  in  bonds,  so  easy  yet  so  stnmg, 
The  Greek  philosophy  and  Latin  song.       « 
If  then  be  boasts  that  round  his  sacred  head 
Fresh  garlands  grow,  and  branching  laureia  apread. 
Soch  as  not  all  the  mighty  Ninę  before 
£*er  gave,  or  any  of  their  darłings  wore ; 
What  laorels  should  be  thine,  what  crcywns  thy  due^ 
What  garlands,  mighty  poet,  should  be  gracM  bf 
you !  ^  [j^ow, 

Thongh  deep,  tbough  wondrousdeep,  his  senre  does 
Thy  shining  style  does  all  its  riches  show ; 
So  elear  the  stream,  that  through  it  we  desery 
All  the  bright  gems  that  at  the  bottom  He ; 
Herę  you  the  troublers  of  our  peace  remove, 
Ignoble  Fear,  and  morę  ignoble  Lotc  : 
Herę  we  are  taught  how  first  our  race  began. 
And  by  what  steps  onr  fethers  climb*d  to  Dian  ; 
To  man  as  now  he  is— with  knowledge  filPd, « 
In  arts  of  peaca  and  war,  in  manners  9kill'd» 
Equal  before  to  fottow-grazlers  of  the  deld ! 
Nature'8  first  state,  wtiich,weU  transpo8*d  and  owifd 
(For  owners  in  all  ages  have  been  found), 
Has  madę  a  modem  wit'  so  much  renown'd, 
When  thee  we  read,  we  find  to  be  no  morę 
Than  what  was  sung  a  thousand  years  before* 

Thou  only  for  this  no^le  task  wert  flt. 
To  shame  thy  age  to  a  just  sense  of  wit, 
By  showing  how  the  leamed  Romans  writ. 
To  teach  fat  beavy  clowns  to  know  their  trane. 
And  not  tum  wits,  who  were  for  porters  madę  ; 
But  quit  false  claims  to  the  poetic  ragę. 
For  squibs  and  crackers,  and  a  Smithfi«rld  stage. 
Had  ProYidence  e*er  meant  that,  in  despight 
Of  Art  and  Natnre,  such  duli  clods  should  writr^ 
Bavius  and  Mierius  had  been  8av*d  by  Fate 
For  Settle  and  for  Shadwell  to  translate, 
As  it  80  many  ages  has  for  thee 
Presenr^d  tbe  mighty  work  that  now  we 


riHGWS  FIFTff  ECLOCUE. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

Mopsus  and  Menalcas,  two  very  expert  shepherds 
at  a  song,  begin  one  by  consent  to  the  memory 
of  Daphnis,  who  is  supposed  by  the  beat  critics 
to  represent  Julius  Cs^sar.  Mopsus  laments  his 
death ;  Menalcas  proclaims  his  diviuity.  Tbe 
whole  Eclogue  consisting  of  anElegy,  and  aa 
Apotheosis. 

^Hobbea. 


VmGlL'S  FIFTH  ECLOGUE. 
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MBHALCAS. 


Moipsm,  sinoe  ćhaiice  does  us  together  bring» 
And  you  so  well  can  pipe»  and  I  can  ńng, 
Why  tit  we  not  beneath  this  secret  shade, 
By'diiis'  and  bazela'  mingling  branches  madę  ? 

MOPSUS.  ' 

Toor  agte  commands  respect ;  and  I  obey. 
Whether  yon  in  this  lonely  copse  will  stay, 
Where  western  winds  the  bending  branches  shake, 
And  in  their  play  the  shades  uncertain.  make : 
Or  whether  to  that  silent  cave  you  tfo, 
The  better  choJce !  see  ho«  the  wild  vincs  grow 
Losuriant  roand,  and  see  bow  wide  they  spread, 
Aad  in  the  cswe  their  purple  clnsters  shed  ! 

•       MSNAŁCA8. 

Amyntas  only  dares  contend  with  yon. 

MOP8U8. 

Why  not  as  well  contend  with  Phcebns  too  ? 

MBHAŁ0A8. 

Begin,  begin ;  whether  the  mourniul  flame 
Or  dying  Phillis,  whether  Alcon's  famę, 
Or  Codros*  brawis,  thy  willing  Muse  provoke; 
B^n  ;  young  Titynis  wiJl  tend  the  flock. 

,  MOPSUS. 

Yes,  Pił  begin,  and  the  sad  song  repeat^ 
That  on  the  beech's  bark.  I  lately  writ, 
And  set  to  sweetest  notes ;  yes,  I  *\l  begio, 
And  after  that,  bid  you,  Amyotas,  sing. 

MENAŁCAB. 

As  much  as  the  most  humble  shnib  that  grows, 
Yietds  to  the  beaateous  blushes  of  the  rosę, 
Or  b^nding  osiers  to  the  oIive  tree; 
So  much,  I  judge,  Amyntas  yields  to  thee. 

MOPSUS. 

Bhepberd,  to  this  ditcoorse  here  pnt  an  end, 
Hus  18  the  care;  sit,  and  my  yerse  atteud. 

MOBSUS. 

Wben  the  sad  iate  of  Daphnis  reach'd  their  ears^ 

The  pitying  nymphs  dissolv'd  in  pioas  tears. 

Witness,  ye  hazcls,  for  ye  heard  their  cries ; 

Witness,  ye  floods,  swoln  with  their  weeping  eyes. 

The  moumfdl  mother  (on  bis  body  cast) 

The  sad  remaius  of  ber  cold  son  embracM, 

And  of  th'  anequal  tyranny  they  va'd,  - 

The  cmel  gods  and  cruel  stars  aćcus'd. 

Then  did  no  swain  mind  how  his  flock  did  thrive. 

Nor  thirsty  herds  to  the  cold  river  drive ; 

The  generous  horse  tnm'd  from  fresh  streams  his 

head. 
And  on  the  sweetest  grass  refiis^d  to  feed. 
Daphnis,  thy  death  eT'n  fieroest  lions  moarn'd, 
And  hills  and  woods  thdr  cries  and  groansretum^d. 
Daphnis  Armenian  tigers'  fierceoess  broke,  • 
And  brought  them  willing  to  tbcsacred  yok^ : 
Daphnis  to  Baochns'  worship  did  ordain 
The  r«Yels  of  his  consecrated  tfain  ; 


The  reeling  priests  with  ylnes  and  i^y  crownM, 
And  their  long  spears  with  clnster^d  branches 

bound. 
As  vines  the  elm,  as  grapes  the  vine  adom, 
As  buUs  the  herd,  as  fields  the  rip^n'd  com  ; 
Such  grace,  such  ornament,  wert  thou  to  all 
That  ^ory'd  to  be  thine :  sińce  thy  sad  fali 
No  morę  Apollo  his  glad  presence  yiekłs, 
And  Pales'  self  forsakes  ber  hated  fields, 
Oft  where  the  finest  barley  we  did  sow, 
Barren  wild  oats  and  hurtKiI  darnel  grow; 
And  where  soft  violets  did  the  vale8  adom, 
The  thistle  rises,  and  the  prickly  thorn.    [gronnd, 
Come,  shepherds,  strow  with  flowers  the  ballow*d 
The  sacred  fountains  which  thićk  bou^s  surroufid  ; 
Daphnis  these  rites  requires :  to  Daphnis'  praise, 
Shepherds,  a  tomb  with  this  inscription  raist — 
**  Herę,  famM  firom  Earth  to  Heaven,  1,  Daphni6,lie; 
Fair  was  the  flock  I  fed,  but  much  morę  fiiir  was  V* 

MBNAŁGAS. 

Such,  diyine  poet,  to  my  ravish*d  ears 
Are  the  sweet  numbers  of  thy  moumlul  yerse, 
As  to  tir^d  swains  soft  slumbers  on  the  grass; 
As  fieshest  springs  that  tfarough  green  meadows 
pass,  [heat. 

To  one  that*8  parch'd  with  tbirst  and  sununer^s 
Tn  thee  thy  master  does  his  equa]  meet : 
Whether  yoor  voice  you  try,  or  tune  your  reed^    • 
Blest  swain,  >tis  you  alone  can  him  suococd ! 
Yet,  as  I  can,  I  in  return  will  sing: 
I  too  thy  Daphnis  to  tbe  stars  will  bring, 
I  too  thy  DiHPbnis  to  the  stars,  with  yon. 
Will  raise,  for  Daphnis  lov'd  Menalcas  too, 

MOPSUS. 

Is  there  a  thing  that  I  could  morę  desire  ? 
For  neither  can  there  be  a  subject  higher. 
Nor,  if  tbe  praise  of  Stimichon  be  true, 
Can  it  be  better  sung  than  tis  by  you. 

MEKAŁCAI. 

Daphnis  now,  woddering  at  the  glorions  show, 
Througb  Heayen's  bright  pavement  does  triura- 

pbant  go,  [below : 

Ana  sees  tbe  moving  clouds,  and  the  fix*d  stars 
Tberefore  new  joys  make  glad  the  woods,  the 

plains. 
Pan  and  the  Dryads,<snd  the  cheerful  swains : 
The  wolf  no  ambusb  for  the  flock  does  lay. 
No  cheating  nets  the  harmles  deer  betray, 
Daphnis  a  generał  peace  oommands,  and  Naturę 

does  obey.  [voice ! 

Hark !  the  glad  moontains  raise  to  Heavea  their 
Hark  !  the  bard  rocks  iu  mjtstic  tunes  rcjoSce ! 
Hark!  througb  the  thickets  wondrous  songs  r6« 

sound, 
A  god !  A  god !  Menalcas,  he  is  ciown*d ! 
O  be  propitious  !  O  be  good  to  thine ! 
See !  here  four  hallow*d  altars  we  design. 
To  Daphnis  two,  to  Phoebus  two  we  raise. 
To  pay  thę  yearly  tribute  of  our  pmise  x 
Sacred  to  thee,  they  each  returning  year 
Two  bowls  of  milk  and  two  of  oil  shall  bear : 
Feasts  Pil  urdain,  and  to  thy  deathless  praise, 
Thy  Totaries'  ekalted  ihoughta  to  raise, 
Rich  Chian  wines  shall  in  fali  goUets  flow, 
A^id  giTe  i|  taste  of  nectar  here  betów. 
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DamaBtat  shall  with  LictiM  JEgon  join. 
To  eelebrate  with  tongs  the  rites  diTine, 
Alpbisib&us  with  a  reeling  gait 
Shall  the  inJd  Satyra'  dancing  imitate. 
When  to  the  nymphs  we  yowaauid  oiferings  pay, 
When  we  with  solemn  ritet  our  fields  sunrey, 
Tbese  honoun  ever  shall  be  Ćhtne :  the  Ikmf 
Shall  in  the  fields  and  hitis  delight  no  morę ; 
No  morę  in  streams  the  fish,  in  flowers  the  bee, 
Ere,  Daphnis,  we  forget  oar  songs  to  thee : 
Offeringrs  to  thee  the  shepheids  erery  year 
Shall,  as  to  Bacchus  and  to  Ceres,  bear : 
To  thee,  as  to  those  gods,  shall  vows  be  madę. 
And  rengeanre  wait  on  those  by  whem  tbey  are 
not  pąid. 

Monus. 

What  present  wortb  thy  yerse  can  Mopsos  find  ? 
Not  the  soft  whispers  cif  the  southem  wind 
So  much  delight  my  ear,  or  charm  my  mind ; 
Not  sounding  shores  beat  by  the  mumraring  tide. 
Nor  rivers  that  through  stony  yalleys  glide. 

MEMAŁCAS. 

First  yon  ihis  pipę  shall  take ;  and  tis  the  same 
Tbat  play'd  poor  Corydon*8'  unhappy  flame : 
The  same  thąt  taught  me  Melibceus'*  sheepl 

M0P8US. 

You  tben  shall  formy  sakethis  sheephook keep, 
Adom'd  with  brass,  which  I  hare  oft  deny*d 
To  young  Antigeiies  in  his  beaaty*8  pride : 
And  who  could  think  he  then  in  rain  could  sue  ? 
Yet  him  I  would  deny,  and  fredy  giye  it  you. 


TO  MR.   W  A  LLER, 

UFON  TRB  COPY  OF  YERSBS  MADB  BY  HIMSEŁF 
ON  THE  ŁA8T  COPT  IN  HIS  BOOK^ 

l^REir  Shame,  for  all  my  foolish  youth  had  writ, 
Advi8*d  'twas  time  the  rhyming  trade  to  quit, 
Time  to  grow  wise,  and  be  no  morę  a  wit— 
The  noble  fire,  that  animates  thy  age, 
Once  morę  inflamM  me  with  poetic  ragę.    fyonng, 
Kings,  heroes,  nymphs,  the  brave,  the  fiiik*,  the 
Have  been  the  theme  of  thy  immortal  song : 
A  nobler  argument  at  last  thy  Muse, 
Two  things  divłne,  thee  and  herself,  does  ehooBe. 
Age,  whose  duli  weight  makes  vulgar  spirits  bend, 
Girec  wings  to  thine,  and  bids  it  upward  tend : 
No  morę  confin'd,  afcioye  the  starry  skies. 
Out  from  the  body's  broken  cage  it  flies. 
But  oh !  Yonchsafe,  not  wholly  to  retire, 
To  join  with  and  complete  th*  etherial  choir ! 
Stili  here  remain ;  stUI  oq  the  threshold  stand ;  * 
StłU  at  this  distance  view  the  prófflis'd  land ; 
Though  thon  may>st  seem,  so  beavenly  is  thy  sense, 
Not  going  thither,  but  new  come  from  thence. 


A  SONG. 

Afteh  tlM  Atreett  pangs  of  bot  desircy 
Between  Paathea^s  rising  breatts 
His  bending  breast  Philander  rests ; 

Though  Tanquisb'd,  yet  unknowing  to  retiie  i 

«  Virg.  Ech  ii.  »  EcL  ui. 

<  Sae  WaUefs  Poemiw 


Close  hUgs  the  channer,  ftiid»adiamM  to  yidd, 
Though  he  bas  lost  the  day,  yet  keeps  the  fiekL 

When,  with  a  sigh,  the  fair  Panthea  said, 
"  What  pity  His,  ye  gods,  that  all 
The  nobtest  warriors  soonest  fali !" 

Then  with  a  kiss  she  gently  reai^d  his  head; 

Arm*d  him  again  to  fight,  for  nobly  she 

Morę  lov*d  the  combat  than  the  yictory. 

But,  morę  enrag'd  for  beingbeat  before, 
Witft  all  hi8,strength  he  does  prepare 
Morc  fiercely  to  renew  the  war; 
Kor  ceas'd  he  till  the  noble  prlze  he  borę: 
£v*u  ber  such  wondrous  courage  did  surpriae  $ 
She  hugs  Łhc  dait  tbatwounded  her«  aad  diet. 


'     A  SONG. 

ThbougR  moumfUl  shades,  and  solitary  fpove», 
Fann'd  with  the  sighs  of  uusuccessful  loveSy 

Wild  with  despair,  young  Thyrsis  strays, 
Thinks  over  all  AmyTa'8  hearealy  ehatniSy 
Thinks  he  now  sees  ber  in  another^s  arms ; 

Then  at  some  willow'8  root  himself  he  layi^ 
The  lo^eliest,  most  unhappy  swain ; 
And  thus  to  the  wild  woods  he  does  complaln : 

*'  How  art  thou  chang^d,  O  Thyrsis,  sińce  the  time 
When  tiioacould'8t  loye  and  hope  without  a  crim^; 

When  Nature's  pride  and  Earth*s  delight, 
As  through  ber  shady  evening  groTe  she  past. 
And  a  new  day  did  all  around  her  cast» 

Could  see,  nor  be  offęnded  at  the  sight, 
The  melting,  sighing,  wishing  swain, 
That  now  must  never  hope  to  wish  again ! 

"  Riches  and  titles!  why  śbould  tbey  pierail, 
Where  duŁy,  love,  and  adoration,  fail  ? 

Love1y  Amyra,  shouldst  thou  prize 
The  empty  noise  that  a  fine  title  makes  ;^   . 
Qr  the  vile  trash  that  with  the  Tulgar  takes, 

Before  a  heart  that  bleeds  fot  thee,  and  dies  ł 
Unkind !  but  pity  the  poor  swain 
Your  rigour  kills,  nor  triumph  o^er  the  stailiu'* 


A  SONG. 

Sbb  what  a  oonąuest  Lorę  has  madę ! 
Beneath  the  myrtle^s  amoroas  shada 
The  charming  &ir  Corinna  lies 

All  melting  In  desire, 
Suenching  in  tears  those  ftbwing  eyes 

Tbat  set  the  world  on  fire ! 

What  cannot  tears  and  beauty  do  ? 

The  youth  by  chance  stood  by,  and  knew 

For  whom  those  crystal  streams  did  flow  ^ 

And  though  be  ne^  before 
To  her  eyes  brightest  rays  did  bow, 

Weeps  too,  and  does  aidore. 

So  when  the  Heayens  serene  and  cltar« 
Oilded  with  gaudy  light  appear, 
Each  craggy  rock,  and  erery  stone» 
'    Their  naiive  rigour  keep ; 
But  when  in  raiu  the  ciouds  fisU  dowBg 
The  hardest  Buuble  weeps. 
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70  MR.  UENHY  DTCKINSOfł, 

OK  HIS  TSAN8ŁATION  OP 

WmOWit  CRITICAL  HISTORY  OF  THE  OŁD 
TSSTAMSirT. 

WsATaeiuelessIoads  hayeover-chaiK*<lthe  press, 
Of  French  impertinence,  in  English  dress ! 
Bum  many  dnll  trenslaton  erery  day 
Brio^new  sapplies  of  noyel,  farce,  or  play ! 
Ijke  daiiiii'd  French  pensioners,  with  foreign  aid 
Tlidr  natm  land  with  nonsense  to  invade, 
TiB  we*re  o^er-nm  more  with  the  wit  of  France, 
Ber  naiisecnu  wit,  than  with  her  protestanta. 
Bot,  sir,  this  noble  piece  obligeth  more 
Than  all  their  tiash  hath  plaga'd  the  town  before : 
With  Tarioas  leaming,  knowledge,  ft^ength  of 

thought, 
Oider  and  ait,  and  solid  jodgment  Araught ; 
Ko  lesi  a  pieoe  than  this  could  make  amends 
For  aU  the  trampery  Fnuice  amongst  us  sends. 
Kor  let  iD-groanded  superstitious-fear 
Frigbt  any  but  the  fodkt  from  reading  here. 
The  lacred  oractós  may  well  endure 
Th'  enctest  search,  of  their  own  tmth  secure ; 
Tlmigh  at  this  piece  some  noisy  zealots  bawi, 
And  to  their  aid  a  numerons  laction  cali 
With  stretchM-out  arms,  as  if  the  ark  coold  fali ; 
Yet  wiaer  heads  will  think  so  firm,  it  stands, 
Ihaty  were   it   shook,  twould  need  no  mortal 


'  Shakespeare,  'tis  trae,  this  tale  of  Troy  first  told. 

But,  as  with  Ennius  Yirgil  did  of  old, 

You  found  it  dirt,  but  you  kave  madę  it  gold. 

A  dark  and  undigested  lieap  it  iay, 

Lłke  Chaos  ere  the  dawn  of  infant  Day, 

But  you  did  first  the  cbeerful  lij^ht  display* 

Confiis^d  it  was  as  Epicurus'  worid 

Of  atoms,  by  blind  Chance  togethcr  hurl'd, 

But  you  have  madę  such  order  through  it  shine 

As  loudly  speaks  the  workmansbip  divine. 

BoaJBt  then»  O  Troy  !  and  triumpb  in  thy  flames, 
That  make  thee  sung  by  three  such  mighty  uames. 
Had  Itium  stood,  Homer  had  ne^er  been  n*ad, 
Nor  the  sweet  Mantuan  swan  his  wuigs  display'd. 
Nor  thou,  the  third,  but  equal  in  renown, 
Thy  matcbless  skill  in  this  greafsubject  shown. 
Not  Priam*s  self,  oor  all  the  Trojan  state, 
Was  worth  the  saring  at  so  dear  a  ratę. 
But  they  now  flourish,  by  you  mighty  three, 
In  Yerse  more  lasting  than  their  walls  could  be  t 
Whłch  never,  never  shall  lilce  tbem  decay, 
Being  built  by  hands  dirine  as  well  as  they ; 
Never  till,  our  great  Charles  being  sung  by  you, 
Old  Troy  shall  grow  less  famous  than  the  New. 


TO  MIL  DRYDEN, 

ON  BIS  TROIŁUS  ARD  CRBSSiDAy  1619. 

AvD  will  our  master  poet  then  admit 
A  yoang  beginner  in  die  trade  of  Wit, 
To  bring  a  plain  and  mstic  Mnse,  to  wait 
On  his  in  aU  her  glorious  pomp  and  state  ? 
Can  an  nnknown,  unheard-of,  private  name, 
Add  any  hutre  to  so  brigfat  a  famę  ł 
Ko !  sooner  planets  to  the  Snn  may  giye 
That  ligfat  which  they  themselyes  from  him  derive. 
Kor  couhł  my  sicUy  fiuicy  eotertain 
A  thonght  so  fiwUsh,  or  a  pride  so  tain. 
Boty  as  when  kings  through  crowds  in  trlumghs  go, 
The  meanest  wretch  that  gazes  at  the  show, 
TboB^  to  that  pomp  his  voioe  can  add  no  more, 
Ihan  when  we  drops  into  the  ocean  pour, 
Has  leaye  his  tongue  in  praises  to  employ 
(Th'  accepted  bmguage  of  offlcious  joy): 
So  I  in  loud  applanses  may  reveal 
To  yoa,  great  king  of  verse,  my  loyal  zeal, 
May  UXi  with  what  majestic  grace  and  mień 
Yonr  Muae  displays  herself  in  every  scenę; 
In  what  rich  robes  sbe  has  ^r  Cressid  drest. 
And  with  what  gentle  fires  inflam'd  her  breast 
How  when  thosefisding  eyes  her  aid  imploi^d, 
IBie  aU  their  sparkling  lustre  has  restor*d, 
Added  more  charms,  fresh  beauties  on  tbem  shed, 
And  to  new  youth  recall*d  the  loyely  maid. 
How  nobly  sbe  tbe  royal  brothers  draws  ; 
How  great  their  ąuarrel,  and  how  great  their  cause ! 
How  jnstly  rais^d  !  and  by  what  just  degrees, 
I  In  a  sweet  calm  does  the  rough  tempest  cease ! 
;  Enyy  not  now  '<  the  god-like  Roman's  rafę;" 
I  Hector  and  Troilus,  darlings  of  onr  age,    , 
•fball  hand  in  Jbaiid  witili  Brottf  tread  U>e  ste^ 


PARIS  TO  HELEN. 

TRANBŁATBD  FAOM  OVID*a  BPISTŁBt. 


THB  ARGUMENT. 

Pari8>  having  sailed  to  Sparta  for  the  obtaining  of 
rielen,  whom  Yenus  had  promised  him  as  the 
reward  of  his  a4?udging  the  prize  of  beauty  t» 
her,  was  nobly  there  entertained  by  Menelaus, 
Helen*s  husband ;  but  he,  being  caUed  away  to 
Crete,  to  take  possession  of  what  was  left  him 
by  his  grandfiither  Atreus,  commends  his  guest 
to  the  care  of  his  wife.  Id  his  abscnce  Pari^ 
courts  her,  and  writes  to  her  the  followiugepistle^. 

Alł  health,  fisir  nymph,  thy  Paris  sends  to  thee« 

Though  yjou,  and  oniy  you,  can  give  it  me. 

Shall  1  then  speak  ?  or  is  it  needless  grown 

To  tell  a  passion  that  itself  has  shown  ? 

Does  not  my  ]ove  itself  too  open  lay. 

And  all  I  think  in  all  I  do  betray  } 

If  not,  oh  !  may  it  still  in  secret  lie, 

Till  Time  with  our  kind  wishes  shall  ćboiply  ; 

Till  all  our  joys  may  to  us  come  sincere, 

Nor  lose  their  prioe  by  the  allay  of  fcar ! 

In  vain  1 8trive ;  who  can  that  firc  eonrenl, 

Which  does  itself  by  its  own  light  revpal  ? 

But,  if  you  needs  would  hearmy  trembling  tongue 

Speak  what  my  actions  have  declar'd  so  ion?, 

I  love ;  you  *ve  there  tbe  word  that  does  impart 

The  truest  message  from  my  bleeding  hcart: 

Forgive  me,  madam,  that  I  thus  confess 

To  you,  my  iair  physician,  my  disease, 

And  with  such  looks  this  suppliaat  paper  grace, 

As  best  become  the  beauties  of  that  face. 

May  that  smooth  brow  no  angry  wrinkk  wear. 

But  be  your  looks  as  kind  as  they  aro  fair. 

Some  ploasure  *tis  to  think  these  Tuu  s  shull  find 

An  entertainment  at  your  hands  so  kind. 

For  this  creates  a  hope,  that  I  too  may,  « 

ReceiT'd  by  you,  «f  happy  be  a^  they. 


2^6 


DUKE'S  POEMS* 


Ah !  may  tbat  hope  b«  trae !  nor  I  complain 
Tbat  Veau8  promi8*d  you  to  me  in  Tain : 
For  know,  lest  you  th^ough  ignoiance  offend 
The  god8,  *ti8  HeaveD  that  me  does  hither  tend. 
Nonę  of  the  meanest  of  tbe  powers  divine, 
That  first  mspir'd,  still  fiiYours  my  design. 
Orcat  is  the  prize  1  seek,  1  must  confess, 
Sut  neither  is  my  due  or  mertt  le88: 
Venu8  has  promis'd  she  vouId  you  assign^ 
Fair  as  herself,  to  be  for  ever  minę. 
Gaided  by  ber,  my  Troy  1  left  for  thee. 
Nor  fear>d  the  dangers  of  tbe  faithless  sea* 
She,  with  a  kind  and  an  aospicions  gale, 
Drove  the  good  ship,  and  stretchM  out  ev6ry  sail : 
For  she,  who  sprung  out  of  the  teeming  deep, 
Still  o'er  the  main  does  her  wide  empire  keep, 
Still  may  she  keep  it !  and  as  she  with  ease 
Allays  the  wrath  of  the  most  angry  seas, 
So  may  she  giyę  my  stormy  mind  some  rest, 
And  calm  the  raging  tempest  of  my  breast. 
And  bring  borne  all  my  sighs  and  all  my  yowa 
To  their  wishM  harbour  and  desir'd  repose ! 
Hither  my  flames  1  broogfat,  not  fpund  them 
here.; 
I  my  whole  course  by  their  kind  light  did  steer : 
For  I  by  no  mistake  or  storm  was  tost 
Against  my  will  upon  this  happy  coast. 
Nor  as  a  merchant  did  I  plow  the  matn 
To  yenture  life,  łike  sord^d  fools,  for  galo. 
No ;  maty  the  gods  presenre  my  present  storę. 
And  only  giTe  me  yovL  to  make  it  morę ! 

^  Nor  to  admire  the  place  came  I  so  far ; 
I  have  towns  richer  than  your  cities  are. 

'  *Tis  you  I  seek,  to  me  from  Venus  due ; 
You  were  my  wish,  before  your  charms  I  knew. 
Bright  images  of  you  my  mind  did  draw, 
Ix>ng  ere  my  eyes  tbe  lovely  object  saw. 
Nor  wonder  that,  with  the  swift-winged  dart, 
At  such  a  distance  3'ou  could  wound  my  heart : 
So  Fate  ordain'd ;  and  lest  you  fight  with  Fate, 
Hear  aod  belie^e  the  truth  I  sball  relate. 

Now  in  my  mother*s  womb  shut  up  I  lay, 
Her  £stal  bwrthen  longing  for  the  day, 
When  she  in  a  mysterious  dream  was  toki, 
Her  teeming  womb  a  burntng  tordi  did  hołd  ; 
Frighted  she  rises,  and  her  yision  she 
To  Priam  tells,  and  to  his  prophets  he  f 
They  sing,  that  I  all  Tróy  shonld  set  on  fire ; 
But  snre  Fate  mcantthe  flames  of  my  desire. 
For  fear  of  this,  among  the  swains  eKpos^d, 
My  natiye  greatness  erery  thing  discłos'd. 
Beauty,  and  strength,  and  oourage,  join*d  in  one, 
Tbrough  all  disguise,  spoke  me  a  mooarch'8  son. 
A  place  t^iere  is  in  Ida*s  thickest  groye, 
'With  oaksand  fir-trees  shaded  all  aboye, 
The  grass  heregrow^  untouched  by  bleating  fiocks, 
Or  mountaln  goat,  or  the  laborious  ox.        [pride, 
^rom  heoce  Troy's  towers,  magnificence,  and 
Leaning  agaiost  an  aged  oak,  I  spy'd. 
When  straight  methought  I  heaid  the  trembling 

gro.u»d 
"With  the  straoge  nojse  of  trampling  feet  resoand. 
In  the  same  insjant  Joye's  great  messenger. 
On  all  his  wings  borne  tbrough  the  yiełding  air, 
Łighting  before  my  wondering  eyas  did  stand. 
His  gokienrod  słtone  in  bis  sacredhand : 
With  him  three  cbarming  goddesses  tbere  came, 
Juno,  and  Pallas,  and  the  Cyprian  damę. 
With  an  unusual  fear  I  stood  amaz'd, 

Till  thos  the  god  my  ttakiog  coiurage  nut'd  3 


"  Fear  not;  thoti art  Jofc^s  rabstitntebcioWy 
The  prize  cf  heayenly  b^uty  to  bestow  ; 
Contending  goddesses  appeal  to  you, 
Decide  their  strife."    He  spake,  and  up  he  flev« 
Then,  bolder  grown,  I  throw  my  fears  away, 
And  every  one  with  curious  eyes  soryey: 
Each  of  them  merited  the  yictory. 
And  I  their  doubUul  judge  was  griey'd  to  see, 
Tbat  one  mnst  haye  it,  wheii  desery'd  by  three. 
But  yet  that  one  there  was  which  most  prevail'd» 
And  with  morę  powerful  charms  my  heart  assail'd : 
Ah !  would  you  know  who  thus  my  breast  gouI4 

.moye  ? 
Who  could  it  be  bot  the  fair  queen  of  love  ? 
With  mighty  bribes  they  all  for  conąuest  ttrive^ 
Juno  will  empires,  Pallas  ralour  giye, 
Whilst  I  stand  doabting  which  I  should  prefer» 
Empire's  soft  ease,  or  glorious  toils  of  war; 
But  Venus  gently  smiPd,  and  thus  she  spake : 
"  They  *re  dangerous  gifts :  O  do  not,  do  not  take  I 
ril  maJce  thee  loye's  immortal  pleasures  know. 
And  joys  that  in  foli  tides  for  eyer  flow. 
For,  if  you  judge  the  conquest  to  be  minę. 
Fair  Leda*s  foii^r  daughter  shall  be  thine." 
She  spake  ;  and  I  gaye  her  the  conque8t  due, 
fioth  to  her  beauty,  and  her  gift  of  you. 

Meanwhile  (my  angry  stars  morę  gentle  grown) 
I  am  acknowledg^d  royai  Priam*8  son. 
All  the  glad  court,  all  Troy  does  celebrate, 
With  a  new  festiyal,  my  change  of  (ate. 
And  as  I  now  languish  and  die  for  thee, 
So  did  the  beauties  of  all  Troy  for  me. 
You  o^er  a  heart  with  8overeign  power  do  Teign| 
For  which  a  thousand  yirgins  sighM  in  vain  : 
Nor  did  ąueens  only  fly  to  m^  embraoe, 
Bnt  nsrmphs  of  form  divinc,  and  heay^ły  race. 
I  all  their  lores  with  cold  disdain  represt, 
Since  hopes  of  you  first  fir'd  my  longing  breast, 
Your  charming  form  all  day  my  &ncy  drew. 
And  when  night  came,  my  dreams  were  all  ^ 

you. 
What  pleasures  then  must  you  yonraelf  impai^ 
Whose  shadows  only  so  surpris^d  my  heart ! 
And  oh  f  how  did  1  bum  approaching  nigher» 
That  was  so  scorch'd  by  so  remote  a  fire ! 

For  now  no  longer  could  my  hopes  reficaki 
From  seeking  their  wish'd  object  tbrough  the  mai^. 
I  fell  the  stately  pine,  and  erery  tree 
That  best  was  fit  to  cut  the  yiełding  sea, 
Fetch*d  from  Gargarian  hills,  tali  &  1  clcafe. 
And  Ida  naked  to  the  winds  I  leaye, 
Stifi'oaks  I  bend,  and  solid  planks  I  form, 
And  every  ship  with  welUknit  ribs  I  arm. 
To  the  €all  mast  1  sails  and  streamers  join. 
And  the  gay  poops  with  painted  gods  do  sfaiiS^ 
But  on  my  ship  does  only  Yenus  stand 
With  little  Cupid  smiling  in  her  band, 
Ouide  of  the  way  she  did  herself  command. 
My  fleet  thus  rigg*d,  and  all  my  thoughts  on  tłM% 
I  long  to  plow  the  yast  ^gean  sea ; 
My  anxious  pareuts  my  dcsires  withstand, 
And  both  with  pious  tears  my  stay  conmumfl* 
Cassandra  toOy  with  loose  di&beyellM  hair, 
Jost  as  oor  hasty  ships  to  sail  prepare. 
Fuli  of  propbetic  fory  cries  aioud, 
"  O  whither  steers  my  brother  through  the  floodl 
Łittle,  ah !  little  dost  tbou  know  or  heed 
To  whaia  ratcing  fire  tbese  waters  lead  !** 
True  were  her  fears,  and  in  my  breast  I  feol 
The  tcorching  flames  her  iwy  did  foretet 
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Tet  oat  I  na,  aadyfkTom^by  the  wind, 
Od  yonr  blest  shore  my  wishM^fbr  baven  fiiid ; 


I  speak  not  this,  your  Sparta  to  diEgmce, 
For  wheresoe^er  your  life  began  its  race 


Yonr  husband  then,  ao  Heayen,  kind  Heaven  or-     Most  be  to  me  the  bappiest,  dearest  place. 

dains^ 
lo  his  own  hoose  his  riral  entertains, 
Sbows  me  whate>er  in  Sparta  does  delight ' 
The  carioos  trave]|er's  inąuiring  sight : 
Bnt  I,  who  only  long^d  to  gazę  on  you, 
Coiild  taste  no  pleasure  in  the  idie  sbew. 
Bot  at  thy  sight,  oh !  where  was  then  my  heart  I 
.  Out  from  my  breast  it  gave  a  sudden  start,  ^ 
8pmg  forth  and  met  half  way  the  iatal  dart. 
&Kh  or  less  channing  was  the  queen  of  Iove, 
When  włth  ber  rival  goddesses  she  strove. 
Boty  fiurest,  hadst  thon  come  among  the  three, 
Ev^  ahe  the  prize  must  have  resignM  to^thee. 
Tour  beanty  is  the  only  theme  of  Famę, 
And  all  the  world  sonnds  with  fiur  Helen^s  nanie; 
Kor  liTes  there  śhe  whom  pride  ttself  can  raise 
To  claim  with  you  an  eqiial  share  of  praise. 
I>o  I  cpeak  ftdse  ?  Rather  Report  does  so, 
I^ctracting  from  you  in  a  praise  too  Iow. 
More  here  I  find  than  that  couid  eyer  tell, 
&>  much  3rour  beanty  does  yonr  feme  excc]. 
Wetl  tbenTmight  Theseus,  be  who  all  things  knew, 
Think  nooe  was  worthy  of  his  theft  but  yon ; 
1  tiiis  bold  theft  admire ;  but  wonder  morę 
He  erer  wooM  so  dear  a  prize  restore : 
•Ah !  wroald  tbese  hands  have  ever  let  you  go  ? 
Or  coold     ]ive,  and  be  divorc'd  from  you  F 
Ko;  ■ooner  1  with  life  itsdf  could  part, 
Thaók  e'er  see  you  tom  from  my  bleeding  heart. 
Bot  coold  I  do  as  he,  and  gire  you  back, 
,  Tet  sore  some  taste  of  love  I  first  would  take, 
;  Would  first,  in  all  your  blooming  excellence 
And  Tingin  swcets;  feast  my  luxurious  sense; 
I  Or  if  you  would  not  let  that  treasure  go, 
Kisses  at  least  you  shonid,  you  would  bestow, 
And  let  me  smell  the  flower  as  it  did  grow. 
Orne  then  into  my  longing  arms,  and  try 
If  y  laating,  fix*d,  etemal  constancy, 
Whicb  nerer  till  my  fbneral  pile  shall  waste  ;  * 
My  preaent  fire  shall  mingle  with  my  last. 
Soepirea  and  crowns  fdr  you  I  did  disdain, 
Wilh  irbich  great  Jnno  tempted  me  in  rain. 
And  when  bright  Pallas  did  her  bribes  prepare, 
One  soft  embrace  from  you  I  did  prefer 
To  oourage,  strength,  and  all  the  pomp  of  war. 
Kor  shall  I  ever  think  my  choice  was  ill, 
My  jndgmenfs  setUed,  and  approyes  it  still. ' 
Do  you  but  grant  my  hopes  may  proTe  as  tnie, 
As  they  were  plac*d  above  all  things  but  you. 
I  am,  as  well  as  you,  of  heavenly  race. 
Kor  wili  my  birth  your  mighty  linę  disgrace* 
Pallas  and  Jove  our  noble  lineage  head. 
And  them  a  race  of  godlike  kings  succ^d, 
An  Asta'8  sceptres  to  my  fiither  bow. 
And  half  the  spacious  East  his  power  allow. 
Hiere  you  shall  see  the  houses  roofd  with  gold. 
And  temples  glorious  as  the  gods  they  hołd. 
Th>y  jon  shall  see,  and-walls  dirine  admir^, 
Built  to  the  concert  of  Apollo's  lyre. 
Wbat  need  1  the  Tast  flóod  of  pcople  tell, 
That  over  its  wide  banks  does  almost  swell  ? 
Yoo  shall  gay  troops  of  Pbrygian  matrons  meet, 
And  Trojan  wiyes  shiningin  every  street. 
Bow  often  then  will  you  yourself  coniess 
The  emptiness  and  poverty  of  Oreece ! 
Bow  often  will  -you  say,  one  pałace  there 
Cotttaiiis  sore  wcalth  tiuai  do  whole  citief  h^re ! 


Yet  Sparta's  poor ;  and  you,  that  should  be  drest 
In  all  the  ricbes  of  theshining  East, 
ShouJd  understand  how  ill  that  sordid  place 
Suits  with  the  beauty  of^your  charming  face; 
That  fiice^with  costly  drcss  and  rich  attire 
Should  shine,  and  make  the  gazing  world  admire. 
When  you  the  habit  of  my  Trojans  see, 
What,  think  you,  must  that  of  their  ladies  be  ? 
Oh !  then  be  kind,  fair  Spartan,  nor  disdain 
A  Trojan  in  your  bed  to  entertain. 
He  was  a  Trojan,  and  of  our  great  linę, 
That  to  the  gods  does  mix  immortal  winę  ; 
Tithonus  too,  whom  to  her  rosy  bed 
The  goddess  of  the  Moming  blushlng  led; 
So  was  Anchises  of  our  Trojan  race, 
Yet  Yenus'  self  to  his  de8ir>d  embrace, 
With  all  her  trał  n  of  littlc  Loves,  did  fly. 
And  in  his  arms  Jeam'd  for  a  while  to  lie. 
Nor  do  I  think  that  Menelaus  can, 
Compar^d  with  me,  appear  the  greater  man. 
Pm  sure  my  lather  never  madę  the  Sun 
With  frighted  steeds  from  his  dire  banquet  run  e 
No  grand&ther  of  miue  is  stain'd  with  blo9d, 
Or  with  his  crime  names  the  Myrtoan  flood. 
Noiie  of  our  race  does  in  the  Stygtan  lakę 
Snatch  at  those  apples  he  wants  power  to  take» 
But  stay ;  sińce  you  with  such  a  husband  join, 
Your  father  Joye  is  forc^d  to  grace  his  linę. 

He  (gods !)  a  wretch  unwortby  of  those  channs 
Does  ail  the  nightlie  melting  in  your  arms^ 
Does  erery  minutę  to  new  joys  improye, '' 
And  riots  in  the  łuscious  swects  of  ]oye« 
I  but  at  table  one  short  yiew  can  gain, 
And  that  too,  only  to  increase  my  pain  : 

0  may  sueh  feasts  my  worst  of  foes  attend, 
As  often  1  at  your  spread  table  find. 

1  loath  my  fbod,  when  my  tormented  eye 
Sees  his  rude  hand  in  your  softbosom  He. 
I  burst  with  envy  when  I  him  behold 
Your  tender  limbs  in  his  loose  robę  infold. 
When  he  your  lips  with  melting  kisses  seaPd, 
Beibre  my  eyes  I  the  large  goblet  held. 
When  you  with  him  in  strict  embraces  dose. 
My  hated  meat  to  my  dryM  palate  grows. 
Oft  have  1  sigh'd,  then  sighM  again,  to  see 
Tbat  sigh  with  scomful  smites  repaid  by  thee. 
Oft  1  with  winę  would  quench  my  hot  desire! 
In  yain ;  for  so  I  added  fire  to  fire. 
Ofthare  1  tum'd  away  my  head  in  yain, 
You  straight  recalPd  my  longing  eyes  again. 
What  shall  I  do  ?  Your  sports  with  g^ief  I  Sec, 
Rut  it*s  a  greater,  not  to  look  on  thce. 
With  all  my  art  I  8trive  my  fltfmes  to  hide. 
But  through  the  thin  disgnise  they  are  des(.*ry*d. 
Too  well,  alas !  my  wounds  to  you  are  kaowo,  ^ 
And  O  that  they  weK  bo  to  you  alone  { 
How  oft  tum  1  my  weeping  eyes  away, 
X,est  he  the  cause  should  ask,  and  I  betray ! 
What  tales  of  loye  tell  I,  wtien  warm'd  with 

winę. 
To  your  dear  face  applying  eyery  liue ! 
In  bonrow*d  nAmes  1  my  owh  passion  she  w : 
They  the  feign*d  loyers  are,  but  I  the  true. 
Sometimes,  morę  freedom  in  discourscto  gain. 
Por  n^y  excuse  1  dninkenness  would  tcign. 
Once  I  remember  your  loos^  garm<;nt  feJl, 
And  did  your  naked,  swdlipg  brcasts  reycaJ, 
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Breasts  white  as  snów,  or  the  faise  down  of  Sove, 
When  to  your  mother  thekind  swan  madę  love : 
Whilst,  with'  the  sigKt  surprisM,  I  gazing  stand, 
The  cup  I  held  dropt  from  my  careless  haud;. 
If  you  your  young  Hermione  but  k\si, 
Straight  from  Her  lips  I  SDatch  the  envy'd  btiss. 
Som^mes  supinely  laid,  love  songs  I  sing. 
And  wafted  Ićisses  from  my  fin  gors  ńmg, 
Your  women  to  my  aid  1  trj'  to  move 
With  all  the  powerfal  rhetoric  of  ]ove  ; 
But  they,  alas  f  speak  nothing  but  despair^ 
And  in  the  midst  leave  my  neglectcd  prąyer. 
Oh !  that  by  some  great  pnze  you  might  be  wod^ 
And  your  possession  might  the  victor  crown, 
As  Peldps  his  Hippodamia  Won : 
Then  bad  you  seen  what  1  for  you  had  done : 
But  now  Vve  nothing  left  to  do  but  pray. 
And  myself  prostrate  at  yourfeet  to  lay. 
O  thou,  thy  hou&e'8  glory,  brighter  far 
'Than  thy  two  sbining  brothers*  friendly  star  ! 

0  worthy  of  tbe  bed  of  Heavcn'8  great  king, 
If  aught  so  fair  but  from  himself  could  spring ! 
Either  with  thee  1  back  to  Troy  will  fly, 

Or  here  a  wretched  banishM  loyer  d!e« 

With  uo  slight  wound  my  tender  breast  does  smart, 

My  bones  and  marrow  feel  the  pierćing  dart  ^ 

1  find  my  sister  true  did  prophesy, 

'  I  with  a  he&veiily  dart  should  wonnded  die  ; 
Bespise  not  then  a  love  by  Heaven  designM, 
9o  may  the  gods  still  to  your  tows  be  kind  ! 

Much  I  could  say  -,  but  what,  will  best  be  known 
In  your  apartment,  when  we  are  alone. 
You  bhish,  and,  with  a  superstitious  dread, 
Fear  to  defile  the  sacred  marriage  bed : 
Ah !  Helen,  can  you  then  so  simple  be, 
To  think  such  beauty  can  from  faults  be  free? 
Or  change  that  face,  or  you  must  nceds  be  kind; 
Beauty  and  Ylrtue  seldom  havc  been  join^d. 
Jore  and  bright  Vcnus  do  our  thefts  approye, 
Such  theita  as  these  gave  you  your  fatber  Jotc. 
And  if  in  you  aught  of  your  parents  last, 
Can  JoTe  and  Leda^s  daughter  well  be  chaste? 
Yet  then  be  chaste  when  we  to  Troy  shall  go 
(For  9he  who  sins  with  one  alone,  is  so) : 
But  let  us  now  enjoy  that  pleasing  sin, 
Then  marry,  and  be  innoccnt  again. 
£v'n  your  own  husbahd  doth  the  same  persuade, 
Silent  himself,  yet  aU  his  actions  plcad: 
For  me  they  plead,  and  be,  good  man !  because 
He  Ml  spoil  no  sport,  officiously  withdraws. 
Had  he  no  other  time  to  Tisit  Crete  ? 
Oh!  how  prodigious  is  a  husband's  witf 
He  went  j  and,  as  he  went,  he  cry*d,  «*  My  dear 
Jnstead  of  me,  you  of  your  guest  take  care! '' 
But  yj}U  forget  your  lord's  command,  I  see, 
Nor  take  you  any  care  of  Love  or  me. 
And  think  you  sucli  a  thing  as  he  does  know 
The  treasure  that  he  holds  in  holding  you? 
No;  did  he^understand  but  half  your  charms, 
He  durst  not  trust  them  in  a  8traiiger*s  arms. 
If  ne  ther  his  nor  my  reąuest  can  move. 
We  *re  forc*d  by  opportunity  to  lovej 
We  sbould  be.fools,  ev*n  greater  fools  than  he, 
Should  so  secure  a  time  unactive  be. 
Alone  thcse  tedious  winternights  you  lie 
In  a  cold  widow*d  bed,  and  so  do  I. 
l£t  mutual  joys  our  wllling  bodies  join, 
Tłmt  happy  night  shall  the  mid-day  out-shinc. 
Then  wilf  1  8w»  ar  by  all  the  powers  above, 
And  ]n  their  awfiit  prcsence  seal  my  loTe. 


Then,  if  my  wish^  may  aspire  so  hig&, 

I  with  our  flight  shall  win  you  to  comply; 

But,  if  nice  honour  little  scruples  frame, ' 

The  force  PU  use  shall  yindicate  your  famę. 

Of  Thescus  and  your  brothers  1  can  learo. 

No  preoedents  so  nearly  you  concem: 

You  Theseus,  they  Leucippus'  daughter  stole; 

1  'U  be  the  fourth  in  the  illustrious  ruU. 

Well  mann'd,  well arm'd,for  you  my  flect  does  st*y. 

And  waiting  winds  murmur  at  our  dclay. 

Throuj^  Tpoy»8  tbrong>d  streets  you   shall  la 

triumph  go, 
AdorM  as  some  new  goddess  here  below. 
Where'er  you  tread,  spices  and  gums  shall  smoke. 
And  Yictims  fiill  beneath  the  &tal  stroke. 
My  father,  mother,  all  the  jojrful  court, 
AU  Troy.-to  you  with  presents  shall  resort. 
Alas !  *tis  nothing  what  I  yet  hare  said ; 
What  thcre  you  ni  find,  shall  what  I  write  exceed„ 
Nor  fear,  lest  war  pursue  our  hasty  flight. 
And  angry  Greece  should  all  her  force  unitę. 
What  ravi8h'd  maid  did  ever  wars  regain  ? 
Vain  the  attempt,  and  fear  of  it^as  vain. 
The  ThFBcians  Orithya  stole  from  &r, 
Yet  Thrace  ne»er  heard  the  noise  of  foliowi ng  war. 
Jason  too  stole  away  the  Colchian  maid, 
Yet  Colchos  did  not  Thessaly  invade. 
He  who  stole  you,  stole  Ariadnę  too, 
Yet  Minos  did  not  with  all  Crete  pursue. 
Fear  in  these  cases  than  the  dangicr*s  morę. 
And,  when  the  threateniog  tempcst  once  is  o*cr, 
Our  shame  »s  then  greater  than  our  fear  befbre. 
But  say  from  Greece  a  threatcuM  war  pursue, 
Know  1  have  strength  and  wounding  weapons  toe. 
In  men  and  horse  morę  numerous  than  Greeoe 
Our  empire  is,  nor  in  its  compass  less. 
Nor  does  your  husband  Paris  aught  exoel 
In  geoerpus  courage,  or  in  martial  skill. 
Ev*n  but  a  boy,  from  my  slain  foes  1  gain'<! 
My  stol'n  herd,  and  a  new  name  attainM  ; 
Ey'n  then,  o'ercome  by  mc,  1  could  produce 
Ddiphobus  and  great  Ilioneiis. 
Nor  band  to  hand  morę  to  be  fear^d  am  I, 
Than  when  from  far  my  certain  arrows  fly. 
You  for  his  youth  can  no  such  actions  feigii« 
Nor  can  he  e'er  my  envy'd  skill  attain. 
But  could  hc,  Hector's  your  security. 
And  he  alone  an  army  is  to  me. 
You  know  me  not,  nor  the  hid  prowess  find 
Of  him  that  Hcaven  has  for  your  bed  designU 
Either  no  war  from  Greece  shall  follow  thee, 
Or,  if  it  does,  shall  be  repelPd  by  me. 
Nor  think  1  fear  to  fight  for  such  a  wife, 
That  prize  would  give  the  coward*8  courage  life. 
AH  aller-ages  shall  your  famę  admire, 
If  you  alone  set  the  whole  world  on  fire. 
To  sea.  to  sea,  while  all  the  gods  are  kind. 
And  all  I  promise,  you  in  Troy  shall  find. 


THE  BPISTŁB  OF 

ACONTIUS  TO  CYDTPPE, 

TRANSŁATED  FROM  OVll>. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

Acontins  in  the  tempie  of  Diana  at  Delos  (iaoiooi 
for  ttfe  resort  of  the  miM  beautlful  viiigins  of  all 
Greece)  (eU  ia  love  with  Cydippe,  a  iady  ofw 
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qiia]ky  mach  aboireliis  own ;  not  daring  there- 
Ibre  to  conrt  her  openly,  be  found  this  deyice 
to  obtain  her:  be  wiites,  upon  the  feirest  apple 
that  coold  be  procured,  a  couple  of  Tcrses  to 
this  effect: 


€t 


I  swear,  by  chaste  Diaiu,  I  will  be 
In  sacred  wedlock  erer  join'd  to  thee:" 

and  4hrow8  it  at  the  leet  of  the  young  lady; 
she,  suspecting  not  the  deceit,  takes  it  up  and 

*  reaÓM  it,  and  tberein  promises  herself  in  mar- 
-   Tiage  to  Acontins;  there  beiog  a  law  there  in 

foroe,  that  whaterer  any  peraon  sbould  swear 
in  the  tempie  of  Diana  of  Delos»  sbould  stand 
good,  and  be  inyiolaUy  obserred:  bat  her  fa- 

•  tiher,  not  knowing  what  had  past,  and  having 
•  not  long  after  promised  her  to  another,  just 

as  the  solemnities  of  marriage  were  to  be  per- 
ibrmedy  she  was  taken  with  a  sudden  and  yio- 
lent  fierer,  which  Acontias  endearours  to  per- 
snade  lier  was  sent  from  Diana,  as  a  punish- 
ment  of  the  breach  of  the  ro.w  madę  in  her 
presence.  And  this,  with  the  rest  of  the  ar;^- 
ments  which  on  such  occasion  would  occur  to  a 
loTer,  IM  the  soliject  of  the  foUowing  epistle. 


luAD  boldly  this;  here  you  sball  swear  no  morę, 
For  that's  enough  which  you  have  swom  before. 
It^it;  so  n^y  that  Tiolent  disease, 
Which  thy  dear  body,  bnt  my  soul  doth  seize, 
Foget  its  too-long  practisM  cnielty. 
And  health  to  you  restore,  and  you  to  me. 
^  Why  do  you  blush?  for  blosh  you  do,'I  fear> 
I  As  when  you  first  did  in  the  tempie  swear: 
I  Tnith  to  your  pligbted  fiuth  is  all  I  claim, 
I  And  truth  can  never  be  the  cause  of  shame : 
'  Shame  lires  with  Oailt;  but  you  your  yirtue  prove 
Inb^ouring  minę,  for  mine's  a  husband^s  love. 
Ah !  to  yoarself  tfaose  bindipg  words  repeat 
That  once  your  wishiiig  eyes  ev»n  long^d  to  meet, 
When  th*  apple  broaght  tbem  dancing  to  your  feet. 
There  you  will  find  the  solemn  tow  you  madę, 
Which  if  your  health  or  minę  can  aught  persuadc, 
You  to  peiform  shoukł  rather  mindftil  be, 
Han  great  Diana  to  revenge  on  thec. 
My  fear»for  you  increase  with  my  desire. 
And  Uope  blows  that  aiready  ragtng  fire; 
Por  bope  you  gave,  nor  can  you  this  deny, 
For  the  great  goddess  of  the  fene  was  by; 
She  was,  soid  heard,  and  from  her  haJlow'd  shrine 
A  fodden  k}nd  auspicious  light  did  shine: 
Her  statuę  seem*d  to  nod  its  awful  head,. 
And  gire  its  glad  consent  to  what  you  said : 
Now,  if  you  please,  accuse  my  prosperous  cheat, 
Tet  still  confess  Hwas  Lotc  that  taught  me  it : 
In  that  deoeit  what  did  I  else  design 
Bot  with  your  own  consent  to  make  you  m&ne  ? 
What  you  my  cńme,  1  cali  my  innocence, 
Since  loving  you  has  been  my  sole  offimce. 
Kor  Naturę  gave  me,  nor  bas  practice  taught, 
The  nets  with  which  young  Tirgins'  hearts  are 
You,  my  accuser,  taoght  me  to  deceiye,  [caught. 
And  Love,  with  you,  did  his  assistance  give ; 
For  Ło^e  stood  by,  and  smiling  bad  me  write 
The  cunning  words  he  did  himself  indite : 
Again,  you  weą,  I  write  by  bis  command, 
He  gułdes  my  pen,  and  roles  my  willing  band, 
Agun  soch  kiiid,  soch  loTłng  words  I  send, 
JLb  aakes  me  fiear  tbat  I  again  offeud : 


Yet,  if  my  lorę  *8  my  erime,  I  must  óonfesi^ 
Oreat  is  my  guilt,  but  nerer  shall  be  less. 
Oh  that  I  tbus  might  ever  guilty  prove, 
In  6nding  out  tiew  paths  to  reach  thy  love! 
A  thousand  ways  to  tbat  steep  mountain  lead, 
Though  bard  to  find,  and  difficult  to  tread. 
AU  these  will  I  find  out,  and  break  through  all. 
For  which,  my  flames  compar^d,  the  danger^s  smalL 
The  gods  alone  know  what  the  end  will  be, 
Yet,  if  we  mortals  any  thing  foresee. 
One  way  or  other  you  must  yicld  to  me. 
If  all  my  arts  sbould  fail,  to  arms  I  *ll  (\y, 
And  snatch  by  forcc  what  you  my  praycrs  deny: 
I  all  thuse  heroes  mighty  acts  applaud, 
Wfao  first  have  Ird  me  this  illustrious  road. 
Itoo — buthold,  death  thereward  willbe; 

Death  beitthen! 

For  to  lose  you  is  morę  than  death  to  me. 

Were  you  less  feir,  I M  use  the  Yulgar  way 
Of  tedious  courtsbip,  and  of  duU  delay. 
But  thy  bright  form  kindles  moro  cager  fires. 
And  something  wondroiis  as  itsclf  inspires ; 
Those  eyes  that  all  the  heavenly  lights  out-shine, 
(Which,  oh !   may^st  thou  behold  aud  lorę  io 

minę!) 
Those  snowy  arms,  which  on  my  neck  shotUd  fall^ 
If  you  the  vows  you  madę  regard  at  all, 
That  modest  sweetness  and  becoroing  grace, 
That  painta>with  liviag  red  your  blushing  face, 
Those  feet,  with  which  they  oniy  can  compare, 
That  through  the  silver  flood  bright  Thetis  bear; 
Do  all  conspire  my  madness  to  excite, 
With  all  the  rest  that  is  deny*d  to  sight: 
Which  oould  I  praise,  alike  I  then  were  blest. 
And  all  the  storms  of  my  vex'd  soul  at  rest : 
No  wonder  then,  if,  with  such  beauty  fir^d, 
I  of  yoar  Iotc  tbe  sacred  pledge  dcsir^d. 
Ragę  now,  and  be  as  angry  as  you  will, 
Your  very  frowns  all  others'  smiles  excel; 
But  gire  me  leave  that  anger  to  appease. 
By  my  submisśiou  that  my  lovc  did  raise. 
Your  pardon  prostrate  at  your  feet  I  '11  craye, 
The  humble  posturę  of  your  guilty  slave. 
With  ialling  tears  your  fiery  ragc  I  Ul  cool. 
And  lay  the  rising  tempest  of  your  souU 
Why  in  my  absence  are  you  thus  severe? 
Summon*d  at  your  tribiinal  to  appear 
Tor  all  my  crimes,  I  'd  gladly  suffer  there: 
With  pride  whatever  you  inflict  receiye,      r 
Andloye  the  wodnds  those  bands  vouchsafeto  give« 
Your  fetters  too— 4>ut  they,  alas !  are  vain, 
For  Lorę  has  bound  me,  and  1  hug  my  cliain: 
Your  hardest  laws  with  patience  I  *11  obey, 
Till  you.yourself  at  last  lelcnt,  and  say, 
Wben  all  my  sufierings  you  with  pity  see, 
"  He  that  can  love  so  well,  is  worthy  me  !'*   • 
But,  if  all  this  shoald  unsuccessful  prove, 
Diana  claims  for  me  your  promis*d  ]ove. 

0  may  my  fears  be  false !  yet  she  delighta 
In  Just  revenge  of  her  abused  rites. 

1  oread  to  hide,  what  yet  to  spcak  I  dread, 
Lest  you  sbould  think  that  for  myself  I  plcad. 
Yet  out  it  musti-^Tis  this,  >tis  surely  this, 
That  is  the  fuel  to  your  bot  disease : 

When  waiting  Hymen  at  your  poi  eh  attends, 
Her  fatal  messenger  the  goddess  sends; 
Aud  when  you  would  tQ  his  ki  ud  cali  consent, 
This  fever  d«)es  your  perjary  prevent.. 
Forbear,  forbea^,  thus  to  provoke  her  ragę, 
Which  you  so  easily  may  yet  assuage : 
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Porbear  to  make  tbat  loyely  charmiog  face 
The  prey  to  every  enviou8  disease: 
PreseiTó  those  looks  to  be  e^joy^d  by  me, 
Which  nonę  shouM  ever  but  with  wonder  see: 
Łet  that  fresh  colour  to  your  cbeeks  return^ 
Whose  glowing  flame  did  all  beholden  bura: 
But  let  on  him,  th'  unhappy  cause  of  all 
The  ills  tbat  from  Diana^s  anger  fali, 
No  greater  tonsentsiigbt  than  those  I  feel, 
Wben  you,  my  dearest,  tenderest  part,  are  lU. 
For,  oh !  with  what  dire  tortures  afn  1  Tack*d, 
Whom  different  griefs  succesM^ely  distract ! 
Sometimes  my  grief  from  this  does  higher  grow. 
To  tbink  that  I  bave  cau8'd  so  much  to  you. 
Then,  great  Diana*B  witness,  how  I  pray 
That  all  our  crimes  on  me  alone  she  *d  lay ! 
Sometimes  to  your  loWd  doors  disguis^d  I  come, 
And  all  around  them  up  and  down  1  roam  j 
Till  1  your  woman  coming  from  you  spy, 
With  looks  dejected,  and  a  weeping  eye. 
With  silent  steps,  like  tome  sad  ghost,  I  steal 
Ciosa  up  to  her,  and  urge  her  to  rereal 
Morę  thaif  new  questions  suifer  her  to  tell: 
How  you  had  slept,  what  diet  you  had  us'd? 
And  oft  the  vain  |>bysician'8  art  accus*d. 
He  eveiy  hour  (oh,  were  I  blest  as  be!) 
Does  all  the  tums  of  your  distemper  see. 
Why  sit  not  I  by  your  bed-side  all  day, 
My  moumful  head  in  your  warm  bosom  lay, 
Till  with  my  tears  the  inward  Ares  decay  ? 
Why  press  not  I  your  melting  band  in  minę. 
And  f^m  .your..pul8e  of  my  owii  health  divine  ? 
But,  oh !  these  wishes  all  are  yain;  and  be 
Whom  most  1  fear,  may  now  sit  close  by  thee, 
Forgetful  as  thou  art  of  Heaven  and  me. 
He  that  loy^d  band  doth  press,  and  oft  doth  feign 
Some  new  excu8e  to  feel  tby  beating  vein. 
Then  his  bold  hand  up  to  your  arm  doth  siide. 
And  in  your  panting  breast  itself  does  hide; 
Kisses  sometimes  he  snatches  too  from  tbee, 
For  his  oificious  care  too  great  a  fee. 
Robber,-  who  gave  thee  leare,  to  taste  thiit  lip. 
And  the  ripe  har?est  of  my  kisses  reap  ? 
For  they  are  minę,  so  is  that  bosom  too, 
Which,  £BilBe  as  'tis,  shall  never  harbour  you :   ' 
Take,  take  away  those  thy  adulterous  hands. 
For  know,  another  lord  that  breast  commands. 
'Tis  trne,  her  fiather  promis'd  ber  to  tbee, 
But  Hearen  and  she  first  gare  her^elf  to  me: 
And  you  in  justice  thereibre  sbould  decline 
Your  claim  to  that  which  is  already  mlne. 
'  This  is  the  man,  Cydippe,  that  ezcites 
Biana*s  ragę,  to  vindicate  her  rites. 
Command  him  then  not  to  approach  thy  door; 
This  done,  the  danger  of  your  death  is  o*er. 
For  fear  not,  beauteous  maid,  but  keep  tby  yow, 
Which  great  Diana  beard,  and  did  allow. 
And  she  who  took  it,  will  thy  health  restore, 
And  be  propitious  as  she  was  before. 

Tis  not  the  steam  of  a  slain  heifer^s  blood 
Tbat  can  allay  the  anger  of  a  god: 
Tis  truth,  and  justice  to  yourvow8,  appease 
Their  angry  deities;  and' without  these 
No  s]nughter'd  beast  thdr  fury  can  diverty 
For  that'8  a  sacrifice  without  a  heart. 

Some,  bitter  potions  patiently  endure. 
And  kiss  the  wonnding  lance  that  works  their 

cure: 
You  haTe  no  need  these  cruel  cures  to  feel^ 
Shun  being  peijur'd  only,  and  be  well. 


Why  let  yoa  still  yoar  piont  parents  t*^, 
Whom  you  in  ignorance  of  yourpromise  keep) 
Oh !  to  your  mother  all  our  story  tell,     ' 
And  the  whole  progress  of  our  love  reveal : 
Tell  ber  how  first,  at  great  Diana'B  shrine, 
I  fix'd  my  eyes,  my  wondering  eyet>  on  thine: 
How  like  the  statues  there  I  stood  amaz^d, 
Whilst  on  thy  face  intemperately  I  gąz*d. 
She  will  herself,  when  you  my  tale  repeat» 
Smile,  and  approve  the  anlorous  dećeit. 
"  Many,'*  sbe*ll  say,  **  whomHeaTen  commenasta 
He,  who  bas  pleas^d  Diana,  pleases  me."      [tbeei 
But  sbould  she  ask  from  what  desceut  I  came. 
My  country,  and  my  parents,  and  my  name; 
Tell  h^,  that  nooe  of  these  deserve  my  sbame. 
Had  you  not  'swom,  you  such  a  one  might  choose  i 
But,  were  he  worse,  now  sworn,  yoa  can*t  refuie. 
This  in  my  dreams  Diana  bade  me  write, 
And  wtón  1  wak'd,  sent  Cupid  to  indtte. 
Obey  them  both,  for  one  has  wounded  me, 
Which  wound  if  you  with  eyes  of  pity  see, 
She  too  will  soon  relent  that  wounded  thee. 
Then  to  our  joy s  with  eager  haate  we  *11  morę, 
As  fuli  of  beauty  you,  as  1  of  loTe: 
To  tbe  great  tempie  we  '11  in  triumph  go. 
And  with  our  *offering8  at  the  altar  bow. 
A  golden  image  there  I  *11  consecrate, 
Of  the  false  apple*s  innocent  deceit; 
And  write  below  the  happy  verse  that  came 
The  meesenger  of  my  successful  flame : 
"  Let  all  the  world  this  from  Acontius  know, 
Cydippe  has  been  faitbfid  to  her  row." 

Morę  I  could  write !  but,  sińce  thy  illness  reigns. 
And  Facks'thy  tender  limbs  with  sharpest  patns. 
My  pen  falls  down  for  fear,  lest  this  might  be, 
Although  for  me  too  little,  yet  too  much  for  tfaee^ 
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THE  ARGUMENT. 
The  poet  in  this  satire  first  brings  in  Crispinos, 
whom  he  had  a  lash  at  in  his  first  satire,  and 
whom  he  promises  here  not  to  be  foi^getfnl  of 
for  the  fature.  He  expose8  his  monstrous  pro- 
digality  and  luxury,  in  giTing  the  price  of  an 
estate  for  a  barbel:  and,  from  thence  takes  oc- 
casion  to  introduce  the  principal  subject  aod 
true  design  of  this  satire,  which  is  grounded 
upon  a  ridiculous  story  of  a  turbot  presentei 
to  Domitian,  of  so  Tast  a  bigness,  that  all  the 
emperor^s  scuUery  had  not  a  dish  Uige  enoogh 
to  hołd  it:  upon  which  the  senate  in  all  hasta 
is  8ummoned,to  consult,  in  this  eugency,  what 
is  fittest  to  be  done.  The  poet  girea  us  a  par« 
ticular  of  the  senatora*  names,  their  distinct 
characters,  and  speeches,  and  advice;  and,  after 
much  and  wise  consultation,  an  expedient  beiag 
found  out  and  agreed  upon,  he  dismisaea  tbe 
senate,  and  concludes  the  satire. 


Once  morę  Crispinus  calPd  upon  tiie  sts^ 
(Nor  shall  once  morę  suffice)  provokes  my  nge: 
A  monster,  to  whom  every  ^ice  kys  daim, 
Without  one  virtue  to  redeem  his  famę. 
Feeble  and  sick,  yet  strong  in  lust  alone, 
The  tank  adulterer  prcys  on  all  the  town, 
AU  but  the  wtdows*  muzeom  duorms  go  dowa* 
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Wbftt sMftter  fhen  hov  stately  a  the  arcb   [march? 

Where  his  tir>d  mules  slow  with  Łbeir  burtben 

What  matter  then  huw  thick  and  long  tbe  sbade 

Throi^  ^hich  be  is  by  sweatiDg  slayes  conyeyM  ? 

How  Diany  acres  near  the  city  walJs 

Or  new-bailt  paiaces,  his  own  be  calls  ? 

Ko  ill  man's  happy ;  least  of  all  is  be 

Wboce  study  'lis  to  corrupt  chastity ; 

Tb*  incestootis  bmte,  wbo  tbe  vei\*d  restal  maid 

But  lately  to  bis  impioos  bed  betrayM, 

Wbo  for  his  crime,  if  laws  their  course  mig^t  bare, 

Ought  to  descend  alive  into  the  graTe '. 

But  now  of  sli/bter  fiiults;  and  yet  tbe  same 
By  otbers  done,  tbe  ceu8or*8  justice  claim. 
For  what  good  men  ignoble  oount  and  base, 
IsYirtae  berę,  and  does  Crispinns  grace: 
In  this  be  's  safe,  wbate*er  we  write  óf  htm, 
Tbe  person  is  morę  odions  than  the  crime. 
And  so  all  satire^s  lost    Tbe  lavisb  8lave 
Siz  thousand  pieces*  for  a  barhel  gave: 
A  sesterce  for  eaeb  pound  it  weigb*d,  as  they 
Gave  out,  tbat  bear  great  tbings,  bnt  greater  say. 
If,  by  this  bribe  well  plac*d,  be  would  ensnare 
Some  sapłess  usurer  that  wants  an  heir, 
Or  if  this  present  tbe  sly  coartier  meant 
Sboold  to  some  pnnk  of  ąuality  be  sent, 
That  in  ber  easy  chair  in  state  dpcs  ride, 
The  glasses  all  drawn  np  on  every  side, 
I'd  praise  his  cunning;  but  expect  not  this, 
For  bis  own  gut  be  bought  tbe  stately  fisb. 
Kov  eren  Apicius^  ihigal  seems,  and  poor, 
Oatvy'd  in  luxnry  unknown  before. 

Ga%-e  yon,  Crispiuus,  you  this  migfaty  sam; 
Yon  tbai,  for  want  of  otber  rags,  did  come 
In  yonr  own  country  paper  wrapp*d  to'^1lome? 
Bo  scales  aud  fins  bear  price  to  this  exoess  ? 
Yott  might  baye  bought  the  fishermen  for  less. 
For  less  some  proTinces  wbole  acres  sell ! 
Kay,  in  Apnlia^,  if  you  bargain  weU, 
A  manor  would  cost  less  than  sncb  a  meal. 

Wbat  tbink  we  then  of  this  luxuHou8  lord  5  ? 
What  banquets  loaded  tbat  imperial  board } 
When,  in  one  disb,  that,  taken  from  the  rest. 
His  conttant  tabie  would  bave  haidly  miss'd, 
S6  nany  sesterces  were  swallowM  down, 
To  stuff  oue  scarlet-coated  court  buffoon, 
Wbom  Bome  of  ali  ber  knights  now  cbiefest  greets, 
From  crying  stinking  fisb  about  ber  strects. 

Begin,  Cahiope,  bot  not  to  sing: 
Plain,  hóaest  tiuth  we  for  our  subrject  bring. 
Help  then,  ye  young  Pieriap  maids,  to  tell 
A  downri^t  narrative  of  what  befell, 
Afibrd  me  wiUingly  yonr  sacred  aids» 
Me  that  have  callM  yon  young,  me  tbat  haye  stylM 
you  maids. 

When  be,  witb  wbom  the  Flarian  race  deeay>d*, 
The  groaning  world  with  iron  soeptre  sway*d, 
Whea  a  bald  Nero'  Teign*d,  and  serrile  Romę 
obey'dy 

1  Cfispinus  had  sedaced  a  yestal  Tirgin ;  and, 
by  the  law  of  Numa,  sbould  bare  been  buried  alive. 

*  Roman  sestertii. 

*  Famoos  for  gluttony,  c%en  to  a  proyeib.  See 
Pr.  King*s  Art  of  Cookery. 

.    4  Where  land  was  remarkably  cheap. 

s  Domitian* 

6  l>omitian  was  tbe  last  and  worst  of  that  family. 

"^  Domitian,  from  bis  cnielty,  was  called  a  se- 
oood  Mero  j  aód,  firom  his  baklness,  Calytis. 


Where  Yenus'  shrine  ^oes  &ir  Ancona  grace, 

A  turbot  taken,  of  prodigious  space, 

FilPd  the  extended  net,  not  less  than  those 

Tbat  duU  Meotis  does  witb  ice  enclose; 

Till,  cooąner^d  by  tbe  Suu^s  prevailing  ray, 

It  opens  to  the  Pontic  sea  their  way; 

And  throws  them  out  unwieldy  witb  their  gr6wth, 

Fat  with  long  ease,  and  a  whole  winter'8  sloth: 

The  wise  commander  of  the  boat  and  lioes. 

For  our  high  priest*  tbe  stately  prey  designs; 

For  wbo  that  lordly  fisb  durst  sell  of  buy, 

So  many  spies  and  court-infonners  uigh  ? 

No  shóre  but  of  this  vermin  swarms  does  bear, 

Searchers  of  mud  and  sea-weed !  that  would  swear 

The  fisb  had  long  in  Cssar^s  ponds  been  fed. 

And  from  its  lord  undutifully  fled, 

So,  justly  ought  to  be  again  restor^d : 

Nay,  if  you  credit  sagę  Pa1pburius'9  word» 

Or  diue  rely  on  Armillatus'9  skill, 

Whaieyer  fisb  the  yulgar  fry  excel 

Belong  to  Cssar,  wheresoe*er  tliey  swim. 

By  tbeir  own  worth  confiscated  to  bim. 

Tbe  boatman  then  sball  a  wise  present  make» 
And  giye  tbe  fish  before  the  seizers  take. 

Now  siekły  Autumn  to  dry  frosts  gaye  way, 
Cold  Winter  rag'd,  and  fresh  preserv'd  the  prey ; 
Yet  witb  such  hastę  the  busy  fisbes  fl^w, 
As  if  with  a  hot  soutb-wind  corruption  blewi 
Aud  now  he  reach^d  the  lakę,  where  wbat  remains 
Of  Alba  still  heraucicnt  rites  retains, 
Still  worships  Yesta,  thougb  an  bumblcr  way, 
^or  lets  the  ballow*d  Trojan  fire  decay.         [sort,- 

Tbe  wondering  crowd>  that  to  strange^sights  re» 
And  choak'd  a  while  bis  passage  to  tbe  cuurt, 
At  length  giyes  way;  ope  Aies  the  palace-gate, 
The  turbot  enters  in,  without  the  fktbers'*  wait; 
Tbe  boatmen  straight  does  to  Atrides  press, 
And  thus  presents  his  fisb,  and  his  address: 

"  Accept,  dread  sir,  this  tribute  from  the  malOy 
Too  great  for  priyate  kitchens  to  contain. 
To  your  glad  genius  sacrifioe  this  day, 
Let  common  meats  respectfully  giye  way. 
Hastę  to  unload  your  stomachs,  to  receive 
This  turbot,  that  for  you  did  only  liye. 
So  l6ng  preseryM  to  be  imperial  food, 
Glad  of  the  net,  and  to  be  taken  prond.*' 

How  fulsome  this!  how  gross!  yet  this  takcs 
well. 
And  tbe  yain  prince  with  empty  pride  does  swell. 
Notbing  so  monstrous  can  be  said  or  ieign^d, 
Bnt  with  bdief  and  joy  is  entertain*d, 
When  to  his  £sce  the  worthless  wretch  łs  prais'd, 
Wbom  yile  court-flattery  to  a  god  bas  rais*d. 

But  oh,  bard  fiite !  tbe  palące  stores  ito  disb 
AfTord,  capacious  of  tbe  mighty  fish. 
To  sagę  debatę  are  summon*d  all  the  peers. 
His  trusty  and  much-bated  counsellors, 
Inwhose  pale  looks  that  ghastly  terrour  «at, 
That  haunts  tbe  dangcrous  friendships  of  the  great. 

Tbe  loud  Libumian  '*,  that  the  senate  calPd, 
"  Run,  run ;  he  's  set,  be  's  set!*'  no  sooner  bawl*d, 
Bot,  with  his  robę  snatcht  op  in  hastę,  does  come 
Pegasusi*,  bailiff  of  afirightod  Romę. 

^    S  A  title  often  assmned  by  tbe  emperora. 

9  Botb  of  eonsular  degree,  yet  spies  and  in« 
formers. 

"  The  senate,  or  ptires  eorueripii, 

' '  The  Roman  criers  were  usually  of  this  country* 

^  A  learned  lawyer,  and  prefect  of  Romę, 
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What  iiKire,w|ere  prefects  then?  The  best  he  was, 
And  feithfullest  expounder  of  the  laws. 
Yet  in  Ul  times  thought  all  things  manag^d  best, 
W  hen  Justice  eserrisM  her  sword  the  least. 

Old  Crispus  ■'  next,  pleasant  thoughold/appears, 
His  wit  nor  humour  yielding  to  his  yean. 
His  temper  mild,  good-nature  joinM  with  sense, 
And  mannen  ohaiming  as  bis  cloquence. 
Who  fittet  for  a  nsefiil  friend  than  he. 
To  tbe  great  niler  of  the  earth  and  sea, 
If,  as  his  thoughts  were  just,  his  toogue  were  firee  ? 
If  it  were  safe  to  vent  his  generous  mind 
To  Rome*s  dire  plagoe,  and  terrour  of  mankind; 
If  cruel  Power  couid  softening  counsel  bear, 
But  what*8  so  tender  as  a  ty  ranfs  ear ; 
With  whom  whoever,  though  a  fovourite,  spake, 
At  every  sentencc  set  his  life  at  stake, 
Thoogh  the  discourse  were  of  no  weig^tąer  things, 
Than  sultry  summers,  or  unhealthftil  springs? 
This  well  he  knew,  and  therefore  never  try*d, 
With  his  weak  arms^to  stem  the  strongertide. 
Nor  did  all  Romę,  grown  sptritless,  suppły 
A  man  thatforbold  truth^durst  braTely  die. 
So,  safe  by  wise  complying  silence,  he 
£v'n  in  that  conrtdtd  fourscore  stiinmers  see. 

Next  him  Actlius,  though  his  age  the  same, 
With  eager  hastę  to  the  grand  council  came: 
With  him  a  youth,  unworthy  of  the  fate 
Tliat  didtoo  near  his  growing  virtues  wait, 
UrgM  by  the  tyranfs  envy ,  fear,  or  hate. 
(But  *tis  long  sińce  old  age  began  to  be 
In  noble  blood  no  less  tBan  prodigy, 
Whencc  >tis  1  >d  rather  be  of  giants'  biith  ^, 
A  pigray  brother  to  thone  sons  of  Earth.) 
Unhappy  youth !  whom  from  his  destin^d  ąnd. 
Ko  weli-dissc>mbled  madness  could  defeod, 
When  naked  in  the  Alban  theatre, 
In  Libyan  bears  he  fixt  his  hunting  spear. 
Who  sees  not  now  through  ih6  lord>8  thin  dis- 

guise, 
That  Jon?  seem'dfool,  to  proreatlast  morę  wise?' 
That  stale  court  trick  is  now  too  open  laid: 
Who  now  admires  the  part  old  Brutus  playM  '^ } 
Those  honest  times  might  swalłow  this  pretence, 
When  the  king^s  beard  was  deeper  than  his  sense. 

Next  Rubrius  came,  though  not  of  noble  race, 
With  equal  marks  of  terrour  in  his  iace. 
Pale  with  the  gnawing  guilt  and  inward  shame 
Of  an.old  crime,that  is  not  fit  to  name. 
Wprse,  yet  in  scandal  taking  morę  delight, 
Than  the  vile  pathic*^  that  durst  satire  write. 

Montanus'  belły  next,  advancing  slow 
Before  the  sweating  senator,  did  go.  '     , 

Crispinus  after,  but  much  sweeter  comes, 
Scented  with  costjy  oils  and  eastem  guins. 
Morę  than  would  serre  two  fimerals  for  perfumes. 

Then  Pompey,  nonę  morę  skillM  ih  the  court- 
game 
Of  cutting  throats  with  a  soft  whisper,  came. 

Next  Fuscus",  he  who  many  a  peaceful  day 
For  Dacian  vultures  was  reservM  a  prey^ 
Ti11»  hsTing  study'd  war  cnough  at  home, 
He  led  abroad  th'  unhappy  arms  of  Romę. 

*^  Who  madę  the  jest  on  Domitian's  killing  flies. 
^  Of  an  obsrure  and  unknown  family. 
»ł  In  connteHeiting  madness. 
'6"Nero,  who  charged  his  own  crimes  on  3uin- 
tianus. 
^  Conelius  Fiiscus,  who  was  slain  in  Dacia.  ^ 


Cunning  Ygento  nezt,  voA  by  his  ńde 
Bloody  Catullus  leaning  on  bis  guide. 
Decrepit,  yet  a  furiousloYer  he, 
An4  deeply  imit  with'  charms  he  ecMld  not 
A  monster,  that  ey*n  this  worst  age  outnes, 
,Couspicuoos,  and  above  the  common  size. 
A  blind  base  fla^rer,  from  some  bridge  or  gate'*, 
Rais'd  to  a  murdering  minister  of  stale; 
Desenring  still  to  beg  upon  the  road. 
And  bless  each  passing  waggon  and  its  lond. 
Nonę  morę  admir^d  the  fish;  he  in  its  praise 
With  zeal  his  Toice,  with  zńl  his  hands  did  miae;, 
But  to  the  left  all  his  fine  things  did  say, 
Whilst  on  his  right  the  unseen  turbot  lny. 
So  he  the  fam*d  Cilician  fencer  prais*d. 
And  at  each  hit  with  wonder  seemM  ainaz'd: 
So  did  the  scenes  and  stage  machines  admire. 
And  boys  that  flew  throu^  canvass  clouds  in  wirfl^ 

Nor  came  Ygento  short;  but,  as  inspir^d 
By  thee,  Bellona,  bythy  fiiry  fir'd, 
Tums  prophet.    **  See  the  migbty  omen,  see," 
He  cries,  "  of  some  illustrious  victory ! 
Some  captiye  king  thee  his  new  lord  sball  own  j 
Or  from  his  British  chariot  headlong  tbrown 
Tbe  proud  Arriragus  come  tumbling  down  \ 
The  monster's  foreign.     Mark  tbe  pointed  spears 
That  from  thy  band  on  his  pierCd  back  he  weara!" 
Who  nobler  could,  or  plainer  things  presage? 
Yet  one  thing  'scap*d  him,  the  prophetic  ragę 
ShowVl  not  the  turi>ot's  country,  uor  its  age. 

At  length  by  Csesar  tbe  grand  ąuestion  's  poŁ: 
"  My  lofds,  your  judgement ;  shall  the  fishbecut  r** 
"  Far  be  i^  hrtcom  us,"  Montanus  cries; 
"  Łet  's  not  dishonour  thus  the  noble  prize! 
A  pot  of  finęst  earth,  thin,  deep,  and  wide, 
Some  skilful  quick  Prometheus  must  prov^e. 
Clay  and  the  forming  wheel  prepare  with  speed. 
But,  Csesar,  b^  it  from  hencejfiorth  decreed, 
That  potters  on  the  royal  progress  wait, 
T*  assist  in  tbese  emergencies  of  state.'* 

This  counsel  pleas*d;  nor  could  it  fali  to  take, 
So  ilt,  so  worthv  of  the  man  that  spake. 
The  old  court  nots  he  remember'd  well; 
C/ould  tales  of  Nero*s  midnight  Suppers  tell» 
When  Fałem  wines  the  labouring  lungs  dkl  fire, 
And  to  new  dainties  kindled  fidse  desire. 
In  arts  of  eating,  nonę  morę  early  train*d. 
Nonę  in  my  time  bad  equal  skill  attain'd. 
He,  whether  Circe^s  rock  his  oysters  borę, 
Or  Łucrine  lakę,  or  the  Rutupian  shore, 
Knew  at  first  taste,  nay  at  first  sight  conid  tell 
A  crab  or  lobster'8  country  by  its  sheU. 

They  rise;  and  straight  all,  with  respectfiil  aw^ 
At  the  word  given,  obseąuiously  withdraw, 
Whom,  ftill  of  eager  hastę,  surprise,  and  fear, 
Our  mighty  prince  had  sununonM  to  appear; 
Ar  if  some  news>he  *d  of  the  Catti  tell, 
Or  that  the  fierce  Sicambrians  did  rebel : 
As  if  expre8ses  from  all  parts  had  come 
With  fresh  alarms  threatening  the  fate  of  Ronwi. 

What  foUy  this!  But,  oh!  that  all  the  rest  * 
Of  his  dire  reign  had  tbus  been  spent  in  jest; 
And  all  that  time  such  trifles  had  employ^d 
In  which  so  many  ndbles  he  destroy'd; 
He  safe,  they  unreveng*d,  to  the  disgrtfce 
Of  the  8urviving,  tamę,  patrician  race! 
Rut,  when  hc  dreadful  to  the  rabble  grew, 
Him,  whom  so  many  lords  had  slain,  thoy  siew* 

>S  The  common  stands  for  b^;gair8. 


A  FRAGMENT. 


C3S 


DJMON  AND  ALEKIS. 

DAMOW. 

TscŁ  me,  AIexisy  whence  these  sorrows  grow? 
From  what  bid  spring  do  these  salt  torrents  flow  ? 
Why  hangs  tbe  head  of  my  afflicted  swain; 
lUtt  bending  lilies  o¥€r-€bai^'d  with  rain  ? 

AŁBZIS, 

Ah,  Damon,  if  what  you  already  see 
Caa  moTe  thy  gentle  breast  to  pity  me; 
How  would  tby  sighs  with  minę  in  concert  join, 
Hotr  wonld  thy  tears  swell  up  the  tide  of  minę, 
Coaldst  thou  bot  see  (but,  oh,  no  light  ts  there. 
But  Uackest  clouds  ofdarkness  and  despair!) 
Coold^st  thoo  but  8ee'the  torments  that  within 
lie deeply  lodg>d,  and  yiew  the  horrid  scenę! 
View  ań  the  wounds,  and  erery  iatal  dart 
That  sticks  and  rankles  in  my  bleeding  heart! 
No  morę,  ye  swains,'  Love'8  hannless  anger  fear. 
For  be  bas  empty'd  all  his  quiver  here. 
Nor  thou,  kind  Damon,  ask  me  why  1  gńeve. 
But  lather  wonder,  wonder  that  1  lirę. 

0A1ION. 

TTnhappy  youtb !  too  well,  alas !  I  know 
The  pangs  despairing  Iovers  undergo ! 


C^UA  AND  DORINDA. 

Whch  fijrst  the  youqg  Alexis  ąaw 

Cselia  to  all  the  plain  give  law, 

The  hanghty  Cełia,  in  whose  face 

Iove  dwelt  with  fear,  and  pride  wjth  grace; 

When  erery  Swain  be  saw  submit 

To  ber  commanding  eyes  and  wit, 

How  coald  th'  ambitious  yooth  aspire 

1V>  perish  by  a  nobler  fire  ? 

With  all  the  power  of  verse  he  strore 

Tbe  loTcly  sbepherdess  to  move : 

Yerse,  in  wbich  the  gods  delight, 

That  makes  nymphs  love,  and  heroes  fight; 

Yerse,  that  onoe  rul*d  all  the  plain, 

Yerae,  the  wishes  of  a  swain. 

Bow  oft  bas  Thyrsis'  pipę  prevaiPd, 

Where  Kpm^s  flocks  and  heids  have  fiul>d? 

Fatf  Amaryllis,  was  thy  mlnd 

Erer  to  Bamon^s  wealth  inclinM; 

Wbilst  Łycidas^s  gentle  breast, 

Włtb  love,  and  with  a  Muse  possest, 

BreatbM  fortli  in  verse  his  soft  desire, 

KimfliDg  in  thce  his  jrentle  fire  ? 


CMUA^S  SOULOSUY. 

M fSTRBBS  of  all  my  senses  can  inrite, 
Free  as  the  air,  apd  unconfiifd  as  light; 
Sueen  of  a  thoosand  slares,  that  fawn  and  bow, 
And»  with  submissi^e  fear,  my  power  allow, 
{^onld  I  exchange  this  jioble  state  of  life 
To  cain  tbe  \'\\e  detested  name  of  Wife; 
Should  1  my  natire  Hberty  b^ray. 
Cali  him  my  lord^  who  at  my  footstool  Uy  ? 


No:  thanks,  kind  Hearen,  tbat  hast  my  sonl  em« 

ploy>d, 
With  my  great  aex'8  aseful  yirtue,  pride: 
That  generons  pride^  that  noble  just  disdain, 
That  flcoms  the  8lave  tbat  would  presume  to  rttgn* 
Łet  tbe  raw  amorom  scribbłer  of  tbe  times 
Cali  me  his  CsBlia  in  insipid  rhymes; 
I  bate  and  scom  yoa  all,  proud  that  I  am 
T*  rerenge  my  8ex*s  injuries  on  man. 
Compar*d  to  all  tbe  plagnes  in  marriage  dwell» 
U  wen  prefeiment  to  l^  apes  in  HelU 


TO  §0119 

DI8BANDED  OFFICBRS, 

Vron  THB  Ł4TB 

VOTE  OF  THE  HOUSE  OF  COMMON& 

Havb  we  for  this  8erT'd  fuli  nine  bard  campaigna^ 
Is  this  the  recompenae  for  all  our  pains  ? 
Have  we  to  the  remotest  parts  been  sent, 
Bravely  exposM  our  lives,  and  fortunes  spent. 
To  be  undone  at  last  by  parliament? 
Must  colonels  and  corporals  now  be  eqaaX  madę. 
And  flaming  sword  tum'd  pruning  knife  and 
spade? 

T    ■   b,  S y  F— ^,'and  thóusands  moie, 

Must  now  return  to  wbatthey  were  before. 
No  morę  in  glittering  coacbes  shall  they  ńde. 
No  morę  the  feathers  show  the  cozcombs*  pride. 
For  thee,  poor  ^— !  my  Muse  does  kindly  weep. 
To  see  disbanded  colonels  grown  ao  cheap. 
So  youoger  brothers,  with  fat  jointures  fed. 
Go  despicable,  once  their  widows  dead. 
No  ship,  by  tempest  from  her  anchor  torxi| 
Is  half  so  lost  a  thing,  and  so  forlom. 
On  CTery  stall,  in  every  brokei'8  shop. 
Hang  up  the  plumes  of  the  dismantled  fop; 
Trophies  like  these  we  read  not  of  in  story,  ' 
By  other  ways  the  Romans  got  their  glory. 
But  in  this,  as  in  all  things,  there*8  a  doom, 
Some  die  V  th'  fieldy  and  others  staire  at  borne. 


TO  A 

ROMAN  CATBOUC  UPON  MARRIAGE. 

Ceksorb  and  penances,  ezcommuni<^tion, 

Are  bug-bear  words  to  fnght  a  bigfot  nation  ; 

But  *tis  tbe  Church*s  moTe  substantial  curse. 

To  damn  us  all  for  better  and  for  worse. 

Falsely  your  church  seren  sacraments  ifiea.inoKie,  Ni  ^ 

Peuance  and  matrimony  are  the  same.  ^* 


A  FRAGMENT. 


And  yet  he  fears,  to  use  them,  aad  be  fi«e; 
Yet  some  baye  ▼entur^dl,  and  why  shouki  not  all? 
Let  yillaina,  peijui^d,  enyious,  and  malicious, 
The  wretcbed  miser  and  the  midnight  murderer;  •• 
Betrayers  of  their  country,  or  th*eir  firiend, 
(And  every  guiłty  breast)  fear  endless  lormcmty 
Blue  lakes  of  brimstoue,  unextinguisb'4  flres> 
Scoipiona  ajid  whipH  «ód  all  that  guilideserrea; 


ss« 


^    I>UK£'S  P0EM5. 


/ 


3LeŁ  thdse,  and  only  ^esa,  thttt  plagne  themselTes. 
For  though  they  fear  what  neither  sh&lł  nor  can  be, 
Tis  puoishment  enougfa  it  makes  tlicm  li^e, 
Iiv«,  to  endure  the  dreadfiil  jipprebension 
Of  death,  to  tfaem  so  dreadful ;  but  wby  dreadfol, 
At  hast  u>  yirtuous  miods ?— ^To be  at  rest,   - 
To  sleep,  aod  nerer  he&r  of  trouble  morę, 
Say,  is  tbis  dreadful  r  Heart,  woutdst  thou  be  at 

.  ątdet  ? 
Doat  thou  tbu8  beat  for  rest,  and  long  for  ease. 
And  bot  command  thy  ^endly  band  to  help  thee  ? 
What  hand  ean  be  ao  easy  as  thy  own. 
To  apply  the  medicine  tfaat  cures  all  diseases  ? 


AK  EPJ8TLE* 
TO  MR.  OTWAY. 


bcAll 


Tom,  how  roelancholy  I  am  groim 
Sincd  thou  hast  lefi  this  leamed  dirty  town*. 
To  thee  by  this  duli  letter  be  it  known. 
Wbłlst  all  my  comfort,  under  all  this  care, 
Are  duns,  and  puns,  and  logie,  and  smali  beer. 
Thou  seest  Tm  duli  as  ShadwelPs  men  of  w^it^ 
Or  this  top  scenę  that  Setfe  ever  writ : 
Thfi  s^rightly  court  that  wander  up  and  down 
From  gudgeons  to  a  race,  fiom  town  to  town, 
AU,  all  are  fled ;  but  them  1  wetl  can  spare. 
For  Tm  so  duli  1  bave  no  bui^iness  theK. 
1  have  forgot  whatever  there  I  knew, 
Wby  ipen  one  stocking  tye  with  ribbon  blue : 
Wby  otbers  medals  wear,  a  fine  gilt  thing, 
lVat  at  their  breasts  hanj^  dangling  by  a  string; 
(Yet  stay,  I  think  that  I  to  mind  recal, 
For  once^  a  8quirt  was  raisM  by  Windsor  woli), 
1  know  no  ofBcer  of  court ;  nay  more^ 
No  dog  of  court,  their  (avourite  before. 
fiu>Qld  Veny  faiwn,  1  should  not  understand  her. 
Non  wbo  committed  incest  for  Lcgaoder. 
Vnpolish'd  thus,  an  arrant  scholar  grown, 
What  sliould  I  do  but  sit  aud  coo  alone, 
Aad  thee,  my  absent  matę,  for  ever  moan. 
Tbus  'ti:i  sometimes,  and  sdrrow  plays  its  part, 
Tiil  othctr  tboughts  of  thee  revive  my  heart. 
For,  whi  Ist  with  wit,  with  women,  and  with  winę, 
Thy  glad  heart  beats,  and  noble  face  does  shine, 
Thy  joys  we  at  this  distance  fcel  and  know ^ 
Thou  kmdly  wisbest  it  with  us  were  so. 
Tten  the($  we  name;  this  heard,  cries  James,  **  For 

bim, 
Łucp  np,  thou  sparkliog  winę,  and  kiss  the  brim  s 
Ctosses  a1:tend  the  man  who  dares  to  flinch, 
^leat  as  that  man  deserres  who-drinks  not  Finch.*' 
But  these  are  empty  joys,  without  you  two. 
We  drink  your  names,alas  !  but  whcre  are  you  ? 
Hy  <Tear,  whom  1  jnore  cherish  in  my  brcast 
*|1tan  by  tby  own  soft  Musc  can  be  expre8t; 
Tine  to  tł|y  word,  afford  one  Ytsit  morę, 
"Slse  I  shall  grow,  from  him  thou  ]ov'dst  before» 
Ą  greasy  blockhead'ieUow  in  a  gown, 
(Sueh  as  1$,  sir,  a  <łou8in  of  your  own) 
With  my  own  hair,  a  band,  and  ten  long  mils* 
^ad  wit  tbat  at  a  ąuibbie  nerer  fails. 

?  In  annrer  to  one  in  Otway's  Poem). 
*  Mr.  Duke  was  then  at  Cambridge, 
'  '^-  StJBtnel  Morek&d.    D^KĘ, 


AD  THOMAM  OTWAY. 

MusARUM  nostrftmąue  decus,  charissime  TlioaiJi» 

O  anime  melior  pars,  Otoase,  meae; 
Accipe  quae  sacri  tristes  ad  littoraCami 

Avulsi  yestro  flevimus  a  gremio. 
Suot  mihi  tunc  gemitusex  imo  pectore  ducti, 

Perąuemeas  lacrymae  quot  cecidere  genas. 
Et  salices  testes,  &  plurima  testis  arundo. 

Et  Camus  pigro  tristio^  amne  fluens. 
Audiit  ipse  etenim  Deus,  &  miserata  dolores 

Lubrica  paulisper  constitit  unda  meos. 
Tunc  ego  i  ros  nymphse  riridi  circumlita  muac^ 

A^ria  ąuse  colitis,  tuque,  verendle  Deus, 
Audite  O  ąualem  absentem  ploramus  amicuni« 

Audite  ut  lacrymis  auctior  amnis  eat. 
Pectoris  is  candore  nives,  constantibus  arcti 

Stellam  animis,  certa  fiśita  vel  ipsa  fide  y 
Ule  &  Amore  colnmbas,  ille  &  Martę  leonea 

^  Vincit,  Pierias  ingenioąue  Deas, 
Sive  vocat  jocus,  &  charites,  &  liben  vini 

Gaudia,  cumąue  sua  matre  sonandus  Amor. 
Ille  potest  etiam  numeros  8equare  canendo 

Sive  tuos,  Ovidi,  sire,  Catulle,  tuos. 
Sive  admirantis  moderatnr  irania  theatri^ 

ltque  cothumato  Musa  superba  pede, 
Fulmina  tcI  Sophoclis   ŁycophrontaBasre  Łene- 
bras, 

Carminis  aut  fastns,  ^schylę  magne,  tui, 
Vincit  muoditiis  &  majestate  decon, 

Tam  bene  naturam  płngere  doctamanus, 
H89C  ego,  cum  spectans  labentia  flumina,  yersiis 

Venere  jn  mentem,  magne  poeta  tai. 

''Who  for  preferments,"  &c. 

[See  Otway's  Poems.] 

"  Premia  ąuts  meritis  ingrata  expeQŁet  ab  Aula, 
Omnis  ubi  eziguam  captat  simul  Aulicus  escam 
Gobio }  quis  piscts  sapientior  lila  yadosa 
Fulminis  angustlcoleret  loca,  pisciculorum 
Esurientem  inter,  trepidantemque  inter  acermm, 
3ui  dom  quisque  micat,  medicatam  ut  glatiat 

offam, 
Trudunt,  impellunt,  tniduntur,  &  impellnntur; 
Nec  potiusj-^atum  gremio  qua  flumen  aperto 
Invitat,  totis  pinnanim  remigat  alis. 
Et  requłem,  &  muscos  yińdes,  pulchnunqne  to* 

catus 
Ad  libertatem  prono  delabitur  alveo  ?" 

Suos  tibi  pro  tali  persolram  carmine  grates, 

O  animi  interpres,  magne  Poeta,  mei ! 
Nos  neque  solicitae  Natura  cfiinxit  ad  urbis 

Officia,  aut  fraudes,  Aula  dolosa,  tuaa : 
Nos  procul  a  coeno,   &  strepitu,  fttmoque  le- 
motos. 

Cum  Yenere  &  Musis  myrtea  scena  tegat ! 
Nos  paribus  cantare  animis  permittat  Apollo 

Flaminas  meque  tuas,  teque,  Otoaee,  meas. 
Ergone  me  penitua  restris  haerere  meduUis, 

Ergone  sincerus  me  tibi  junxit  Amor  ? 
Tu  quoqoe,  to  nostris  habitas,  mea  vita,  me* 
duUis, 

Teque  meo  setemus  pectore  flgit  Amor. 

In  anotber  płace, 

3ualia  to  scribis,  vel  qQalia  Cąrolns  ille 
No0t0rj«iiior  Phosbi^  Pieridumque  decoi; 
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LIFE  OF  KING- 


BY  DR.  JOHNSON. 


William  Kino  was  bora  m  London  m  l663;  the  son  of  Ezeldel  King,  a  gentkaittu 
He  was  allied  to  the  family  of  Cłarendon« 

From  WestnuDster-fchooI,  where  he  was  a  scholar  on  the  fpundatkn  under  the  care  of 
Dr.  Busby,  be  was  at  eightecn  elected  to  Christ  Churcb,  in  168I ;  where  he  is  sakł  to 
faave  prosecated  his  studies  with  so  much  intenseness  and  acti^ity,  that  befoie  he  war 
eigfat  years  standing  he  had  read  over,  and  madę  remaiŁs  upon,  twenty^two  thousand  odd 
hundred  books  and  manuscripts'.  The  books  were  oertainly  not  veiy  long,  the  mana-* 
scripts  not  very  difficult,  nor  the  remarks  very  large;  for  the  calculatorwill  find,  that  he 
dispatched  seven  a  day  for  every  day  of  his  eight  years,  with  a  remnant  that  morę  thaa 
satisfies  most  other  students.  He  took  his  degree  in  the  most  ezpensiye  manner,  as  ą. 
grand  compounder;  whence  it  is  inferred,  that  he  inherited  a  oonsiderable  fortunę. 

In  1688,  the  same  year  in  >¥hich  he  was  madę  master  of  arts,  he  published  a  confuta« 
tion  of  Variłla's  account  of  Wickliffe ;  and,  engaging  in  the  study  of  the  civil  Uw,  be-*^ 
came  doctor  in  l692>  and  was  admitted  advocate  at  Doctors  Coomions. 

He  had  already  madę  some  translations  from  the  F^enchy  and  written  some  humorous 
and  satirical  pieces;  when,  in  169^,  Moleswortli  puUished  his  Account  of  DenmaiłE,  in 
which  he  trcats  the  Danes  and  their  monarch  with  great  contempt;  and  takes  the  oppor- 
tanity  of  insinuatmg  those  wild  principles,  by  which  he  supposes  liberty  to  be  establkfaedy 
and  by  which  his  adyersaiiea  suapect  that  ail  subordination  and  goveiiunent  ią 
endangered. 

Tliis  book  ofiended  prinee  George ;  and  the  Danisb  minister  presented  a  memoriał 
against  it.  The  principles  of  its  author  did  not  please  Dr.  King ;  and  tiierefore  he  un- 
dertook  to  confate  part,  and  laugh  at  the  rest  The  controversy  is  now  forgotten :  and 
books  of  tlib  kind  seldom  live  long,  when  interest  and  resentment  have  ceased. 

In  1697,  he  mingled  in  the  controver^  between  Boyle  and  Bentley ;  and  was  one  of 
those  wbo  tried  what  wit  could  perfonn  in  opposition  to  learningy  on  a  ^uestion  which 
leanung  only  could  dedde, 
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In  1699,  was  publkhed  by  him  A  Jomey  to  London,  after  the  mediod  of  Dr.  liCaitin 
lister,  who  had  published  A  Jouiaey  to  Paris.    And^  in  lfOO,^be  satirised  tbe  Royal 
Society,  at  least  sir  Hans  Stówie  their  president,  in  two  dialogues,  entituled  Tbe 
•    Transactióner. 

Tbough  be  was  a  regakr  advocate  in  tbe  courts  of  ciTil  and  canon  biw,  be  dld  not  love 
bis  profession,  not  indeed  any  kind  of  busmess  which  interrupted  łiis  voluptoary  dreams, 
or  forced  bim  to  roose  from  tbat  indulgence  in  wbicb  only  be  could  find  deligbt  His  re- 
putation  as  a  ckilian  was  yet  maintained  by  bis  judgements  in  tbe  eouits  of  delegates, 
and  raised  rety  bigh  by  tbe  address  and  knowledge  wbicb  be  discovered  in  1700,  wfaen 
^  be  defendied  the  earl  of  Angiesea  against  bis  lady,  afterwards  dutcbess  of  Buckingham- 
abire,  who  sued  for  a  diyoroe,  and  obtained  it. 

Tbe  expense  of  bis  pleasuies,  and  neglect  of  busmess^  bad  nów  ksseoed  bis  reveniies ; 
and  be  was  willing  to  accept  of  a  settknieot  in  IieUnd,  wbere,  about  1702j  be  was  madę 
jadge  of  tbe  admiręlfy,  commissioner  of  tbe  prizes,  keeper  of  the  records  in  Biimingham^s 
tower,  and  vicar-general  to  Dr.  l^arsb,  tbe  primate. 

Bat  it  is  va]n  to  put  wealtb  witbin  tbe  reacb  of  bim  who  will  not  stretcb  ont  bis 
band  to  take  it.  King  soon  found  a  friend,  as  idle  and  thougbtless  as  himsdf,  in 
tlpton,  one  of  tbe  judges,  wbo  bad  a  pleasant  bouse  calkd  Mountown,  near  Dublin, 
to  wbicb  Kmg  freąuently  retired;  deligbting  to  neglect  bis  interest,  foiget  bis  cares, 
aed  desert  bis  duty. 

Herę  be  f^rote  Mully  of  Mountowu,  a  poem ;  by  wbicb»  tbougb  fanciful  readers  m 
tbe  pride  of  sagadty  bave  given  it  a  political  interpretation,  was  n^eant  originally  no 
morę  dian  it  expressed,  as  it  was  dictated  only  by  the  autbor's  deligbt  in  tbe  quiet  of 
Mónntown.  '  '  * 

In  17O8,  wben  lord  Wharton  was'  sent  to  gpyem  Ireland,  Kmg  retumed  to  Londcn, 
with  bis  poverty,  bis  idleness,  and  his  wit ;  and  published  some  essays,  called  Useful 
Transactions.  His  voyage  to  the  Island  of  Cajamai  is  particularly  commended.  He 
tfaen  WTOte  The  Art  of  Love,  a  poem  remarkable,  notwithstanding  its  title,  for  purity  of 
lentiment ;  and  in  1709  unitated  Horace  in  an  Art  of  Cookeiy^  which  be  published, 
wątb  some  letters  to  Dr.  Lister. 

In  1710^  be  appeared  as  a  loTer  of  the  church,  on  the  side  of  Sacheverell ;  and  was 
aupposed  to  baye  concurred  at  least  m  tbe  projection  of  Tbe  £xamin€r.  His  eyes  were 
open  to  all  the  operations  of  wbiggism ;  and  be  bestowed  some  strictures  upon  Dr. 
Kennetf  s  adulatory  sermon  at  tbe  funepl  of  the  duke  of  Deyonshhe. 

Tbe  History  of  the  Heathen  Gods,  a  book  composed  for  scbools,  was  written  by  bim 

bk  1710.    The  work  is  useful;  but  might  hare  been  produced  without  the  powen  of 

-  King.    The  next  year,  be  published  Rufinus,  an  historical  essay  ;>  and  a  poem,  intended 

to  dispose  the  nation  to  tlunk  as  be  thought  of  the  duke  of  Marlborougb  and  bis  ad- 

berents. 

In  1711,  competence,  if  not  plenty,  was  agam  put  into  his  po^er.  He  was,  withou( 
tbe  trouble  of  attendance,  or  the  mortiiication  of  a  request,  madę  gazetteer.  Swift, 
Ffeind,  Prior,  and  other  men  of  the  same  party,  brought  bim  the  key  of  the  gazetteer's 
Office.  He  was  now  again  placed  in  a  profitable  employment,  and  agam  threw  the 
benefit  away.  An  act  of  insolvency  madę  his  business  at  that  time  particularly  trouble- 
.  fQme\  and  he  would  not  wait  till  hurry  should  be  at  an  end,  but  impatiently  res^gned 
jt,  and  retumed  to  bis  wonted  indigence  aud  amusements. 

One  of  bis  amusements  ąt  Lambetb,  where  be  resided,  was  to  mortify  Dr.  TenisoBy 
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ike  archbishopy  by  a  jmblic  festraty,  on  the  sarrender  of  Dunkiik  to  HOl;  an  ewnt 
whh  which  TenisoD^s  politkał  bigotry  did  not  suffer  him  to  be  delig^ted.  King  was 
resolved  to  coimteract  his  sullenness,  and  at  the  espenae  of  a  fiew  barrels  of  ak  filled 
the  neighbourfaood  with  honest  meniment* 

In  the  autamn  of  17 12,  his  health  declined ;  he  grew  weaker  by  degrees,  and  died  oa 
Christmas-day.  Though  his  life  had  not  been  without  irregułarityy  his  principks  weie 
pure  and  orthodoi,  and  his  death  was  pious. 

After  this  relation,  it  will  be  natuially  snpposed^  that  his  poems  weie  rather  the 
mnisements  of  idleneas  than  effi>i1s  of  stady ;  that  he  endeavouied  lather  to  diveit  than 
astonish ;  that  his  thoug^ts  sddom  aąnred  to  sublinuty ;  and  that,  if  his  Tćrse  was  easf 
and  his  images  familiar,  he  attained  what  he  desired.  His  puipo«e  is  to  be  meny;  bu^- 
peihifM,  to  enjoy  his  mirth,  it  may  be  sometimes  necessary  to  think  well  pf  łui 
opinioDS*. 

*  Dr.  Johnion  mppean  to  ha^e  madę  but  IttAle  osę  of  the  life  of  Dr.  King,  jMrefized  to  his  Wotfeą^ 
ia  3  Yols.  1776,  to  which  it  may  not  be  impertinent  to  refer  the  reader.  His  talent  for  hniuMr 
oqgfat  to  be  praised  in  the  highest  tenns.  In  that  at  least  be  yiel4ed  to  nonę  of  his  eoot/emfonńM^ 
C. 


THK  • 

ART    OF    COOKERY; 

IH  IMITATION   OF 

HORACES  ART  OF  POETRY. 

WITH 

SOME  LETTERS  TO  DR,  USTER'  AND  OTHEES, 

0CCA9I0NEI>  PBINCIPAŁŁY  BT 

The  Title  of  a  Book  published  by  the  Doctor,  being  the  Woib  of  EPicius 

CoEŁius,  cooceraing 

THE  90UPS  AND  SAUCES  OF  THE  ANCIENTS. 

WITH 

An  Estract  of  the  gieatest  Curiosities  contaioed  in  that  Book, 

HUMBŁY  IN8CBIBBD  TO 

THE  HONOURABLE  BEEF^STEAK  CLUB* 

nB8T  PBIBTED  IN   1708. 


'  Of  Dr.  Lister>8  book  pnly  190  copies  were  printed  in  1705.  It  was  reprinted  at  Amsterdam,  in 
tOd,  by  Tbeod.  Jans.  Almeldveeii,  under  tbe  title  of  Apicii  Coelti  de  Opsoniis  &  Condimeutis,  sire 
jite  Coquiiiaria,  Libri  Deoem.  Cum  Annotationibcis  Martini  Lister,  h  Mediois  Domestieis  Serenissimas 
l^estatis  Begine  Ann«,  &  Notis  selectioribas,  Tariisąue  Lectionibus  integris,  Hamelbei^gii,  Barthii, 
ieiensi,  A  Van  der  Linden,  &  aliorum,  ut  ^  ▼ariamm  Lectionum  libello,  £ditio  Secunda.  Pr. 
iiUw  bad  a  oopy  of  eacb  edition.    N^ 
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THE  PUBLISHER  TO  THE  READER. 


TT  if  now-a-dayt  the  hard  hte  of  such  as  prctend  to  be  authors,  that  they  are  not  pertnitted  to  be 
mastera  of  their  own  works ;  for,  if  such  papers  (however  imperfect)  as  may  be  called  a  capy  of 
tbem,  eitber  by  a  senrant  or  any  other  means>  come  to  the  bands  of  a  bookseller,  be  nerer  considers 
wbether  it  be  for  the  persoo^s  repatation  to  come  into  the  world,  whetber  it  is  agreeable  to  his  sen- 
timents,  whetber  to  his  style  or  correctness,  or  whether  he  bas  for  some  time  looked  oyer  it  j  nor 
doth  he  care  what  name  or  cbaracter  he  puta  to  it,  so  he  imagines  he  may  get  by  it. 

It  V8S  the  fate  of  the  foUowing  poem  to  be  so  used,  aud  printed  with  as  much  imperfection  and 
as  many  mistakes,  as  a  bookseller  that  bas  common  sense  could  iinaj^ine  sboidd  pass  upon  the  town, 
especially  in  an  age  so  pofite  and  critical  as  the  present. 

These  foUowing  letters  and  poem  were  at  the  press  some  time  before  the  other  paper  pretending 
to  the  same  title  was  crept  oitt;  and  they  had  eise,  as  the  leamed  say,  groaned  under  the  press  till 
soch  time  as  the  she'.ts  had  one  by  one  been  perused  and  correctect,  not  only  by  the  aathor,  but  his 
frieads ;  whose  judgment,  as  he  is  sensible  he  wants,  so  is  he  proud  to  own  that  they  sometimet 
condescend  to  aiford  him.  ' 

For  many  fiuilts,  that  at  first  seem  smali,  yet  create  unpardonable  errours.  The  number  of  the 
Tene  tnrns  upon  the  harshness  of  a  syllable ;  and  the  laying  a  stress  upon  improper  words  will  make 
the  most  correct  piece  ridiculous.  False  cgncord,  tenses,  and  grammar,  nonsense,  impropriety,  and 
conńuśon,  may  go  down  with  some  persons ;  but  it  should  not  l>e  in  the  power  of  a  bookseller  to  Fam- 
poco  ao  anthor,  and  tell  him,  '*  You  did  write  all  this:  1  hare  got  it;  and  you  shall  stand  to  the 
scanilal,  and  I  will  have  the  benefit**  Yet  this  is  the  present  cose,  notwithstanding  there  are  abore 
threewore  fanlts  of  this  naturę;  yerses  transposed,  some  added,  others  altered,  or  rather  that  should 
have  been  altered,  and  near  forty  omitted.  The  author  does  not  value  himself  upon  the  whole;  but, 
if  he  shows  his  esteem  for  Horace,  and  can  by  any  means  proYoke  persons  to  read  so  usefol  a  treatise^ 
if  he  shows  his  aTcrsion  to  the  introduction  of  luxury,  which  may  tend  to  the  corruption  of  manners, 
and  declares  his  Iotc  to  the  old  British  hosp^tality,  charity,  and  yalour,  wfaen  the  arms  of  the  fomily, 
the  old  pikes,  muskets,  and  halberts,  hung  up  in  the  hall  over  the  long  table,  and  the  marrow-bonea 
iay  on  the  floor,  and  Chery  Chace  and  The  old  Conrticr  of  the  ftiieen's  were  ptaced  oyer  the 
carred  mantle-piece,  and  the  beef  and  brown  bread  were  carried  every  day  to  the  poor ;  he  destrea 
little  fiuther,  than  that  the  reader  would  for  the  futurę  give  all  soch  booksellen  as  ait  before  spokaa 
of  no  maaner  of  encouragement.  ^ 
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LETTER  II. 
To  Mf. 


SIR, 


I  SHAŁŁ  make  bold  to  ciaim  your  promiśe,  in 
your  laat  obliging  letter,  to  obtain  the  happiness 
of  my  correapondence  with  Dr.  Lister ;  and  to  that 
cud  have  seitt  yoa  the  iDclo8ed,to  be  communicated 
to  him,  if  you  think  conyenieiit. 


LETTEK  lU. 


To  Th,  USTERt 


SIR. 


I  AM  a  plain  man,  and  therefore  nerer  use  com- 
pliments ;  but  1  must  tell  yon  tbat  I  hare  a  gfeat 
ambition  to  hołd  a  cwrespoadenee  wHh  you,  eape- 
cially  that  I  may  beg  you  to  commonirate  your 
lemarks  from  the  ancients  conceming  denliscalps, 
Tulgarly  called  tooth^h*    I  take  the  use  of  them 
to  hare  been  of  gpreat  antiquity,  and  the  original  to 
come  from  the  instinctof  Naturę,  which  is  the  best 
iniatress  upoo  all  occasions.    The  Egyptians  were 
a  people  excellent  for  their  philotophical  and  ma- 
thematical  obserrations :  Uiey  searched  into  all 
the  springs  of  actfon ;  and,  though  I  must  cundemn 
theirsuperstitionyl  cannot  but  applaud  their  inven^ 
tion.    This  people  had  a  yast  district  that  wor- 
shipped  the  cro<MHle,  which  is  an  animal,  whose 
jawa,  being  very  oblong,  gnre  hhn  the  opportunity  of 
bavmg  a  great  many  teeth ;  and,  his  habitation 
and  business  lying  most  in  the  water,  he,  like  our 
modern  Dutch  whHiłers*  in  Southwark,  had  a  yery 
good  stomach,  and  was  eztremeiy  TOiucious.    It  is 
certain,  that  he  had  the  water  of  Nile  ałways  ready, 
and  consequently  the  oppoYtunity  of  washing  his 
month  after  meals ;  yet  he  had  fkrther  occasion 
for  other  instruments  to  cleanse  his  teeth,  which 
are  serrate,  or  like  a  saw.    To  this  end,  Naturę  has 
prorided  an  animal  caUed  the  ickneumon,  which 
performs  this  ofllce,  and  Is  so  maintained  by  the 
product  of  its  own  labour.    The  Egjrptians,  seeing 
such  an  nseftil  sagacity  in  the  crocoAltt  which  they 
£0  much  reverenced,  soon  began  to  imitate  it, 
great  ezamples^fasily  drawing  the  multitude ;  so 
tbat  it  became  their  constant  custom  to  pick  their 
teetfa,  and  wash  their  mouths,  after  eating.    I  can- 
not  find  in  Marsham*s  Dynasties,  nor  in  the  Frag- 
ments  of  Manethon,  what  year  of  the  moon  (for  I 
hołd  the  Egyptian  years  to  have  been  hmar^  that 
18,  bńt  of  a  month'8  continuance)  so  yenerable  an 
nsage  first  began :  for  it  is  the  fault  of  great  philo- 
logers,  to  omit  snch  tbings  as  are  most  materiał. 
Whether  Sesostris,  in  his  large  conąuests,  roight 
extend  the  use  of  them,  is  as  uncertain ;  for  the 
gWrfoas  actions  of  those  ages  lay  rery  much  in  the 
daik.    It  is  yery  probable  that  the  public  use  of 
them  came  in  about  the  same  time  that  the  Egyp- 
tians madę  use  of  Jtaries*    I  find,  in  the  prefece  to 
the  Third  Part  of  Modem  Reports,  Chat  **  the 
Clialdees  had  a  great  esteem  for  the  number 
TWBŁTK,  because  there  were  ao  many  signs  of  the 
Zodiac ;  from  them  this  number  came  to  the  Egyp- 
tians, and  so  to  Greece,  where  Mars  himself  was 

■  Whose  tenter-gnmuls  «re  now  akaost  all  brnlt 
i^pon. 


tried  for  a  murder,  tind  was  acąnitted.**    Now  It 
does  not  appear  upon  record,  nor  any  tUme  that  t 
hare  seen^  whether  the  jury  clubbed,  or  whether 
Mars  treatad  them,  at  dinner,  though  it  is  most 
likely  that  he  did ;  for  he  was  a  quarrelsome  soit 
of  a  person,  and  probably,  though  acąuittfed,  migfat 
be  as  guilty  as  count  Koningsmark.    Now  the 
custom  o(  juriet  dining  at  an  eating-hoose,  and 
having  glasses  of  water  bronght  them  with  ioolk- 
picki  tinged  with  Termillion  swimming  at  the  top, 
beij^  still  oontioued,  why  may  we  not  imagine, 
tbat  the  feoA-pkib  i#ere  as  ancient  as  the  dbmer, 
the  eSnner  as  the  juriu,  and  the  j'aies  at  least  as 
the  grand-children  of  Mitzreim  ?     Homer  makes  bis 
herMS  feed  so  grossiy,  that  they  seem  to  hare  had 
morę  occasion  for  skńoert  than  goote^^mOs.    He  is 
very  tedious  in  describing  a  Smith**  forge  and  ao 
anyil :  where  he  might  hare  been  morę  polite,  in 
setting  aut  the  toctkfiehtmo  or  painted  muff-hoi  at 
Achilles,  if  thatagte  had  net  been  so  barbarous  at 
to  want  them.     And  here  I  cannot  but  coosider,- 
that  Athens,  in  the  time  of  Perides,  when  it  flon- 
rished  most  in  sumptuous  buildings,  and  Romę  in 
itsheight  of  empire,  from  Augustnsdown  to  Adrian, 
had  nothing  that  eąyalled  the  Royal  or  New  Ex- 
change,  or  Pope*s-head  Ałley,  for  cuńoaities  and 
loif-dkfpt;  neither  had  thMr  senate  any  thing  to  al^ 
leviate  their  debates  conceming  the  affsirs  of  the 
uniyerse,  like  rąfflmg  sometimes  at  colonel  Parson*!. 
Although  the  Egy^itians  oftea  extended  their  con- 
ąuests into  Africa  and  Ethiopia,  and  though  the 
Caiire  Blacks  hare  yery  flne  teeth ;  yet  I  cannot 
find  that  they  madę  use  of  any  sucb  iastnmient ; 
nor  does  Ludolphus^  though  yery  ezact  as  to.  t^ 
Aby^sinian  empire,  giye  any  account  of  a  matter 
so  importaut;  for  which  he  is  to  blame,  as  I  sbali 
show  in  my  treatise  of  Forks  and   Napkins,  of 
which  I  śball  send  you  an  F.ssay  with  all  espe- 
dition.     I  shall  in  that  treatise  fttlly  illustrate  or 
confute  this  passage  of  Dr.  Heylin,  in  the  third 
book  of  his  Cosmography,  where  he  says  of  the 
Chinese,   "  That  they  eat  their  meat   with  two 
sticks  of  iyory,ebony,  or  the  like ;  not  touching  it 
with  their  banda  at  all,  and  therefore  no  great 
foulers  of  linen.    The  use  of  silyer  fbrks  with  us, 
by  some  of  our  spruce  gallants  taken-op  of  latp, 
came  from  bcnce  into  Italy,  and  from  tbeocc  into 
England.''  I  cannot  agree  with  this  learned  doctor 
in  many  of  these  particulars.    For,  first,  the  use 
of  these  tticks  is  not  so  ńiuch  io  taoe  knoty  as  out  of 
pure  necessity ;  which  ^arf  ses  from  the  lengtb  of 
their  nails,  which  persons  of  g^reat  ąuality  in  thoie 
coontries  wcar  at  a  prodigious  length,  to  preyent 
all  possibility  of  working,  or  being  seryic^ble  to 
themsełyes  or  others ;  and  therefore,  if  they  wouM, 
they  could  not  easUy  feed  themsełyes  with  those 
claws ;  and  I  have  yery  good  authority,  that  in  the 
East,  and  especially  i  o  Japan,  the  princes)iaye  the 
meat  put  into  their  mouths  by  their  attendants. 
Besides,  thef«  sticlss  are  of  no  use  but  for  Arfr 
sort  of  meat,  which,  being  pt/ou,  is  all  boiled  to 
rags.    But  what  would  those  sticks  signify  to  carve 
a  ŁuTliey<ocJ(,  or  a  cJune  qfberf?  therefore  our/orftr 
are  of  quite  different  shape  :  the  steel  ones  are  łń- 
dental,  and  the  6ilver  generally  resembling  tri- 
dents;   which  makes  me  think  them  to  l)e  as 
ancient  as  the  Satumian  race,  where  the  fenberis 
appropriated  to  Pluto,  and  tłie  latter  to  Neptu«. 
It  is  certain,  that  Pedro  Pelta  Yalle,  tbat  famom 
Italiaa  Trayeller,  carrled  his  kntfe  and  Jbrkiato  tbt 
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SawŁ  Icdies ;  and  be  gives  » laiige  account  how,  at 
tbe  court  of  an  Indian  prince,  be  was  admiied  for 
his  aeatness  in  that  particular,  and  bis  care  in 
wiping  thai  and  his  h^e  before  be  retumed  them 
to  their  respectiTe  repoatories.  I  could  wisb  Dr. 
Wotton,  in  the  next  e4ition  of  his  Modem  Leam- 
iogf  oroald  show  ut  bow  mach  we  are  improred 
atnce  Dr.  Heylln*s  time,  and  tell  aft  the  origiaal  of 
nory  Mpof,  with  which  yooog  heics  are  suffered  to 
mangle  tbeir  own  pudiHng}  as  likewise  of  siiver 
and  gold  knivet,  brought  in  with  the  dessert  for 
canring  ofjeUia  and  orangę-iuUer;  and  the  indis- 
pensable  necessity  of  a  ahn  bttfe  at  tbe  side-board, 
to  miogle  ttUadt  with,  aa  is  with  great  leaming 
madę  out  in  a  treatisecalłed  Acetaria,  concerning 
dicaaing  of  sallads.    A  noble  work !    But  I  tran»- 


And  yet,  pardon  me,  good  doctor,  I  had  almost 
ibrgot  a  thing  that  I  would  not  have  done  for  the 
Korid,  it  is  so  remarkable.  I  think  I  may  be  po- 
.ńtiye,  from  this  ver8e  of  Jurenaly  where  he  speaks 
of  the  Egyptians, 

Ponum  et  cepe  nefaa  Tiolaie,  et  frangere  morsa, 

tbąt  it  was  "  sacrilege  to  chop  a  leek,  or  bite  an 
OBŁon."  Nay,  I  belieye,  tbat  it  amouAts  to  a  de- 
monatiation,  that  Phairaoh  Necho  could  have  no 
tnie  Imiien  porridget  nor  aay  carrier^s  tanee  to  his 
BMittoa ;  tbe  tnie  receipt  of  making  which  sauce 
I  baTe  from  an  ancient  MS.  remaining  at  tbe  Bull- 
inn  in  Bisbopsgate-sreet,  which  runs  tboa: 

"  Take  seTen  spoonAils  of  spriog-water;  slice 
two  onions  of  moderate  8\xe  into  a  large  sanceri 
•nd  put  in  as  much  salt  as  yon  can  hołd  at  thrice 
Iwlwizt  your  Ibre-finger  and  tbumb»  if  large,  and 
■enre  it  up."    Probaium  etł, 

HoBloir,  carrier  to  the  iuuversity 
of  Cambridge, 

Tbe  effigies  of  that  wortfay  person  remains  still 
at  that  inn ;  and  I  dare  say,  not  only  Hobson,  but 
ok)  Birch,  and  many  otbers  of  that  musical  and 
defigfatfbl  profession,  wonld  rather  have  been  la- 
bonrers  at  the  pyramids  with  that  ngale,  than  to 
baye  reigned  at  Memphis,  and  have  been  debarred 
of  it.  I  break  off  abruptiy.  Belieye  me  an  ad- 
mirer  of  your  worth,  and  a  follower  of  your  me- 
tbods  towards  the  increase  of  learning,  and  morę 
especially  yonr,  kc 


LKTTER   IV. 
To  Mf. 
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1  MM.  BOW  Yory  serionsly  employed  in  a  work 
that,  I  bope,  may  be  usefol  to  t^  public,  which  is 
a  poena  of  the  Art  of  Cookery,  tn  imitation  of 
Hoiabe'8  Art  of  Poetry,  inscribed  to  Dr.  lister,  as 
hoping  it  may  be  in  time  readas  a  prebminary  to 
his  woiks.  But  1  hare  not  ranity  eaoogb  to  think 
it  wiH  Uva  so  long.  .  I  haYO  in  the  mean  time  sent 
3roa  an  imitation  of  Horace^s  ioTitation  of  Tor- 
ęBatua  to  supper,  which  is  the  fifth  epistle  of  his 
fint  book.  Perhaps  yon  wUl  flnd  so  many  fiwłts 
in  this>  that  yon  may  sare  me  the  trooble  of  my 
other.pcoposal>  but,  howerer,  taka  it  aa  it  is : 


If  BeUvtll  can  his  generous  soul  confine 
To  a  smali  room,  few  dishes,  and  some  wiue, 
I  sball  expect  my  happiness  at  nioe. 
Two  botties  of  smooth  Palm,  or  Aiyou  white, 
Sfaall  gire  a  welcome,  and  preparedelighŁ; 
Then  for  the  Bourdeaux  you  may  freely  aak ; 
But  the  Champaigne  is  to  each  man  his  flaak* 
I  tell  you  with  what  force  I  keep  the  field ; 
And,  if  you  can  esceed  it,  qpeak ;  PU  yield. 
The  snow-white  damaak  ensigns  are  display 'd. 
And  glittering  salvers  on  the  side-board  laid. 
Thus  we>ll  disperse  all  busy  tboughts  and  cares, 
ThegeneraPs  coniisels,  and  the  statesman^s  fears; 
Nor  shall  sleep  reign  in  that  yreoedent  night, 
Whose  joyfiil  hours  lead  on  Uie  glorious  light, 
Sacred  to  British  worth  in  Blenheim^s  fight. 
The  blessings  of  good46rknne  seem  fefns'd, 
Unless  sometimes  with  generous  freedom  us*d. 
'Tis  madness,  not  fragality,  prepares 
A  Tast  excess  of  wealth  for  squandeńng  heirs. 
Must  1  of  neither  winę  nor  mirth  partake, 
Lest  the  censorious  world  should  cail  me  rake  ? 
Who,  unacquainted  with  the  generous  winę, 
E*er  spoke  bold  trutbs,  or  firam'd  a  great  design  ? 
That  makes  us  iancy  erery  face  has  charms ;       ^ 
Ihat  giires  us  oourage,  and  then  fiods  us  arms ; 
Sees  care  disburtben^dyand  each  tongue  employ'd, 
The  poor  grown  rioh,  and  every  wisb  enjoyM. 

This  111  perform,  and  promise  you  shali  see 
A  cleanliness  from  afifectation  free : 
No  noise,  no  harry,  when  the  meafs  set  on, 
Or,  when  the  dish  is  chang^d,  the  serrants  gone : 
For  all  things  ready,  nothing  morę  to  fetch, 
Whats^er  you  want  is  in  the  ma8ter*8  reach. 
Then  for  the  company,  PU  see  it  chose ; 
Their  emblemuatic  signal  is  tbe  rosę. 
'  If  you  of  Freeman's  raillery  approve, 
Of  Cotton'8  laugh,  and  Winner's  tales  of  iove. 
And  BeUair*s  channing  yoice  may  be  allow*d ; 
What  can  yon  hope  for  better  from  a  crowd  > 
But  1  shall  not  prescribe.    Consult  your  ease, 
Wńte  back  your  men,  and  number,  as  yon  please  t 
Try  your  back-stairs,  and  let  tbe  lobby  wait : 
▲  stiatagem  in  war  is  no  deoeit. 

I  am,  sir,  yours,  &c. 


LETTKR   V. 
To  Mr, 

I  HSRB  send  you  what  I  promised,  A  JDisoonrse 
of  Coolcery,  after  the  metfaod  which  Horace  has 
taken  in  his  Art  of  Poetry,  which  I  baye  all  aiong 
kept  in  my  view ;  for  Horace  certainly  is  an  author 
to  be  imitated  in  the  deliyery  of  ^noefU  for  any 
art  or  idsner.  He  is  indeed  seyere  upon  OUR  sort 
of  leaming  in  some  of  his  mHiiret ;  but  even  there 
he  instructs,  as  in  the  fonrth  satire  of  the  second 
book,  yer.  13. 

Longa  quibas  lacies  oyls  crit,  illa  memento, 
Ut  succi  melioris,  et  ut  magis  alba  rotundis, 
Ponere :  namąue  marem  cohibent  callosa  viteUam« 

Chooseeggsoblong;  remember  theyll  be  found 
Of  sweeter  taste,  siad  whiter  than  the  round  \ 
Tbe  flmiiien  ol  that  iheU  iociudes  the  małs. 


s-^s 


KINGS  POEMS. 


I  am  much  of  his  opinion,  aiid  ćo&ld  only  wishthat 
tbe  world  was  thoroughly  infoimed  of  two  other 
truUu  concerning  eggs.  One  is,  how  incom- 
parably  better  rooskd  eggs  aie  than  boiled ;  tbe 
other,  never  to  eat  any  butter  with  eggt  io  the 
shdL  .  You  cannot  imagine  how  mach  morę  you 
will  have  of  theirilaTour,and  how  much  easierthcy 
will  sit  upon  your  stomach*  The  worthy  person 
who  recommcńded  it  to  me  madę  many  proselytes; 
and  I  haye  the  Tanity  to  tb\nk,  that  1  have  not  been 
altogether  unsucoessful. 

I  have  iu  this  poem  used  a  plain,  easy,  familiar 
ityle,  as  most  fit  for  precept ;  neitber  haire  1  been 
too  exact  an  imitatoc  of  Horace,  as  he  hiniself  di- 
recta.  I  have  not  consulted  any  of  his  translators ; 
netther  Mn  Oldham,  whoMe  copiousncss  mns  into 
parapbrase;  nor  Ben  Jonson,  who  is  admirable  for 
his  olose  foUowing  of  the  original ;  nor  yet  the 
lord  Roscommon,  so  excellent  for  the  beauty  of 
his  language,  and  bis  penetration  into  tbe  very  de- 
sign and  soul  of  that  author.  I  considered,  that  I 
went  upon  a  new  undertaking ;  and  though  I  do 
not  valae  myself  upon  it  so  much  as  Lucretius  did, 
yet  1  dare  say  it  is  morę  innocent  and  inofiensiTe. 

SometimeS)  wben  Horaoe's  rules  come  too  thick 
and  sententioos,  I  have  so  far  taken  liberty  as  to 
p^ss  orer  some  of  them ;  for  I  consider  the  naturę 
and  temper  of  cooks,  who  are  not  of  the  inost  p»- 
tieut  disposition,  as  their  under-servants  too  oflen 
experience.  I  wish  I  might  prevaii  wilrh  them  to 
moderate  their  passions,  which  will  be  the  greater 
conquest,  seeing  a  continoal  beat  is  added  to  their 
natire  fire. 

Amidst  the  variety  of  directions  that  Horace 
gires  us  in  his  Art  of  Poetry,  which  is  one  of  the 
most  accurate  pieces  that  he  or  any  otber  author 
has  written,  there  is  a  sekret  connection  in  reality, 
though  he  doth  not  expres8  it  too  plainly;  and 
therdbre  this  imitation  of  it  has  many  breaks  in  \t 
If  such  as  shall  condeacend  to  read  this  poem 
would  at  the  same  time  consult  Horace*s  original 
liBtin,  or  some  of  the  aforementioned  translators, 
they  would  find  at  Jeast  this  benefit,  tl|at  they 
would  recollect  tbpse  esceUent  instructions  whidi 
he  delirers  to  us  in  such  elegant  language. 

I  could  wish  the  master  and  waidens  of  the 
cooks'  company  would  order  this  poem  to  be  read 
with  due  considerationi ;  for  it  is  not  lightly  to  be 
run  over,  seeing  it  contains  many  usefut  instruc- 
tions for  humaa  life.  It  is  true,  that  some  of  these 
lules  may  seem  morę  principally  to  respect  the 
steward,  clerk  of  the  kitchen,  caterer,  or  perhaj^s 
the  butler.  But  the  cook  being  the  principal  per- 
•Oli,  without  wbom  all  the  rest  will  be  Httle  re- 
garded,  they  are  direetod  to  him ;  and  the  work 
being  designed  for  the  uniyersal  good,  it  will  ac- 
complish  some  part  of  its  intent,  if  those  sort  of 
people  will  improvet>y  it. 

It  may  happen,  in  this  as  in  all  works  of  art^ 
that  there  may  be  some  terms  not  obrious  to  com- 
jnon  readers;  but  they  are  not  many.  The  read- 
er  may  not  have  a  just  idea  of  a  iwoled  mułtotty 
which  is  a  sheep  ruasted  in  its  wool,  to  save  the 
labour  of  flaying.  Baeon  and  JUberi^artt  are  some- 
tbing  unusual ;  but,  sińce  ipnui-Uait  and  putackio- 
tmit  are  much  the  same  thing,  and  to  be  seen  in 
J)t,  .Salmon*8  Family  Dictionary,  those  persons 
who  have  a  desire  for  them  may  easily  find  the  way 
to  make  them.'  As  for  groid,  it  is  an  old  Oanish 
dibh ;  and  it  is  claimed  as  an  honour  to  theancient 


fiunily  of  Leigfa,  to  oarty  a  dish  of  it  up  to  the 
ronation.  A  dooarff^  was  prepared  for  king  James 
the  First,  when  Jeffiy,  bis  dwarf,  rosę  out  of  one 
armed  with  a  swoid  and  buckJer;  and  is  so  record- 
ed  in  bistory,  that  there  are  few  but  know  it. 
Thofigh  marmatedfi^  hippocraes^  and  aM^uet,  stfe 
known  to  all  that  deal  in  cookery ;  yet  terrents  are 
not  so  usual,  being  a  silter  yessel  fliled  with  the  ' 
most  costly  dainties,  after  the  manner  of  an  og/«>. 
A  iUTprite  is  likewise  a  dish  not  so  very  common  ; 
which,  promising  Httle  finom  its  first  appearaoce, 
when  open  abóunds  with  all  sorts  of  variety; 
which  I  cannot  better  resemblc  than  to  the  fifth 
act  of  one  of  our  modem  comedies.  Lest  MtmUtkt 
Fimegar,  Taliestin,  and  Bomt^  sboold  be  taken  for 
dishes  of  rarities ;  it  may  be  known,  that  Montetfa 
was  a  gentleman  with  a  scalloped  coat,  that  Vine- 
gar  keepsthe  ring  at  Lincoln's-inn-flelds,  Taliesaia 
was  one  of  the  most  ancient  bards  amongst  tiie 
Britons,  and  Bossa  one  of  the  most  certain  tn- 
structors  in  criticism  that  this  latter  age  bas  pro- 
duced. 

I  hope  it  will  not  be  taken  iii  by  the  wita,  that 
1  cal]  my  cooks  by  the  title  of  ingenious ;  for  I 
cannot  imagine  why  cooks  may  not  be  as  well  read 
as  any  other  persons.  1  am  surę  their  tfprtHticmy 
oi  late  5rears,  have  had  very  great  opportunities 
of  improvement ;  and  men  of  the  first  pretenoeB 
to  literaturę  have  been  very  libera],  and  sent  io 
their  contributions  irery  largely.  They  ]iave  been 
very  servioeable  both  to  ślńł  and  ooen;  and  for 
these  tWeWe  montbs  past,  whilst  Dr.  Wotton  with 
his  Modem  Leaming,  was  defending  pye-cfirsi  from 
scorching,  his  deac  friend,  Dr.  Bentley,  with  bis 
Phalaris,  has  been  singing  of  ćapotu.  Not  tbat  this 
was  occasioned  by  any  superfluity  or  tediousness 
of  their  writings,  or  mutnal  commendations ;  bot 
it  was  found  out  by  some  worthy  patriota,  to  malce 
the  iabours  of  the  tao  doclon,  as  fiu*  as  possible,  to 
become  useful  to  the  public. 

Indeed,  cookery  bas  an  influence  upon  medPs 
actioos  even  in  the  highcst  stations  of  haman 
life.  The  great  phUosopber  Pytbagoras,  in  his 
Oolden  Yerses,  shows  hinisrlf  to  be  extremely  nice 
in  eatingf  when  he  makes  it  on^  of  his  chief  prin- 
ciples  of  morality  to  abstain  from  beam*  The 
noblest  foundations  of  honotir,  justice,  aud  inte- 
grity,  were  found  to  lić  bid  iA  łwmipt;  as  appears 
in  that  great  dictator,  Cincinnatus,  who  went  from 
the  plough  to  tbe  command  of  the  Roman  army ; 
and,  having  brought  home  rictory,  rp.tired  to  bis 
cottage :  for,  wbeia  fhe  Samnite  ambassadors  came 
thither  to  him  With  a  large  bribe,  aiid  found  him 
dressing  iumips  for  his  repast,  they  immediately 
retumed  with  this  seutence,  "  That  it  was  impos* 
sible  to  preyail  upon  him  that  could  be  contented 
with  such  a  lupperJ'  In  shórt,  therc  are  no  hono- 
rary  appellations  but  what  may  be  madę  use  of  to 
cooks;  for  I  find  throughout  the  wbola  nce  of 
Charlemaigne,  that  the  great  cook  of  the  palące 
was  one  of  tbe  prime  ministers  of  state,  and  con- 
ductor  of  armies :  so  truę  is  that  maxim  of  Paulus 
iEmilius,  after  his  glorious  expedition  into  Greece, 
when  he  was  to  entertain  the  Roman  people^ 
"  that  there  was  eqnal  skill  re<)Qired  to  bring  aa 
army  into  the  field,  and  to  set  forth  a  magnificent 
entertainment ;  sińce  the  one  was  as  fiur  as  possiUe 
to  annoy  your  enemy,  and  the  other  to  pieasua 
your  friend.''  In  sbort,  as  for  all  persons  tliat 
have  not  a  due  regaid  for  tbe  leamed,  indiistiMNiSy 
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mond,  ii{nigfat,  and  wkdike  profenion  of  cookery, 
may  tbey  lirę  as  the  ancient  inbabitants  of  Fuerte 
Yentura,  one  of  tbe  Canary  Isbnds,  where,  tbey 
being  80  barbafoas  as  to  make  the  most  eotUempti&le 
peraon  to  be  their  buidkr,  tbey  had  likewise  tbeir 
meta  terrod  ap  ratD^  becaose  tbey  had  no  tire  to 
dress  it;  and  I  take  this  to  be  a  condition  bad 
enoogh  of  all  conscience ! 

As  this  smali  essay  finds  acceptance,  I  shall  be 
cncouraged  to  pursue  a  great  desigii  1  have  in  band, 
of  poblisbio^  a  Bibliotheca  Calinańa,or  the  Cook's 
Complete  Library,  wbicb  shall  be^n  witb  a  trans- 
latjoii,  or  at  least  an  epitome,  of  Athenaeus,  who 
treats  of  all  things  belonging  to  a  Orecian  feast. 
He  sball  be  publisbed,  with  all  his  ammenUf  usąfu/ 
giostegy  and  indaet^of  a  rast  copiousness,  witb  cuts 
of  the  batiing^ia^et,  drippin^-pant,  and  drwtging^ 
&(KK»,  &c.  lately  dug  up  at  Romę,  out  of  an  old 
MiAierrunfMH  ikułiiry.  I  design  to  hare  all  autbors  in 
all  languages  npon  tbat  subject;  tberefore  pray 
oooaolt  what  oriental  manuscnpts  you  have.  I 
remember  £rpenius,  in  his  notes  upon  Locman'8 
^ables  (whom  1  takć  to  be  the  same  person  witb 
.^Eaop),  gives  us  an  admirable  receipt  for  making 
the  «iMfr  mUif  that  is,  the  bcnrof  clabbery  of  the  Ara- 
bians.  I  should  be  glad  to  know  how  Mahomet 
nsed  to  haye  his  shaulder  qf  muUan  dressed.  I  have 
heard  he  lyas  a  greatlover  of  that  joint;  and  that 
a  maid  of  an  inn  poisoned  him  with  one,  saying, 
*'  \f  he  is  a  prophet,  he  will discover  it;  if  he  is  an 
impostor,  no  matter  what  becomes  of  him."  1 
sbail  bave  occasion  for  the  assistaoce  of  all  my 
frieods  in  this  great  work.  I  some  posts  ago  de* 
aired  a  friend  to  inąuire  what  manuscnpts  Sol. 
Harding,  a  famous  cook,  may  have  lefb  behind  him 
at  Oxfoid.  He  says,  be  finds  amung  his  execators 
aereral  admirable  hiUt  ąffare  for  Arutołle  suppcrs, 
and  entertainments  of  country  strangers,  wtth  cer- 
tain  prices,  according  to  tbeir  several  seasons.  He 
lajs,  some  pages  have  lai^ge  black  crosscs  drawn 
orer  them ;  but  for  tbe  greater  part  the  books  are 
£iir  and  legible. 

Sir,  I  would  beg  you  to  search  Cooks'  Hall,  what 
manuacripts  they  may  hare  in  their  archiyes.  See 
;what  in  Guildhall :  what  account  of  cusiard  in  the 
aword-bearei^s  office :  how  many  tun  he,  a  com- 
mon  cryer,  or  a  common  bunt,  may  eat  in  tłieir 
life-time.  But  1  ti-ansgress  the  bounds  of  a  letter, 
and  have  strayed  from  my  subject,  which  should 
bare  been,  to  beg  yuu  to  read  the  foUowing  lines, 
when  yott  are  inclined  to  be  most  fayourabłe  to 
yoar  friend ;  fbr  eise  they  wiU  never  be  able  to  en- 
dare  your  just  censure;  I  rely  upon  your  good- 
;  and  1  am 

Yonr  most  obliged,  &c. 


LETTER    VL 

To  Mr. 

BBAR  SIR, 

I  HAYB  reflected  npbn  the  discourse  I  had  with 
you  the  other  day,  and;  opon  serious  consider- 
ation,  find,  that  the  trtic  understandMg  of  the  whole 
Art  of  Cookery  will  b«  usefni  to  all  persons  tliat 
pretend  to  thuMlet  leitret,  and  especially  to  poets. 

1  do  not  find  it  proceeds  from  any  cnraity  of  the 
eaoks,'  bot  it  is  rather  tbe  fault  of  tlicir  masters^ 


that  poets  are  not  so  welt  aoąUainted  with  /good 
eating,  as  otherwise  tbey  might  be,  if  oftener 
iDYited.  However,  even  in  Mr.  D'l7rfey*s  pre- 
sencc,  this  1  would  be  bound  to  say,  '*  That  a  good 
dinner  is  brotber  to  a  good  poem:'*  only  it  is 
something  morę  substantiai,  and,  between  two  and 
three  a  clock,  morę  agreeable. 

1  bave  known  a  supper  make  the  most  diterting 
part  of  a  comedy.  Mr.  Betterton,  in  Tbe  Łiber- 
tine*,  bas  set  very  gravely  with  the  leg  of  a 
chicken :  but  I  have  scen  Jacomo  very  merry^  and 
eat  very  heartily  of  pease  and  buttered  eggs,  under 
the  table.  The  host,  in  The  Yillain  ',  who  Carries 
tables,  stools,  furnitnre,  and  provisions,  all  about 
him,  gives  great  content  to  the  spectators^  when 
from  the  crown  of  bis  bat  he  produces  his  cold  ca- 
pod ;  so  Armariliis  (or  rather  Parthenope,  as  I 
takjB  it)  in  The  Rehearsal,  with  her  winę  in  ber 
spear,  and  her  pye  in  her  helmet ;  and  tbe  Cook 
that  slobbers  his  beard  with  sack-posset,  in  The 
Man^s  the  Master^;  have,  in  my  upinion,  madę 
the  mOst  diyerting  part  of  the  action.  These  em- 
bellishments  we  have  received  from  our  imitation 
of  the  ancient  poets.  Horace,  in  his  Satines,  makes 
Maecenas  very  merry  with  the  recollection  of  ^he 
unusual  entertainments  and  dishes  giren  him  by 
Nasidienos;  and  with  his  raillery  upon  garlick  in 
his  third  Epode.  -The  supper  of  Petronius,  with  alt 
its  maehines  and  contńyances,  gires  us  tbe  most 
liyelydescription of Nero's luxury.  Juvenal spends 
a  whole  satire  about  the  price  and  dressiog  of  a 
single  fish,  with  the  judgmeiit  of  the  Roman  scnate 
conceming  it.  Thus,  whether  serious  or  jocose, 
good  eating  is  madę  the  subject  and  ingredient  of 
poetical  entertainments. 

I  think  all  poets  agree,  that  episodes  are  to  be 
interwoyen  in  their  poems  with  tbe  greatest  nioety 
of  art ;  and  so  it  is  the  same  thing  at  a  good  ta- 
ble: and  yet  I  have  secn  a  Tery  good  episode  (give 
me  leaye  to  cali  it  so)  madę  by  sending  out  the  leg 
bf  a  goose,  or  the  gizzard  of  a  torkey,  to  be  broiled : 
though  I  know,  that  critlcs  with  a  good  stomach 
have  been  ofiended  that  the  unity  of  action  should 
be  so  far  broken.  And  yet,  as  in  our  plays,  so  at 
our  common  tables,  many  episodes  are  allowed,  aa 
slicing  of  cucumbers,  dressing  of  sallads,  seaaouing 
the  inside  of  a  sorioin  of  beef,  breaking  lobsters^ 
daws,  stewing  wild  docks,  toasting  of  cheese,  legs 
of  larks,  and  sev€ral  others. 

A  poet,  who,  by  proper  eicpressions  and  pleasing 
images,  is  to  lead  us  tnto  the  knowledge  of  neces- 
sary  truth,  may  delude  his  audtence  extremely, 
and  indeed  barbarously,  unless  he  bas  some  know- 
ledge of  this  Art  of  Cookery,  and  the  progress  of 
it.  Would  it  not  sound  ridiculous  to  hear  Atex- 
aoder  the  Great  command  his  eannon  to  be  mount* 
ed,  and  to  throw  red-hot  bullets  out  of  his  moriar* 
piece*  ?  or  to  have  Statira  talk  of  tapesiry-hangingt, 
which,  all  tbe  Icamed  know,  were  many  years 
after  ber  death  first  huog  np  in  the  hall  of  king 
Attalus  ?  Should  sir  Jc^n  Falstaff  oomplain  of 
having  dirtied  his  lUk  siockiTtgs,  or  Annę  of  tBoleyn 
cali  lUr  her  coaek ;  would  an  audieuce  endare  it, 
when  all  tbe  world  knows  that  queen  Elizabeth 
was  tbe  first  that  had  her  eoachy  or  worani  ttock' 

'  A  tregedy  by  Thomas  Shadwell,  acted  ł676. 
3  A  tragedy  by  Thomas  Porter,  acted  1663. 
*  A  comedy  by  sir  William  Davenant,  acted 
1669. 


QSO 


KiN6'S  POEMS. 


mgs  f  Keither  can  a  poet  put  kopt  in  an  English- 
man*8  drink  before  AeMty  came  ia:  nor  can  be 
,  Kire  him  with  a  dish  of  C4ap  before  that  time :  be 
migbt  as  well  give  king  James  tbe  First  a  disb  of 
tuparagus  upou  bis  first  coming  to  London,  which 
were  nót  brought  into  Kiigland  till  many  years 
after;  or  make  Owen  Tudor  present  queen  Ca- 
tharine  with  a  mgar-loaff  wbereas  be  might  as 
easily  bave  given  ber  a  diamond  as  laige,  seeing 
the  toring  of  cahu  at  Wood-strect  comer,  and  tbe 
T^fimng  of  iugar,  nras  but  an  inycntion  of  two  bun- 
dred  years  standiog,  and  before  tbat  time  our  an- 
cestors  sweetened  and  gamished  all  with  komy,  of 
wkicb  tbere  are  some  remains  ip  WMttr  bcmlt, 
hanm  hratktt  and  large  nmaejf,  sent  for  presents 
from  litcbfield. 

But  now,  on  the  contrary,  it  would  show  his 
reading,  if  the  poet  put  a  hen^urk^  npon  a  table 
in  a  tragedy;  and  therefore  I  would  adrise  it  iii 
Hamlet,  instead  of  their  painted  tńfles ;  and  1  be- 
lieve  it  would  gire  morę  satisfaction  to  tbe  actors. 
For  Diodoras  Siculus  re^iorts,  how  tbe  si^ters  of 
Meleager,  or  Dioroedes,  mourning  for  their  bro- 
tber,  were  turocd  into  het^urheifi;  from  wbeoce 
prooeeds  their  stateliness  of  gate,  reseryedness  in 
conversation,  and  melanchoiy  in  tbe  tonę  of  their 
Toice,  and  all  their  actions.  But  this  irauld  be  tbe 
most  improper  meat  in  the  worki  for  a  comedy ; 
for  melanchoiy  and  disŁress  require  adiffeieDt  sort 
of  diet,  as  well  as  language :  and  I  hare  beard  of 
a  fair  lady,  that  was  pleased  to  say,  "  that,  if  she 
were  upon  a  stiange  road,and  dri^en  to  great  ne- 
cessity,  she  believed  she  might  for  once  l^  able  to 
tup  upon  a  tack^pottet  and  a  fat  a^n,^* 

1  am  surę  poets,  as  well  as  cooks,  are  for  haviog 
all  wordsuicely  chosea  and  properly  adapted;  and 
therefore,  1  believe,  they  would  sbow  tbe  same  re- 
gret  tbat  I  do,  to  bear  persons  of  some  rank  and 
quality  say,  "  Pray  cut  up  tbat  goose.  Help  me 
to  some  of  that  chićken,  hen,  or  capon,  or  balf 
that  ploYer;"  not  consideńng  how  indiscreętly 
tbey  talk,  before  mai  ąf  art,  whose  proper  teims  are, 
<<  Break  AaŁ  goote  ;  fmst  tkai  ehickcn;  spoil  that  hot; 
Ę0UDi  that  capon  ;  mince  iiai  ploQer.**-^U  they  are  so 
much  out  in  common  things,  hOw  much  morę  will 
tbey  be  with  biłiemt,  kerotu,  eranet,  and  peaeoektf 
B»t  it  is  irain  for  us  to  complain  of  the  faalts  and 
errours  of  tbe  world,  uuless  we  lend  our  helping- 
hand  to  retrieve  them. 

To  coiiclude^  our  greatest  author  of  dramatic 
poetry,  Mr.  Dryden,  bas  madę  use  of  the  mysteries 
of  this  art  in  the  prologues  to  two  of  his  plays,  one 
a  tragedy,  the  otber  a  comedy ;  in  which  be  has 
•hown  his  greatest  art,  and  prored  most  success- 
fkil.  I  had  not  seen  the  play  for  some  years,  be- 
|ore  I  hit  upon  almost  the  same  wonU  that  be  has 
|n  tba  foUowing  pfologue  to  All  for  Love: 

Fops  may  ba^e  leare  to  level  all  they  can, 
As  płgmies  would  be  glad  to  top  a  man. 
Half-wits  are  fleas^  so  little  and  so  light. 
We  tcarce  could  know  tbey  Ii  ve,  but  tibat  they  bite. 
Bnt»  as  the  rich,  when  tir^d  with  daily  feasts. 
For  change,beGome  their  next  poor  tenanfs  guests, 
Jhmk  he^tydna^kU  qf  ale  from  plain  brown  bowlt, 
^ndtnatth  the  kontehf  Tosherfrom  the  coalt ; 
So  yoa,  retiring  from  much  better  cheer. 
For  OBce  may  Tentm«  to  do  penanee  faere ; 
Aad,  sińce  that  i^enteous  Autumu  now  is  past, 
Whoee  gtapes  aad  paaches  ba^e  Liidulg*d  your  taste. 


Take  in  good  part  fcom  our  poor  poat's  board 

Such  8hńveled  firuit  as  Winter  can  affard. 

How  fcpt  and  Jleat  should  come  together,  I  caik- 
not  easUy  acaount  for ;  but  1  doubt  not  but  bis  ale^ 
raskeff  grapet,  peaeket^  and  thrioded  appkt^  might 
"  pit,  box,  and  gaJilery,"  it  well  enough.  His  pro* 
logue  to  Sir  Martin  Mar-all  is  such  an  exquisite 
poem,  taken  from  the -same  art,  tbat  I  could  wish 
it  traoblated  into  Latin,  to  be  prefised  to  Dr.  lisr 
ter^s  work.    The  whole  is  as  foUows : 

PROLOGUE. 

Fools,  which  each  man  meets  in  his  dish  each 
Are  yet  the  great  regalia  of  a  play ;  [^Yw 

In  which  to  poets  yoo  but  just  appear, 
To  pńze  tbat  highest  which  cost  them  so  dear. 
Pops  in  the  town  morę  easily  will  pass, 
Oue  story  makes  a  statutable  ass : 
But  such  in  plays  must  be  much  thicker  sown, 
Like  yolks  of  eggs,  a  dozen  beat  to  one. 
Obs^rring  poets  all  their  walks  invade, 
As  men  watch  woodcocks  gliding  tfarough  a  glade  ; 
And,  when  they  have  enoagb  for  comedy, 
They  >stow  their  seyeral  bodies  in  a  pye. 
The  poet's  but  the  cook  to  foshion  it. 
For,  gallants,  you  yourseWes  have  fouud  the  wiL 
To  bid  you  welcome,  would  your  bounty  wrong : 
Nonę  welcome  those  who  bring  their  ekeerS  along. 

The  image  (which  is  the  great  perfection  of  a 
poet)  is  so  extremely  lirely,  and  wdl  painted,  tbat 
metbiuks  I  see  the  whole  audience  with  a  dish  of 
buttered  eggs  in  one  hand,  and  a  woodcock-pye  in 
the  otber.  I  hope  I  may  be  cxcused,  after  so  great 
an  example ;  for  1  declare  1  have  no  design  but  to 
cncourage  leaming,  and  am  very  far  from  any  de- 
signs  against  it  And  therefore  I  hope  the  worthy 
gentleman,  who  said,  that  the  Joumey  to  London 
ought  to  be  bumt  by  the  common  bangman,  as  a 
book,  that,  if  received,  would  discourage  ingef> 
nuity,  wonld  be  pleased  not  to  make  his  bonfiie  at 
the  upper  end  of  Ludgate-street,  for  fear  of  endan- 
gering  the  booksellers'  shops  and  tbe  cathedral. 

I  bare  abundance  morę  to  say  upon  these  sub- 
jects ;  but  I  am  afraid  my  first  coarse  is  so  tediousy 
that  you  will  excuse  me  both  the  second  course  and 
the  dessert,  and  cali  for  pipes  and  a  candle.  But 
consider,  the  pi^iers  come  from  an  old  fińend;  and 
spare  them  out  of  compassion  to. 

Sir,  Slc. 


Lif  TT  ER    VII. 
To  Mr, • 


BIR, 


I  AM  no  great  lover  of  writing  morę  tban  I  am 
forced  to,  and  therefore  bare  not  troubled  you  with 
my  letters  to  <MngFatulate  your  good  Ibitune  ta 
London,  or  jko  bemoan  our  unbappiness  in  the  k>as 
of  you  hcre.  Tbe  occasion  of  this  is,  to  desira 
your  assistaace  in  a  matter  that  I  am  foUen  into 
by  the  advice  of  some  friends ;  but,  uoless  they 
help  me,  it  will  be  impossible  for  me  to  gei  out  flC 

I  Some  critics  read  it  ckńr*    KJNG. 
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it  I  liare  had  the  misftntiiiie  to-— Write ;  bat, 
what  ia  wone,  I  haTe  nerer  oonaidered  whetber 
any  one  would  read.  Nay,  1  have  been  so  very 
bad  aa  to  deńgn  to  priat;  bot  tltta  a  wicked 
thought  eame  acrots  Hae  with  <*  Who  will  buy?" 
For,  tf  1  tell  you  the  title,  yoa  wiU  be  of  my  mind, 
tbat  the  Tery  name  will  destroy  it :  **  Tbe  Art  of 
Cookery,  in  Imitation  of  Hoiace**  Art  of  Poetry; 
with  iome  fieuniliar  Letters  to  Dr.  Lister  and 
oth^n,  occasioaed  principally  by  tbe  Title  of  a 
Book,  published  by  tbe  Doctor,  conccmiiig  the 
Soapa  and  Sauces  of  the  Ancients.'*  To  this  a 
bcaa  will  ery,  "  Phongh !  what  have  I  to  do 
with  kitches-stuff?"  To  which  1  anawer,  "  Buy 
it>  and  gpTe  it  to  your  senrants."  For  I  hope  to 
live  to  see  the  day  when  every  mistress  of  a 
Amily,  and  every  steward,  shall  cali  up  their 
cbildren  and  senrants  with,  **  Comę,  miss  Betty, 
how  much  have  you  goŁ  of  your  Art  qf  Cookeryf* 
"  Where  did  you  Ieave  off,  miss  Isabel?"— -"  Miss 
Kitty,  are  you  no  iartber  than  Kmg  Se/uy  and  the 
MUUrf^'-^**  Yes,  madam,  1  am  come  to 

—His  name  shall  be  enroll^ 
In  Ertcowfs  book,  whose  gridiron^s  framVl  of  gold. 

■*  Pray,  mother,  is  that  our  master  Estcourt?* — 
**  Well^  child,  if  you  mind  this,  you  shall  not  be 
pot  to  your  Assemhly  Caieekum  oext  Saturday.*' 
What  a  glorious  sight  it  will  be,  and  how  becom- 
ing  a  jBrreat  family,  to  see  the  butler  out-Ieaniing 
the  steward,  and  the  painful  scullery-maid  exert. 
ing  ber  memory  far  beyond  the  mumping  houSe- 
keeper !  I  am  told,  that,  if  a  book  is  any  thing 
uae&l,  the  printers  hare  a  way  of  pirating  on  oue 
anotber,  and  prinUng  other  persons*  copies;  which 
is  Tery  barbarous.  And  then  shall  I  be  forced  to 
come  out  with,  **  The  Tme  Art  of  Cookery  is  only 
to  be  had  at  Mr.  Pindar^s,  a  patten-maker^s,  under 
St.  Dunstao^s  church,  with  tbe  author^s  seal  at  the 
title-page,  beiqg  three  sauce-pans,  in  a  bend 
proper,  on  a  cook's  apron,  argent.  Beware  of 
counterfeits."  And  be  forced  to  put  out  ad^er- 
tłsements,  with  "  Strops*for  razors,  and  the  best 
spectacles,  are  to  be  only  had  at  tbe  Archimedes, 

I  design  proposals,  which  I  most  get  deliyered 
to  the  cooks'  company,  for  tbe  roaking  an  order 
that  every  apprentice  shall  have  the  Art  of 
Cookery  wheu  he  is  bound,  which  he  shall  say 
by  bcart  before  he  is  madę  iiree;  and  then  he  shall 
kave  Dr.  Lister^s  book  of  Soups  and  Sauces 
delirered  to  him  for  his  futurę  practice.  But  you 
know  better  what  I  am  to  do  than  1.  For  the 
kiiidness  you  may  show  me,  I  shall  always  endea- 
Tonr  to  make  what  rctums  lay  in  my  power. 

I  am  yours,  &c. 


LETTER  VIII, 

To  Mr. 

]>BARUR, 

I  CANKOT  but  recommend  to  your  perusal  a 
I«te  exquisite  comedy,  called  The  Lawyer^s 
Foitno^;  or,  Lotc  in  a  Hollow  Tree;  which 
piece  has  its  peculiar  embellishments,  and  is  a 
poem  carefolly  Iramed  aocording  to  the  nicest 
rales  of  the  Art  of  Cookery;  for  the  play  opens 
'  a  icene  of  good  houiewifery,  wher«  FaTourite, 


the  house-keeper,  mahes  tkia  cmaplahit  to  bidy 
Bonona. 

"  Fav.  The  last  mutton  killed  was  lean,  mt- 
dam.     Should  not  some  fat  shoep  be  bought  iu  ? 

Bon.  What  say  you,  Let-acre,  to  it  ? 

Let.  This  is  the  worst  time  of  the  year  fer 
sheep.  The  fresh  grass  makes  them  iałl  away, 
and  tbey  begin  to  taste  of  the  wool  j  they  must 
be  spared  a  while,  and  Favourite  must  cast  to 
spend  some  salt-meat  and  fisb.  I  hope  we  sball 
bave  some  £st  calves  shortly." 

What  can  be  morę  agreeable  than  this  to  the 
Art  of  Cookery,  where  our  author  says. 

But  though  my  edge  be  not  too  nicely  set, 
Yet  I  another's  appetite  may  whet; 
May  teach  him  when  to  buy,  when  season's  past, 
What^s  stale,  what*s  choice,  wbat's  plentiful,  wh^t 

waste, 
And  lead  him  tbrough  the  yarious  maże  of  taste* 

In  the  seoond  act,  Valentine,  Mrs.  Bonona'8 
son,  the  consummate  character  of  the  play,  łunr- 
ing  in  the  first  act  lost  his  hawk,  and  consequent]y 
his  way,  henighted  and  /os/,  ami  seemg  a  ligki  in  a 
dutani  house,  eomet  to  the  thrjfhf  widbw  Fwrhttft, 
(which  is  exactly  according  to  the  rule,  "  A  prince, 
who  in  a  forest  rides  astray ! '')  tohefe  ktfouk  the  eld 
gentiewomoM  eartSng,  the  fair  Plorida,  her  daughtfr 
woricing  m  a  paramenty  wkiUt  the  nuad  u  ^inning, 
Peg  reachet  a  chmr;  »aek  it  called  for;  and  in  tiie 
mean  thhe  the  good  old  gentleteonutn  complaint  eo  of 
rogues,  that  Ae  eon  tearee  heep  a  goote  or  a  turkey  in 
*ąf€iy,  for  them.  Then  Phrida  entert,  with  a  Uttte 
tńńte  botile,  aboui  a  pint^  ani  an  oldfbthioned  gUm, 
fUlt,  and  gioet  her  megier;  ehe  drinks  to  VaIeiUine,  he 
to  florida,  the  to  him  again,  he  to  Fiinota^  nho  tett  U 
down  on  the  tobie,  jifler  a  tmaU  time,  the  old  lady  criet, 
**  Weil,  it  is  my  bed-time ;  but  my  daughter  will 
show  you  the  way  to  yours :  for  1  know  you  would 
willingly  be  in  it."  This  was  extremely  kind! 
Now,  upon  her  retirement,  (see  tbe  great  judg- 
ment  of  the  poet!)  she  being  an  old  gentlewoman 
that  went  to  bed,  he  suits  the  followin^  regale 
according  to  the  age  of  the  person.  Had  boys 
been  put  to  bed,  it  had  been  proper  to  have 
"  laid  the  goose  to  the  fire:**  but  here  it  ia  other- 
wise ;  ibr,  after  some  intermediate  discourse,  he 
is  invited  to  a  repast ;  when  he  modestly  escuses 
himself  with,  "  Tnily,  madam,  I  have  no  stomach 
to  any  meat,  but  to  comply  with  you.  Yon  haTe, 
madam,  entertained  me  with  all  that  is  desirable 
already."  The  lady  tellt  him  '*  cold  supper  is  bet- 
ter  than  nonę;"  tohetitt  at  the  tabU,  offert  to  eat, 
hut  cannoi.  I  am  surę,  florace  could  not  have 
prepared  himself  more.exactly;  for,  (according  to 
the  rule',  "  A  widów  bas  Cold  pye**)  though  Va- 
lentine,  being  Iove-sick,  couki  not  eat,  yet  it  was 
his  fault,  and  not  the  poet's.  Bot,  when  Valen- 
tine  is  to  retom  the  civility,  and  to  inyite  madam 
Furiosa,  and  madam  Florida,  with  other  good 
company,  to  his  mother  the  hospitable  lady  Bo- 
nona*s,  (who  by  the  by,  had  called  for  two  bottles 
of  winę  for  Łatitat  her  attomey)  then  affluence 
and  dainties  are  to  appear  (according  to  this 
Terse  "  Mangoes,  poUrgo,  champignons,  caveare^); 
and  Mrs.  Favourite,  the  housekeeper,  makes  the^e 
mott  important  enąuiries : 

«  Fav.  Mistaess,  śhaU  I  put  aoy  moihrooinl, 
masgoes,  or  bamboonsi  into  th^  salM) 
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Bo*.  Ve9, 1  |nr>ythte,  the  bett  tb<m  hast 
Fav.  Shall  I  use  ketch-up  or  anchOTiet  ra  the 
gravy? 
Bon.  What  you  will.»» 

But,  however  magniflcent  the  dinner  mi^ht  be, 
yet  Mrs.  Bonona,  as  tbe  manner  of  sotfoe  persons 
i»j  makes  ber  6xcuse  for  it,  with,  **  W^I,  gentle- 
tnen,  can  ye  spare  a  little  time  to  take  a  short 
dinner  ?  I  promise  yoti,  it  sball  not  be  long.'*    It 
ia  very  probable,  though  tbe  autbor  Joes  not  make 
any  of  the  guests  giye  a  relation  of  it,  tbat  Valen- 
tme,  being  a  great  sportsmAn,  might  fumisb  the 
table  with  gamę  and  wild-fowl.     There'  was  at 
letist  one  pheasant  in  the  bouse,  wbicb  Yalentine 
told  his  mother  of  tbe  moming  ^lefore.  '*  Madam, 
I  bad  a  good  fligbt  of  a  pheasant-rock,  tbat,  after 
i^y  bawk  selzed,  madę  bead  as  if  be  would  bare 
ibugbt;  but  my  bawk  plumed  bim  presently." 
Kow  it  is  not  reasonablc  to  suppose,  tbat,  Yally 
lying  abroad  tbat  night,  the  old  genttewomsin  un- 
der  tbat  concern  would  bave  any  stomacb  to  it 
for  btr  own  supper.     Howevcr,  to  see  the  iate  of 
things,  there  is  nothing  permanent;  for  one  Mrs. 
Candia  making  (though  innocently)  a  present  of 
an  bawk  to  Yalentine,  Florida  his  mistress  gix>W8 
jealous,  and  resoWes  to  leave  bim,  and  run  away 
with  an  odd  sort  of  fellow,  one  major  Sly.    Ya- 
lentine, to  appease  ber,  sends  a  message  to  ber 
by  a  boy,  who  tells  ber,  '*  His  master,  to  show 
tbe  trouble  be  took  by  ber  misapprehension,  had 
sent  ber  some  risible  tokens,  the  bawk  tom  to- 
pieces  with  his  own  bands;**  and  łhen  puUt  cud  ąf 
the  hoiket  the  nńngs  and  legs  ąfafowL    So  we  see  the 
poor  bird  demolished,  and  all  hopes  of  wild-fowl 
destidyed  for  the  futurę:   and  happy  were  it  if 
misfortuoes  would  stop  berę.     But,  tbe  cniel 
beauty  refusing  to  b^-appeased,  Yalentine  takes 
a  sodden  resoiution,  wbicb  be  communicates  to 
Łet-acre  the  steward,  to  bnuh-off,  and  cttii  hit  ha-- 
biiałum,     Howeyei*  it  was>  whether  Let-acre  did 
not  think  his  young  master  real,  and  Yalentine 
baving  threatened  the  housekeeper  to  kick  ber 
immediately  before  for  being  too  fond  of  bim, 
and  his  boy  being  raw  and  uncxperienced  in  tra- 
velling,  it  seems  they  madę  but  slender  proTision 
fortbdr  espcdition^  for  there  is  but  one  scenę 
interposed,  before  we  find  distressF\}  Yalentine  in 
the  most  miscrable  condition  tbat  the  joint  arts 
of  poetry  and  cookery  are  able  to  represent  bim. 
There  is  a  scenę  of  the  greatest  horrour,  and  most 
moring  to  compassion,  of  any  thing  tbat  1  bave 
seen  amongst  the  modemsj  **  Taiks  of  no  pyra- 
mids  of  fowl,  or  bisks  of  fish,"  is  nothing  tu  it ; 
for  berę  we  see  an  Innocent  person,  anless  po- 
nisbed  for  bis  mother^s  and  bousekeeper*s  extfa- 
▼agance,  as  was  said  before,  in  their  musbrooms, 
mangoes,  bamboons,  ketchup,  and  anchoTies,  re- 
duced  to  the  extremity  of  eating  his  dtcete  without 
bread,  and  having  no  other  drink  but  water.    For 
ke  and  hit  bey,  with  two  saddkt  on  his  back  and  XBalkt, 
came  into  a  walk  of  canfuttdtrees^  tehere  an  owi  hoilotes, 
a  bear  and  leopard  walk  acrost  the  de$ert  at  a  ^stonce, 
anJ  yet  theg  venłure  in;  where  Yalentine  accosts 
his  boy  with  tbese  lines,  which  would  draw  tears 
from  any  tbiiig  tbat  is  not  marble : 

"  Hang  up  thy  wallet  on  tbat  tree 
And  creep  thou  in  this  bolłow  place  with  me, 
Let's  berę  repose  our  wearied  limbs  Uli  they  morę 
weariedbe! 


Bot.  There  is  nothing  left  in  the  wallet 
but  one  piece  of  cheese.  What  aball  we  do  for 
bread? 

Yał.  When  we  bare,  slept  we  wilj  aeek  oat 
Some  roots  tbat  sball  sapply  that  donbt. 

Bqt.  Bot  no  drink,  master } 

Yal.  Under  tbat  rock  a  spring  I  see, 
Wbicb  sbaU  refresh  my  tlunt  and  thee." 

Śo  the  act  closcs;  and  it  is  dismal  for  tbe  an- 
dience  to  consider  how  Yalentine  and  tbe  poor 
boy,  who,  it  seems,  had  a  coming  stomacb,  shoald 
continue  there  ali  tiie  time  the  musie  was  playing, 
and  longer.  But,  to  ease  them  of  their  patn,  by 
an  inrention  which  the  poets  cali  eałaUrophef  Ya- 
lentine, though  with  a  long  beardy  and  reiy  neofc 
with  fastiilg,  is  reconciled  to  Florida,  who,  em- 
bracing  bim,  says,  "  1  doubt  I  hare  offimded  bim 
too  much ;  bfit  I  will  attend  him  home,  cberish 
bim  with  cordials,  make  him  brotbs,**  (poor  good- 
natured  creatnre !  I  wish  she  had  Dr.  Lister^s  book 
to  help  ber ! )  "  anoint  his  limbs,  and  be  a  nurse, 
a  tender  nurse,  to  bim^"  Nor  do  blessings  rome 
^one;  for  tbe  good  mother,  haring  rrfrahed  hm 
with  warm  batht,  and  kept  him  tender^  in  the  ham^ 
orders  Favourite,  with  repeated  ii^unctioDS,  "  to 
get  the  best  entertaSnment  she  ever  yet  provided, 
to  consider  what  she  bas  and  what  she  wants,  and 
to  get  all  ready  in  few  hours."  And  so  this  most 
regular  work  is  ćoncljłded  with  a  dance  and  a 
weddii|g-dinner.  I  cannot  beliere  there  waS  aoy 
thing  ever  morę  of  a  piece  tban  the  comedy. 
Some  persons  may  admire  your  meagre  trage- 
dies;  but  giye  me  a  play  where  there  is  a  pro- 
spect  of  good  meat  or  good  winę  stirring  iu  every 
act  of  it. 

Though  I  am  confident  tbe  autbor  bad  written 
this  play  and  printed  it  long  before  tbe  Art  of 
Cookery  was  tbought  of,  aind  1  bad  never  read 
it  till  tbe  other  poem  was  very  nearly  perfected; 
yet  it  is  admirable  to  see  how  a  tnie  role  will  be 
adapted  to  a  good  work,  or  a  good  work  to  a  tme 
rale.  I  sboUld  be  heartily  glad,  for  the  sake  of 
the  public,  if  our  poets,  for  tbe  fotare,  would 
make  use  óf  so  good  an  example.  I  doubt  not 
but,  wbenever  you  or  I  write  comedy,  we  shall 
obsenre  it* 

I  have  just  now  met  with  a  surprising  bappiness; 
a  friend  tbat  bas  seen  two  of  Dr.  Lister^s  works, 
one  De  Bucctnis  Fluviatilłbus  et  Marinis  Ezer- 
citatio,  an  £xercitation  of  Sea  and  Hiver  Sbell- 
fish  i  in  which,  be  says,  some  of  the  chiefest  ra- 
rities  are  the  ptis&  and  tpermatie  teuelt  of  a  snail, 
delineated  by  a  microscope,  the  omentum  or  caid 
of  its  throat,  its  Falhpian  tubę,  and  its  suberoeean 
łetticle;  which  are  things  Hippocrates,  Galrn, 
Celsus,  Farnelius,  and  Harrey, were  neyer  mastera 
of.  The  other  cufiosity  is  the  admirable  pieoe  of 
CoBlius  Apicius,  De  Opsoniis  &  Condimentis, 
Słve  Arte  Coąuinaria,  libri  decem,  being  Ten 
Books  of  Soups  and  Sauces,  and  the  Art  of  Cookery, 
as  it  is  exce(łently  printed  fur  the  doctor,  who  in 
this  so  iroportant  af&ir  is  not  snfficiently  com- 
municative.  My  friend  says,  be  bas  a  promise 
of  leave  to  read  it  Whatremarks  he  makes  I 
shall  not  be  enTioufl  of,  but  impart  to  him  I  love 
as  well  as  bis 

Mott  bumble  serrant,  &c 
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THE  ART  OF  COOKERY, 

IH  IMITATION  OF 

HORAC£'S  ART   OF   POETRY. 


TO  DR.  LISTER. 

IjiGmtous  Lister,  were  a  pictore  drawn 
With  Cjnitbia*s  face,  but  with  a  neck  like  brawn; 
With  wings  of  Tnrkey,  and  with  feet  of  calf ; 
Thooj^  drawn  by  Kneller,  it  woald  make  you 
Soch  is,  good  sir,  the  figurę  of  a  feast,        [laugh ! 
By  8ome  rich  £9mner'B  wiie  and  sister  drest ; 
Which,  were  it  not  lor  plenty  and  for  steam, 
Mi^ht  be  resembled  to  a  sick  man*8  dream, 
Wbere  all  ideas  huddling  run  so  fast, 
That  sjilabubs  come  flrst,  and  soaps  the  last 
Not  but  tbat  cooks  and  poets  still  were  free. 
To  use  their  power  in  uice  Tariety; 
Hence  mackarel  seem  dełigbtfol  to  the  eyes, 
Thoagb  dreasM  with  incoherent  gooseberries. 
Crabs,  salmon,  lobsters,  are  with  fennel  spread, 
Who  nerer  touch^d  that  heib  till  tbey  were  dead ; 
Yet  no  man  laids  salt  pork  with  orange-peel, 
Or  gamf shes  his  lamb  with  spitchcockM  eel. 

A  cook  perhaps  has  mighty  things  profless*d, 
Then  sent  up  but  two  dishes  nicely  di^ssM : 
Wbat  signify  scotcht^collops  to  a  feast  ? 
Or  you  can  make  whipp^d  cream ;  pray  what  relief 
Will  that  be  to  a  sailor  who  wants  beef ; 
Who,  Jately  shipwreckM,  never  cau  haye  ease, 
Till  re-«8tabljsh'd  io  his  pork  and  pease  ? 
When  once  begun,  let  industry  ne*er  cease 
7^11  it  has  ren4er'd  all  things  of  one  piece  : 
At  your  dessert  bright  pewter  comes  too  late, 
When  your  first  courae  was  all  senrM  up  in  piąte. 

Mostknowing  sir !  the  greatest  part  of  cooks, 
Searebing  for  truth,  are  coz^^nM  by  its  looks. 
One  would  haye  all  things  little;  hence  has  tried 
Torkey-poult8,flresh  from  th'egg,  in  batter  fried : 
Others,  to  show  the  largeness  of  their  soulj 
Prepare  yoa  muttons  swoPd,  and  oxen  whole. 
To  Tary  the  same  things,  some  think  is  art: 
By  larding  of  hogs-feet  and  bacon-tart, 
The  taste  is  now  to  that  perfectton  brougfat, 
Tliat  care,  when  wanting  skill,  creates  the  fault, 

In  Coyent- Garden  did  a  taylor  dwell, 
Who  migfat  deserye  a  place  in  his  own  Heli: 
Otve  bim  a  single  coat  to  make,  he  'd  do  't; 
A  yest,  or  breechei,  singly:  but  the  brute 
Cottld  ne^er  contfiye  all  three  to  make  a  suit: 
Rather  than  frame  a  supper  like  such  clothes, 
I  *d  haye  fine  eyes  and  teeth,  without  my  nose. 

You,  that  lirom  pliant  pastę  would  fabrics  raise, 
Ezpecting  thence  to  gain  immortal  praise, 
Your  knuckles  try,  and  let  your  sinews  know 
Their  power  to  kuMd,  and  giye  the  form  to  dough  j 
Cboose  your  materials  right,  your  seasoning  fix. 
And  with  your  fruit  resplendent  sugar  mix : 
From  thence  of  course  the  figurę  will  arise. 
And  el^ance  adom  the  surfiioe  of  your  pies. 

Beauty  from  order  springs ;  the  judging  eye 
Will  tell  you  if  one  single  plate'8  awry. 
The  cook  must  still  r^ard  the  present  time ; 
T*  omit  what  's  just  in  season  is  a  crime. 
Your  infant  pease  t'  asparagus  prefer, 
Which  to  the  supper  you  may  best  defer. 

Be  cautions  how  you  change  old  bills  of  f^re, 
8udi  alteiations  should  at  le^t  be  nr6; 


Yet  credit  to  the  artist  will  aecrae, 

Who  in  known  things  stiU  makesth'  appearance 

new. 
Fresh  dainties  are  by  Britain's  traifick  known. 
And  now  by  oonstant  use  familiar  grown. 
What  lord  of  old  wouk)  bid  his  cook  prepare 
Mangoes,  potargo,  champignons,  oayeare  ? 
Or  would  our  thrum-capp'd  anccstors  find  &ult. 
For  want  of  sngar-tongs,  or  spoons  for  salt  ? 
New  things  produce  new  words,  and  thus  Monteth 
Has  by  one  vessel  sav'd  his  name  from  death. 
The  seasons  ohange  us  all.    By  Autunin'8  deostf 
The  shady  leayes  of  trees  and  fruit  are  lost. 
But  then  the  Springbreaks  forth  with  firesh  supplles> 
And  from  the  teeming  Karth  new  buds  arise. 
So  stubbie-geese  at  Michaelmas  are  seen 
Upon  the  spit ;  next  May  produces  green. 
The  fate  of  things  lies  always  in  the  dark : 
What  cayalier  would  know  St  James>s  Park  '? 
For  locket  stands  where  gardens  once  did  spring ; 
Andwild-ducks  quack  where  grasshoppers  did  singi 
A  princely  pałace  on  that  space  does  rise, 
Where  8edley*s  noble  nrase  found  muiberries*. 
Since  places  al  ter  thus,  what  constant  thought 
Of  filling  yarious  dishes  can  be  taught } 
For  he  pretends  too  much,  or  is  a  fool,  * 

WhoM  fix  those  things  where  fashion  is  a  rule. 

King  Hardicnute,  midst  Danes  andSasons  stout, 
Caronz'd  in  nut-brown  ale,  and  din'd  on  grout ; 
Which  dish  its  pristine  honour  still  retains, 
And,  when  each  pńnce  is  crown*d,  in  splendou^ 

reigns. 
By  northem  custom,  duty  was  expres8*d. 
To  friends  departed,  by  tbeir  funeral  feast. 
Though  I  *ye  consulted  Hotinshed  and  Sto#, 
I  find  it  yery  difilcult  to  know 
Who,  to  refiresh  th*  attendants  to  a  greye, 
Bumt-claret  first  or  Naples-biscuit  gaye. 

Trotter  from  quince  and  apples  first  did  frame 
A  pye,  which  still  retains  his  proper  name : 
Though  common  grown,  yet,  with  white  sugar 

strowM, 
And  butter'd  right,  its  goodness  is  allow'd. 
As  wealth  flow^  in,  and  plenty  sprang  from 

peace,      ^  [crease. 

Oood-humour  reignHl^  and  pleasures  fbund  in- 
'Twas  usual  then  the  banquet  to  prolong 
By  music'8  charm,  and  some  ddightful  song ; 
Where  eyery  youth  in  pleasing  accents  strove 
To  tell  the  stratagems  and  oares  of  loye; 

'  In  the  time  of  king  Henry  VIII.  the  park 
was  a  Wild  wet  field ;  but  that  prince,  on  building 
St  James^s  palące,  enclosed  it,  laid  it  out  in 
walks,  and,  collecting  the  waters  together,  gaye 
to  the  new-enclosed  ground  and  new-raised  build- 
ing the  name  of  St.  James.  It  was  much  eiw 
larged  by  Charlr8  II. ;  who  added  to  it  seyeral 
fields,  planted  i^  with  rows  of  lime-trees,  laid 
out  the  Mail,  formed  the  canal,  with  a  decoy, 
and  other  poods,  for  water-fowl.  The  limb- 
trees  or  /t/ia,  whose  blossoms  are  tncomparably 
firagrant,  were  probably  planted  in  consequenće 
of  a  suggestion  of  Mr.  Eyelyn,  in  his  Fumifb- 
gium,  published  in  1661.— The  impfeyements 
lately  madę  seem  in  some  measnre  to  haye  brought 
it  into  the  stale  it  was  in  before  the  Restoration; 
at  least,  the  wild-ducks  haye  in  their  tum  giy^ 
way  to  the  grass-hoppers.    N. 

*  A  comedy  called,  The  Molberry  Gaiden.   K, 
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How  some  saccMsAil  wtYt^  how  •then  erost; 
Then  to  the  spąrklinf?  gliMs  wotthł  giye  his  toast, 
Whose  bloom  did  most  in  his  opmion  sfainey 
To  relisb  both  th«  musie  «nd  th«  winę. 

Why  am  I  styrd  a  cook,  if  1  *m  so  4oth 
To  mariuate  my  fish,  or  seasoii  broth, 
Or  Hend  up  what  I  roaat  with  pleaajng  froth ; 
If  I  my  master^s  guMo  won't  discern, 
But,  through  my  bashful  folly,  scorn  to  learn  ? 

W  hen  amoni?  fnends  good-humour  takes  its  birth, 
Tis  not  a  tcdious  feast  proIonsTS  the  mirth; 
Bat  *ti8  not  reason  tfaerefore  you  shonld  spare, 
When,  as  their  foture  bunress,  you  prepare 
For  a  fat  Corporation  and  their  mayor. 
AU  things  should  find  their  room  in  proper  place; 
And  what  adums  tfais  treat,  would  tfaat  dis^race. 
Sometimes  tbe  vulgar  wili  of  mirth  partake, 
And  hare  exce88ive  doings  at  their  wake : 
£T*n  tayiors  at  their  yearly  feasts  łook  great» 
And  all  their  cucumbiers  are  tumM  to  meat 
A  prince.  who  irf  a  forest  rides  astray, 
And,  weary,  to  some  cottage  finds  the  way, 
Talks  of  110  pyramids  of  fowl,  or  bisks  of  fish, 
But,  hunsrry,  sups  his  cream  senr*d  up  in  earUien 

dish; 
Si^enches  his  thirst  witb  ale  in  nut-brown  bowis. 
And  takes  the  hasty  rasher  from  tbe  coals : 
Pleas'd  as  king  Henry  with  tbe  miller  free, 
Who  tbousrht  himself  as  good  a  man  as  he« 

Uniess  some  sweetness  at  the  bottom  lie, 
Who  cares  for  all  the  crinkling  of  the  pye  ? 

If  you  would  have  me  merry  with  your  cheer. 
Be  so  yourseif,  or  to  at  least  appear. 

The  things  we  eat  by  Tariotts  juice  control 
The  narrowness  or  largeness  of  our  soiri. 
Onions  will  make  ev'n  heirs  or  widows  weep; 
The  tender  lettuce  brings  on  softer  sleep ; 
Eat  beef  or  pye>cru8t  if  you  'd  serious  be ; 
Yonr  shell-fisb  raiaes  Yenus  from  the  Bea; 
For  Naturę,  that  incUiies  to  ill  or  good, 
fitill  Dourishes  our  patsions  by  oor  food. 

Happy  the  man  that  bas  each  fortunę  tried. 
To  wbom  she  much  bas  given,  and  much  den&ed: 
With  abstinence  all  delicates  be  sees, 
And  can  regale  hłmself  with  toast  and  cheese: 

Your  betters  will  dieapise  yoa,  if  they  see 
Things  that  are  ftar  suppassing  your  degree ; 
Therefore  beyond  your  substance  nerer  treat; 
Tis  plenty,  in  smali  fortunę,  to  be  neat. 
Tis  certatn  that  a  steward  can't  aJTord 
An  entertainmeut  equal  with  his  lord. 
Ołd  age  is  fhigal ;  gay  youth  will  abound 
With  beat,  and  see  tbe  flowing  cup  go  round. 
A  widów  bas  cM  pye ;  nurse  gi^es  you  cake ; 
From  geo'  rous  mercbants  bam  or  stuigeon  take. 
Tbe  farmer  bas  brown  bread  as  fresh  as  day, 
Aud  butter  fragrant  as  the  dew  of  May. 
Comwall  '8quab-pye,  and  Devon  white-pot  brings; 
And  Łeicester  beans  and  bacen,  food  of  kings ! 

At  Chrifetmas^time,  be  careful  of  your  frme, 
See  the  old  tenants'  table  be  the  same ; 
Then,  if  you  would  send  up  the  brawner^s  head. 
Sweet  rosemary  and  bays  around  it  spread : 
His  foaming  tusks  let  some  large  pippin  grace, 
Or  midst  thote  thundering  spears  an  oraoge  place; 
Sauce  like  himself,  ofTensiYe  to  its  foes, 
The  rognisb  mastard,  dangerolis  to  the  nose. 
Sack  and  tbe  well-spic^  bippocras  the  wiae, 
Wassail  the  bowl  with  ancient  ribbands  fine,  ^ 
Forndge  witb  pten*,  aod  tuikfiys  with  ibe  chine. 


If  you  perbaps  weuld  try  iome  dish  «alnQWD, 
Wbich  morę  pccuUarly  you'd  make  your  own» 
Lłke  ancient  saitors  stiU  regard  the  coast. 
By  venturing  out  too  iar  you  may  be  lost. 
By  roasting  that  which  your  forefiithers  boilM, 
And  boiling  what  they  roasted,  much  is  spoiPd* 
That  cook  to  British  palates  is  complete, 
Wbose  savoury  hand  give8  tums  to  commonmeaL 

Thongfa  cooks  are  often  men  of  pregnant  wit,  ' 
Thraugh  niceness  of  their  subject,  few  ha^e  wril* 
In  what  an  aukward  sound  that  ballad  ran, 
Which  with  this  blustering  paragraph  b^aa: 

'*  Thcre  was  a  prince  of  Lubberland, 
A  potentate  of  high  command. 
Ten  tbousand  baken  did  attend  him. 
Ten  thousand  brewers  did  befrieod  Um: 
These  brought  him  kissing-^rosts,  and  tbose 
Brougbt  him  small-beer  before  be  rosę.** 

The  author  raises  mountains  seemiog  fuli, 
But  all  the  ery  produces  little  ooo/r 
So,  if  you  sue  a  beggar  for  a  houae. 
And  hare  a  verdict,  what  d'  ye  gain  ?  A  louse ! 
Homer  morę  modest,  if  we  search  his  books. 
Will  show  ns  that  his  heroes  all  were  oooks; 
How  loT'd  Patrodus  with  Achilles  joins. 
To  quarter  out  the  ox,  and  spit  the  loina. 
Oh  could  that  poet  liire !  could  he  rehearae 
Thy  joumey.  Lister,  in  immortal  verse ! 

'*  Muse,  sing  the  man  that  did  to  Paris  go, 
That  ke  might  taste  their  soups,  and  mushrooms 
know !» 

Oh,  how  would  Homer  praise  their  dancinr  dog% 
Their  ttinking  cheese,  and  firicasee  of  frogs! 
HeM  raise  no  fobles,  sing  do  flagrant  lie, 
Of  boys  with  custard  choakM  at  Newberry; 
But  their  wh<^  oourses  you'd  cntirely  see* 
How  all  their  parts  from  first  to  last  agree. 

If  you  all  sorts  of  persons  would  engage. 
Suit  well  your  eatables  to  eveiy  age.^ 

The  &vourite  child,  that  just  bc^nft  to  prattle, 
And  throws  away  his  8ilver  bells  and  rattle, 
Is^  very  humoursome,  aod  makes  great  clutter, 
Till  he  bas  windowa  on  his  bread  and  butter : 
He  for  repeated  supper-meat  will  ery. 
But  won*t  tell  mammy  what  he^d  hav-e,  or  why. 

The  smooth-fiic^d  youth,  that  bas  aem  guardiaas 
chose, 
From  play4iou8e  stąps  to  siq>per  at  the  Rose^ 
Where  he  a  main  or  two  at  random  thiows : 
Sąuandering  of  wealth,  impatieat  of  adyice. 
His  eating  must  be  little,  costly,  nice^ 

Maturer  age,  to  this  delight  grown  atrange^ 
Each  nigfat  f(«queots  his  dub  behind  the  'Change, 
£xpecting  there  frugaiity  and  healtb. 
And  bonour  rising  from  a  sherififs  wealth : 
Uniess  he  some  insuranceKlinner  lacka, 
Tis  Tery  rarely  he  freiquents  Pontack*8. 
But  then  old  age,  by  stiU  intruding  yeara, 
Torments  the  fe^de  beart  with  anaious  fears : 
Morose,  penrerse  in  humour,  diffident, 
The  morę  he  still  abounds,  tbe  less  content ; 
His  larder  and  his  kitchen  too  obaerYes, 
And  naw,  test  he  should  want  hereafter,  atarres; 
Thinks  scorn  of  all  the  present  age  can  give. 
And  aone  these  threesoore  yean  knew  how  to  liva. 
But  now  the  cook  must  pass  through  all  degrees, 
And  by  his  art  discoidant  tempers  please. 
And  minister  to  heaUh  and  to  disease. 

Far  from  the  parlour  have  your  kitchen  plac*d, 
Daintiea  may  ia  timr  woriósg  be  disgracHL 
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lo  prmte  dmr  yoar  pooltry,  elesn  yoar  tripe,      I 
And  from  your  eels  their  slimy  sabstance  wipe. 
Lei  cniel  offices  be  done  by  night. 
For  they  who  Itke  tbe  thing  abhor  Łhe  aight. 

Nezt,  let  diseretion  moderate  your  eost, 
And,  when  you  treat,  three  counes  be  the  most. 
Let  nerer  ft«sh  macfaines  your  pastry  try, 
Unless  grandecs  or  magistrates  are  by : 
Then  you  may  pat  a  dwarf  into  a  pie. 
Or,  if  you^d  fright  an  alderman  and  mayor, 
Witbin  a  pasty  lodge  a  Kving  bare ; 
Then  midst  their  grayest  fan  sball  mirth  arise, 
And  all  the  Guild  parsue  with  joyiul  cries. 

Crowd  not  your  tabłe :  let  your  number  be 
Not  morę  than  8even,  and  never  less  than  three. 

Tis  the  dessert  that  graces  all  the  least. 
For  an  ill  end  disparages  the  rest : 
A  thousand  things  well  done,  and  one  forgot, 
Defaces  obligation  by  that  biot. 
Make  your  transparent  sweet-meats  truły  nlce, 
With  Indian  sugar  and  Arabian  spioe : 
And  let  yóur  yarious  creams  endrcled  be 
With'  swelling  froit  just  ravi8h'd  from  the  tree. 
Let  plates  and  dishes  be  from  China  brought, 
With  lirdy  paint  and  earth  transparent  wrought. 
The  least  now  done,  discourses  are  renewM, 
And  witty  aiguments  with  mirth  pursued. 
The  cheerful  master,  'midst  his  jovtal  friends, 
His  gtass  ''  to  their  best  wishes"  recommends. 
The  grace-cop  follo^-s  to  his  80Tereign's  health, 
And  to  his  eountry,  *^  plenty,  peace,  and  wealth." 
PerformiDg'then  the  piety  of  grace, 
Each  man  that  pleaseś  re-assumes  his  place ; 
While  at  hią  gate,  ftt>m  soch  abundant  storę, 
He  showers  his  god-like  blessings  on  the  poor. 

In  days  of  old,  our  fethers  went  to  war, 
£xpecting  sturdy  blowa  and  hardy  farę : 
Their  beef  they  often  in  theif  murrions  8tew>d« 
And  in  their  basket-hilts  their  beverage  brew*d. 
Some  officer  perhaps  might  give  eonsent. 
To  a  large  cov^*d  pipkin  in  his  tent, 
Where  erery  thing  that  every  soldier  got, 
Fowi,  bacon,  cabbage,  mutton,  and  what  not, 
.  Was  all  tfarown  into  bank,  and  went  to  pot. 
But,  when  our  conquests  were  exten8iv6  grown. 
And  through  the  woiid  our  British  worth  was 

known, 
Wealth  on  commanders  then  flowM  in  apace, 
Their  champaign  sparkled  equal  with  their  lace; 
Soails,  beccoficos,  ortdans,  were  sent 
To  grace  the  leree  of  a  generaPs  tent; 
In  their  gilt  piąte  all  delicates  were  seen. 
And  what  was  earth  before  became  a  rich  terrene. 
When  the  young  players  once  get  to  Islington, 
They  fbndly  think  that  all  the  woTld's  their  own : 
Prentices,  parish-clerks,  and  Hectors  meet ; 
He  that  is  drunk,  or  bullied,  pays  tlie  treat 
Their  talk  is  loose ;  and  o^er  the  bouncing  ale 
At  constables  and  justices  they  raił ; 
Not  thinking  custard  such  a  serious  thing, 
That  common-council  men  'twill  thither  bring ; 
Where  many  a  man,  at  yariance  with  his  wife, ' 
With  softening  mead  and  cheese-cake  ends  the 
strife.  [discourse, 

E?'n  sąnires  come  there,  and,  with  their  mean 
Render  tbe  kitchen,  which  they  sit  in,  worse. 
Midwlves  demure,  and  chamber-maids  most  gay, 
Foremen  that  pick  the  bosr  and  come  to  play, 
Hera  find  their  entertainment  at  the  height, 
In  cieam  aad  codlings  Te?alUiig  with  deiight. 


What  these  appro/^  the  great  men  '^^ll  dislike : 
B^t  here  's  the  art,  if  you  the  palate  strike ; 
By  management  of  common  things  so  weli, 
That  what  was  thought  the  meanest  shall  ezcd  ; 
While  others  strive  in  Tain,  all  persons  own . 
Such  dishes  could  be  dressM  by  yt>u  alone. 

When  straiten*d  in  your  time,  and  serrants  few, 
You  '11  rightly  then  compose  an  onHgue : 
Where  first  and  second  course,  and  your  dessert, 
AH  in  one  single  table  bare  their  part. 
From  such  a  yast  confttsion  'tis  delight. 
To  find  the  jarring  ełemcnts  unitę. 
And  raise  a  stnicture  gratcful  to  the  sight. 

Be  not  too  frir  by  old  example  lęd, 
With  cautioD  now  we  in  their  fbotsteps  tread  : 
The  French  our  relish  help,  and  well  supply 
The  want  of  things  too  gross  by  decency. 
Our  fathers  most  admir*d  their  sauces  sweet. 
And  often  ask'd  for  st^r  with  their  meat; 
They  butter*d  currants  on  fat  yeal  bestow^d. 
And  rmnps  of  beef  with  virgin-honey  strew*d. 
Insipid  taste,  old  ftiend,  to  them  who  Paris  know, 
Where  rocombole,  shallot,  and  the  rank  garlie, 
grow, 
Tom  Bold  did  first  begin  the  stroił  ing  mart. 
And  drove  about  his  tu  mips  in  a  cart ; 
Sometimes  his  wife  the  citizens  wonld  please, 
And  from  the  same  machinę  aell  pecks  of  pease; ' 
Then  pippins  did  in  wheel-barrows  abouod. 
And  oranges  in  whimsey-boards  went  round : 
Bess  Hoy  first  found  it  troublesome  to  bawi. 
And  thefeibre  plac'd  her  cherries  on  a  stall; 
Her  currants  there  and  gooseberries  were  spread, 
With  the  enticiug  gold  of  ginger-bread : 
But  flouuders,  sprats,  and  cucnmbers  were  cried, 
Aud  erery  sound  and  every  Toice  wao  tried. 
At  last  the  law  this  hideous  din  suppress'd. 
And  order'd  that  the  Sunday  should  have  rest; 
And  that  no  nymph  her  noisy  food  should  seli, 
Except  it  were  new  milk  or  mackarel. 

Thene  is  no  dish  but  what  onr  cooks  have  made^ 
And  merited  a  charter  by  their  trade. 
Not  French  kickshaws,  or  oglios  brought  from 

Spain, 
Alone  have  found  improvement  from  their  brain  ; 
Bot  pudding,  brawn>  and  white»pots,  own'd  to  be 
Th'  etifects  of  native  ingenuity. 

Onr  British  lleet,  which  now  commands  the 
MIght  glorioos  wreaths  of  victory  obtain,    [main, 
Would  they  take  time;  would  Ihey  with  leisure 
work,  [pork; 

With  care  would  salt  their  beef,  and  cure  their 
Would  boil  their  liquor  well  whene'er  they  brew, 
Their  conquest  half  is  to  the  yictoaller  due. 

Because  that  thrift  and  abstinence  are  good, 
As  many  things  if  rightly  understood, 
Old  Cross  condemns  all  persons  to  be  fops, 
That  can't  regale  themseWes  with  mutton-cho|>8. 
He  often  for  stuft  beef  to  Bedlam  runs, 
And  the  clean  rnmmer,  as  the  pest-house,  shnns. 
Sometimes  poor  jack  and  onions  are  his  dish. 
And  then  he  saints  tbo.%  friars  who  stink  of  fish. 
As  for  myself,  I  take  him  to  abstain, 
Who  has  good  meat,  with  decency,  though  plain : 
Bot,  though  my  edge  be  not  too  oicely  set, 
Yet  I  another'8  appetite  may  whet ; 
May  teach  him  when  to  buy,  when  season  's  past,  ^ 
What  *8  stale,  what  choice,  what  plentifiil,  what ' 

waste, 
And  lead  him  throu^  the  Tariaiis  maże  of  taste.  ' 
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The  fundamenta!  principle  off  all 
Is  what  ingeoious  cooks  tht  rdUh  cali; 
For,  whcn  the  market  sends  in  loads  of  food, 
Tbey  all  are  tasteless  till  łkai  roakes  tbem  góod. 
Besidcs,  'tis  no  ignoble  piece  of  care, 
To  know  for  whom  it  is  you.would  prepare  : 
You*d  please  a  frieud,  or  reconciie  a  brotber» 
A  testy  fatber,  or  a  baughty  niotber ; 
Would  mollify  a  jodge,  would  cram.a  sąutre, 
Or  else  souie  smiles  from  coiirt  you  may  desire; 
Or  would,  perbaps,  some  hasty  supper  głve, 
To  słłow  the  splendid  state  in  whicb  you  live, 
Pursuant  to  that  interest  you  propose, 
Must  all  your  winę  aod  all  your  meat  be  cbose. 
I^et  men  and  nianoerfi  erery  dish  adapt : 
WboM  force  bi3  p^per  where  his  guests  are  eUipt  t 
A  cauldron  of  fat  beef  and  stoop  of  ale 
On  the  huzzaingmob  shall  moreprevaily 
Tban  if  you  gire  tbem  with  the  nicest  art 
RagouU  of  peacocks  brains,  or  filbert-tart 

The  French  by  sonps  and  hauUgoutt  glory  raise, 
And  their  desires  all  terminate  in  praise. 
The  thrifty  max  im  of  the  wary  Dutch 
Is,  to  saye  all  the  money  they  can  touch : 
**  Hans,"  cries  the  father,  **  see  a  pin  lies  tbere; 
A  pin  a  day  will  fetch  a  groftt  a  year. 
To  your  five  ftirthings  join  three  farthings  morę ; 
And  they,  if  added,  make  your  halfpence  four!" 
Thu8  may  your  stock  by  management  increase, 
Yourwart  sbąll  gain  you  more  thau  Britain'8  peace. 
Where  Iotc  of  wealth  aud  rusty  coiu  preraiU 
What  hopes  uf  sagarHi  cakes  or  butter^d  ale  ? 

Cooks  garnish  out  some  tables,  some  they  fili, 
Or  in  a  prudent  mixture  show  their  skill: 
Clog  not  your  constant  meals ;  for  dishes  few 
Increase  the^ppetite,  when  choice  and  new. 
£v*n  tbey,  who  will  ęxtravagance  profesa, 
HaTe  still  an  inward  hatred  for  escess : 
Meat,  forc^d  too  much,  untouch'd  at  table  liesj 
Few  care  for  carving  trifles  in  disguise, 
Or  that  fantastic  dish  some  cali  turprite. 
When  pleasures  to  the  eye  and  palate  meet, 
That  cook  bas  render*d  his  great  work  complete : 
His  glory  far,  like  Sur-łoin*R  knighthood,  Ąies ; 
Immortal  madę,  as  Kit^cat  by  bis  pies. 

Oood-nature  mu&t  some  faiiing^f  overlook. 
Not  wilfulness,  but  errours  of  the  cook. 
A  string  won't  aiways  give.the  sound  design'd 
By  the  musician^s  touch  and  heavenly  mind : 
Nor  will  ai;  arrow  fro|n  the  Parthiap  bow 
Stin  to  thedestin^d  point  directły  go. 
Perbaps  no  salt  is  thrown  about  the  dish, 
Or  no  fiied  parsley  scatt|ir*d  on  the  fish, 
Shall  I  in  passiou  from  my  dinner  fly, 
And  hopes  of  pardon  to  m>  Cuok  deny. 
For  tbiugs  which  carelessness  might  orersee* 
And  all  mankind  commit  as  well  ashe} 
I  with  compassion  ouce  nuiy  overlook 
A  skcwer  sentto  table  by  my  cook : 
But  thiuk  not  therefore  tamely  TU  permit 
That  be  should  daily  the  same  iault  cooipiit, 
For  fear  the  rascal  send  mc  up  the  spit ! 

Poor  Roger  Fowler  bad  a  geperous  mind^ 
Nor  wouki  submit  to  have  his  band  confin*(^ 
But  aimM  at  all ;  yet  never  could  excel 
In  any  thing  but  stuffing  of  his  veal : 
But,  whcn  that  dish  was  in  perfection  seen. 
And  that  alone,  would  it  not  movu  your  spleen } 
'Tis  true,  in  a  long  work,  soft  slumbers  creep, 
And  genUy  sink.Łhe  artist  into  sleep. 


ET'n  Lamb  himaelf,  at  the  most  aolemn  feast, 
Might  have  some  chargers  not  exactly  drest. 

Tables  should  be  like  pictures  tu  the  sight, 
Some  dishes  cast  in  shade,  some  spread  in  ligfat, 
Some  at  a  distance  brightcn,  some  near  band, 
Where  ease  ipay  all  their  tUlieace  coomiand : 
Some  should  be  mov*d  when  broken ;  otliers  last 
Through  the  wbole  treat,  inccntive  to  the  taste. 

Locket,  by  many  lobours  feeble  grown, 
Up  from  the  kitchen  caird  his  eldest  son : 
"  Though  wise  thyself,**  says  be,  **  thougb  taught 

by  me, 
Yet  fix  this  sentence  in  thy  memory: 
There  are  some  certain  things  that  don*t  excel»  , 
And  yet  we  say  are  tolcrahly  weU : 
There's  many  worthy  men  a  lawyer  prize, 
Whom  they  distinguish  as  of  middU  size, 
For  pleading  well  atbar,  or  turning  books ; 
But  this  is  not,  my  son,  the  fate  of  cooks, 
From  wbose  mysterious  art  true  pleasure  springt  ^ 
To  stall  of  garter,  and  to  throiie  of  kings. 
A  simple  scenę,  a  disobligii^  song, 
Which  no  way  to  the  main  design  belong, 
Or  were  they  absent  uever  would  be  miss^d, 
Hare  madę  a  wdl-wrought  comedy  be  hisś'd : 
So  in  a  feast  no  intermediate  fiuiłt 
Will  be  aUow'd ;  but,  if  not  best,  *ti8  naughL" 

He  that  of  fieeble  nerve8  and  joints  complains,  ^ 
From  niue-pins,  coits,  and  lirom  trap-ball,  ab- 

stains; 
Cudgels  avoids,  and  shuns  the  wreftling-place, 
I/^st  vinegar  resound  bis  loqd  disfiT9ce. 
But  every  one  to  pookery  pretends ; 
Nor  maid  nor  mistress  'e'er  consult  their  friends. 
But,  sir,  if  you  would  roast  a  pig,  be  free, 
Why  not,  with  Brawu,  with  Locket,  or  with  lAc  ? 
WeMI  see  when  'tis  enough,  when  both  eyes  out, 
Or  if  it  wants  the  nice  concluding  bout : 
But,  if  it  lies  too  long,  the  crackling'8  palPd, 
Not  by  the  drugging-boz  to  be  ręcallM. 

Our  Cambrian  fothers,  sparing  in  their  food, 
First  b1noil*d  their  hunted  goats  on  bars  of  wood. 
Sharp  bunger  was  their  seasoning,  or  tbey  took 
Such  salt  as  issued  from  the  native  rock. 
Their  sallading  was  nerer  far  to  seek, 
The  poignant  water-grass,  or  saroury  leek  ; 
Until  the  British  bards  adom'd  this  isle. 
And  taught  Łbem  bow  to  roast,  and  how  to  boil : 
Then  Tąliessin  rosę,  and  sweetly  strung 
His  British  harp,  instructing  whilst  he  sung : 
Taught  tbem  that  bonesty  they  still  possess, 
Their  truth,  their  open  beart,  their  modest  dress, 
Duty  to  kindred,  oonstanoy  to  friends, 
Apd  inward  worth,  which  aiways  .recommends  ; 
Contempt  of  wealth  and  pleasure,  to  appear 
To  all  mankind  with  bospitable  cbeer. 
In  after-ages,  Arthur  taught  his  knights 
At  h|s  round  table  to  record  their  fightn, 
Cities  eraz*d,,encampments  forc*d  in  field, 
Monsters  subdued,  and  hideous  tyrants  quell*d, 
Inspir'd  that  Cambrian  soul  which  ne'er  can  yield. 
Than  Guy,  the  pride  of  Warwick,  truły  great. 
To  futurę  beroes  due  example  set. 
By  bis  capacious  cauldron  madę  appear, 
From  whenoe  the  spińts  rise,  and  strength  of 

war. 
The  present  age,  to  gallantry  inclin*d, 
Is  pleas*d  with  vast  impro^eoients  of  the  mind. 
He,  thatof  honour,  wit,  and  mirth,  paitakes, 
May  be  a  fit  companion  o^erbeef-steiaks  ^ 


ART  OF  COOKERY. 


Q5T 


His  name  may  be  to  futurę  times  enrollM 

In  £stcoart>s  book^,  whose  gridiroirs  iramM  of 

gold. 
Scom  not  Hiese  lines,  desijn^M  to  let  you  know 
Prolit«  that  from  a  well-placM  table  flow. 

Tis  a  sago  question,  if  the  art  uf  couks 
Ig  Iodg'd  by  Naturę,  or  attain'd  by  books  > 
*That  roan  will  never  frame  a  noble  treat, 
Whose  wbole  dependence  lies  in  soine  receipt : 
Then  by  pure  Naturę  every  thing  is  spoiI'd, 
She  k]]oiv8  no  morę  tban  stew'd,  bak'd,  roast,  and 

boil'd. 
When  Art  and  Naturę  join,  th'  effect  will  be 
Some  nice  ragout,  or  chanuing  fricasee. 

The  lad  that  would  bis  genins  so  adrance* 
That  on  the  ropę  he  might  securely  dance. 
Prom  tender  years  onureii  himself  to  pains, 
To  summer^s  parching  beat,  and  winter's  rains. 
And  from  the  fire  of  winę  and  love  abstains ; 
No  artist  ran  his  haiUboy'6  stops  command, 
Unless  some  skilful  mastcT  form  his  band : 
Bat  gentry  take  their  cooks  though  ncver  tried  ; 
U  secms  no  morę  to  them  than  up  and  ride. 
Preferments  grantcd  thus  show  him  a  fool, 
That  dreads  a  parenfs  check,or  rods  atschool. 

Oz-cheek  when  bot,  and  wardeus  bakM,  some 

But  'tis  with  an  intention  men  should  buy. 
Others  abound  with  such  a  plenteous  storę, 
That,  if  youMl  let  tbem   treat,  they'll  ask  no 

morę: 
And  tis  tho  yast  ambition  of  their  soul, 
To  see  their  port  admir*d,  and  table  fuli. 
But  then,  amidst  that  cringing  fawning  crowd, 
Who  talk  so  yery  much,  and  laugh  so  lood, 
Who  with  such  grace  his  honour's  actions  praise, 
fiow  wel]  hc  icnces,  dances,  sings,  and  plays ; 
Tell  him  his  livery*s  rich,  his  chariot*s  fino, 
How  rhoicc  his  meat,  and  delicate  his  winę ; 
Snrroundod  thus,  how  should  the  youth  desery 
The  happiness  of  fricndship  from  a  lie  ? 
Priends  act  with  cautious  temper  when  sincere ; 
Bat  flattering  impudeuce  is  void  of  care : 
80  ataii  Irish  funeral  appcars 
A  tratn  uf  drabs  with  mercenary  tears ; 
Whojwringiiig  ofl'  their  hands,  with  hideous  moan, 
Know  not  his  name  for  whom  they  seem  to  groan  j 
Whłle  rcal  grief  with  silent  stcps  proceeds. 
And  loTC  unfeign*d  with  inward  passion  blcods. 
Hard  fiite  of  wealth !  Wcre  lords  as  butchers  wise, 
Tbey  from  their  meat  would  banish  all  tho^t>x  / 
The  Persian  kings  with  winę  and  massy  bowl, 
Search'd  to  thedark  rccesses  of  th6  soul ; 
That,  so  laid  open,  no  one  mis-ht  pretend, 
Unless  a  man  of  worth,  to  be  their  friend. 
But  now  the  guests  their  patrous  undermine ; 
And  slander  them,  for  giving  them  their  winę. 

«  That  it,  «  be  admikted  a  member  of  The  Bcef- 
•li-ak  Club.'» — Richard  E«tcourt,  who  was  a  player 
and  dnmatic  writer,  is  celebrated  in  the  Spectator, 
as  possessed  of  a  sprii^htly  w.t,  and  an  easy  and 
natural  po1itenes&  His  company  was  much  co- 
Yeted  by  tbe  great,  on  account  of  his  qiia1iHration8 
ai  a  boon  companion.  When  the  fiamous  B  ef- 
fteak  Club  was  first  instituted,  he  had  the  office  of 
protridore  assigned  him ;  and,  as  a  mark  of  distinc- 
tion,  nsed  to  wear  a  smali  gridiron  of  gold  hung 
aboot  his  neck  with  a  greea  silk  ribaad.  He  died 
in  the  year  1713.    N. 

TOŁ.   IX. 


Great  men  have  dearly  thus  coTRpanion«  bought: 
UnlesB  by  these  instructious  theyMl  be  taught, 
They  spread   the   net,  and  will  themselvcs   be 
caught. 
Werę  Horacc,  that  great  master,  nt)w  alive, 
A  feast  with  wit  and  judgment  be^d  contrive. 
As  thus : — Supposing  that  you  would  rehearse 
A  labourM  work,  and  every  dish  a  \'erse ; 
He'd  say,  «*  Mend  this,  and  fother  liue,  and  this.'* 
If  after  tria!  it  were  still  amiss, 
He*d  bid  you  give  it  a  new  tum  of  face, 
Or  set  some  dish  morę  curious  in  its  place. 
Jf  you  persist,  he  would  not  8trive  to  move 
A  passion  so  delightful  as  8elf-love. 

We  should  siibmit  our  treats  to  critics'  view. 
And  every  prudent  cobk  should  rcad  Bossu. 
Judgment  provides  the  meat  iu  season  fit, 
AVhich  by  the  genius  drest,  its  saucc  is  wit. 
Good  beef  for  men,  pudding  for  yonth  and  age» 
Come  up  to  the  decorum  of  the  stage. 
The  critic  strikes  out  all  that  is  not  just. 
And  *tis  ev'n  so  the  butler  chips  his  crust. 
Poets  and  pastry-cook<>  will  be  the  same, 
Since  both  of  th^^m  their  imngesmust  fi-ame. 
Chimeras  from  the  poet^s  fancies  flow : 
The  cook  contrires  hisshapes  i  u  real  dough. 
When  Truth  commands,  tbere's  no  man  can 
oflend, 
Tliat  with  a  modest  lovc  corrects  his  friend, 
Though  *tis  in  toasting  bread,  or  buttering  pease, 
So  the  reproof  has  temper,  kindness,  ease. 
But  why  should   we   reprove  wbeu   faults   arft 

smali?    . 
Because  His  better  to  have  nonę  at  all. 
There*s  often  weight  in  tbings  that  seem  the  least. 
And  our  most  trifling  follies  raise  tbe  jest. 

Tis  by  his  cleanline^s  a  cook  must  please ; 
A  kitchen  will  admit  of  no  disease. 
The  fowler  and  the  huntsman  both  may  run 
Amidst  that  dirt  whicb  he  must  nicely  shan. 
Empedocles,  a  sagę  of  old,  would  raise 
A  jiame  immortal  by  unusual  ways ; 
At  last  his  fancies  grew  so  very  odd, 
He  tfaought  by  roasting  to  be  madę  a  god. 
Though  fat,  he  leapt  with  his  unwieldly  Muft* 
In  £tna's  flames,  so  to  have  fire  enough. 
We^e  my  cook  fat,  and  I  a  stander-by, 
Pd  ratfaer  than  himself  his  fish  should  fry. 

There  are  some  persons  so  excessiye  rude, 
That  to  your  prirate  table  theyMl  intrude. 
In  vain  you  fly,  in  vain  pretend  to  fast; 
Tura  like  a  fox,  theyUl  catch  you  at  the  la.st. 
You  must,  sińce  bars  and  doors  are  no  defence, 
Ev'n  quit  your  house  as  in  a  pcslilonce. 
Be  quick,  nay  very  quick,  or  he'11  approach. 
And,   as  you*re  scampering,  stop   you  in  your 

coach. 
Then  tbink  of  all  your  sins,  and  you  will  see 
How  right  your  guiUand  punishment  agres: 
Perhaps  no  tender  pity  could  prevail, 
But  you  would  throw  some  debtor  into  gaoL 
Now  mark  th'  effect  of  this  prevailing  curse, 
You  are  dctaiu'd  by  somcthing  that  is  worse. 

Were  it  in  my  election,  1  should  choose. 
To  moet  a  ravenou8  wolf  or  bear  got  loose. 
He'11  eat  and  talk,  and  talking  stiii  will  cat. 
No  ąuarter  from  the  parasite  youMt  get ; 
But,  like   a  leech  well  fix'd,  he*ll  suck  what^s 

good. 
And  nerer  part  till  satisfied  with  Mood^ 
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LETTER    IX. 
To  Mr.  


DE4K  SIR, 

I  MUST  coramunicate  ińy  happiness  to  you,  be- 
eause  you  are  so  much  my  frlend  as  to  rejuice  at  it. 
I  śome  days  ago  met  with  an  old  acąuain tance,  a 
ourious  person,  of  whom  1  inqulred  if  he  had  s<-en 
the  book  concerning  soups  and  sauces.  He  to  Id 
me  he  had ;  but  tbat  he  had  but  a  very  slight  \  iew 
of  it,  the  person  wlio  was  master  of  it  not  bfing 
willing  to  part  with  so  valuablc  a  rarity  outof  his 
closet.  1  desired  him  to  give  mc  what  account 
he  coiild  of  it.  He  says,  that  it  is  a  very  haud- 
some  octavo ;  f«)r,  cver  sinoc  thc  days  of  Ogilby, 
good  paper,  and  good  print,  and  fine  cuts,  make  a 
book  become  ingenious,  and  brigbten  up  an  author 
•thłhgely ;  that  there  \n  a  copioMS  index  ;  and  at 
the  enda  cataloguc  of  all  thc  doctor's  works,  con- 
ccrning  Cockles,  English  beetlcs,  suails,  spiders, 
that  get  up  into  the  air  and  throw  us  down  cob- 
webs,  a  monster  vomited  up  by  a  haker,  and  such 
like ;  whirh,  if  carefully  penised,  would  wonder* 
fuUy  improve  us.  There  is,  it  seems,  no  mauu- 
acript  of  it  in  England,  nor  any  other  country  that 
can  be  heard  of ;  so  tbat  this  impression  is  fi-om 
one  of  Humelbergius,  who,  as  my  friend  says,  he 
does  not  bclieve  contrived  it  himsclf,  becausc  the 
Łhings  are  so  very  much  out  of  the  way,  that  it  is 
not  probabic  any  learued  man  would  set  himself 
periously  to  work  to  łnvent  them.  He  tells  me  of 
this  ingenious  remark  madę  by  the  editor,  "  Tłiat, 
whatever  manuscripts  there  mi^hl  have  been,  tljey 
Hiust  have  beeu  extrcmely  vicious  and  cormpt,  as 
being  written  out  by  the  cooks  themsehcs,  or 
«ome  of  their  /riends  or  servants,  who  are  not  al- 
ways  the  most  accurate."  And  then,  as  my  friend 
observed,  if  the  cook  had  used  it  much,  it  might 
be  suflied ;  the  cook,  perhaps,  not  always  licking 
his  fmgers  when  he  had  occaston  for  it  I  should 
think  it  no  improvident  matter  for  the  state  to  or- 
der a  select  scrivener  to  transcribe  receipts,  lest 
ignorant  women  and  housekeepers  should  impose 
iipoii  fiiture  ages  by  ill-spelt  and  uncorrect  recejpts 
for  potting  of  lobbters,  or  pickling  of  turkeys. 
Cslius  Apicius,  it  seems,  passes  ibr  the  authOr  of 
this  treatise ;  whoso  science,  learning,  and  disci- 
pline,  were  extpemely  contemn«d,  and  almost  ab- 
horrcd,  by  Seneca  and  the  Stoics,  as  intr(xlucing 
luxury,and  iufecting  the  manners  of  the  Romans; 
and  so  lay  neglected  tUl  the  inferior  ages;  but 
then  were  introduced,  as  being  a  help  to  physic, 
to  which  a  learned  author,  called  Donatus,  say^i^ 
that  "  the  kitchen  is  a  handmaid."  I  remrmber 
in  our  days,  though  we  cannot  in  every  rtispe.  t 
come  up  to  the  ancients,  that  by  a  very  good 
author  an  old  8:eutleman  is  4ritroducc>d  as  mak  Ing 
use  of  three  doctora,  Dr.  Diet,  Dr.  Suict,  and  Dr. 
Merriman.  Tbey  are  reportod  to  be  excellent 
physicians;  and,  if  kept  at  a  constant  pcnsion, 
tb«ir  fees  will  not  be  very  costly. 

It  seems,  as  my  friend  bas  learnt,  there  were 
two  persons  that  borę  the  name  of  Apicins,  one 
luider  the  repnblic,  the  other  in  the  time  of  Tibe- 
rius,  who  is  recorded  by  Pliny,  •*  to  hnve  had 
«.  grc at  deal  of  wit  and  judgincnt  in  aJl  affairs  tha 
related  to  eating,'*  and  conscquent!y  bas  his  nam*.' 
a<&xed  to  mauy  sorts  of  aiuuulets  aod  paucakes. 


Nor  were  emperors  less  contributorsto  so  greatan 
undertaking,  as  Yitcliius,  Commodus,  Didius  Ju- 
lianus,  and  Vanus  Heliogabalus,  whose  imperial 
names  are  prefixed  to  maiiifold  receipts ;  tbe  lart 
of  which  emperors  had  thc  peculiar  glory  of  fint 
making    skusages    of   shrimps,    crabs,    oysters, 
prawnSy  and  lobsters.     And  tbese  sausages  beiiig 
mentioned  by  the  author  which  the  editor  palh 
lishcs,  firom  that  and  many  other  argumcnts  tbe 
learned   doctor  irrefragably  maintains,  that  the 
book,  as  now  printed,  could  not  be  transcribed  ^ 
after  the  time  of  Heliogabalus,  who  gloried  in  the 
titłcs  of  Apiciusand  VitcUitts,more  tban  Antoninui, 
who  had  gained  his  reputation  by  a  temperat^ 
austere,  and  solid  virtue.     And,  it  seems,  onder 
his  administration,  a  person  that  found  out  a  new 
soup  might  have  as  great  a  reward,  as  Drakę  or 
Dampier  might  expect  for  finding  a  new  contineok 
My  friend  says,  thc  editor  tells  us  of  unheard^rf 
4laintics ;   how  **  .£sopus  had    a   supper  of  the 
tongues  of  birds  that  could  speak ;"  and  that  '*  h\§ 
daughter  regaled  on  pearls,"  though  he  docs  oot 
tell  us  how  she  dressed  them ;  how  '*  Hortensioi 
left  ten  thousand  pipes  of  winę  in  his  cellar,  ix 
his  heir^s  drinking;"  how  "  Yedius  Pollio  fed  hii 
iish-ponds  with  man's  flesh  ;**  and  how  '*  Caesar 
bought  six  thousand  weight  of  lampreys  for  bil 
triumphal  supper."     He  says,  the  editor  provei 
eąualiy  to  a  demonstration,  by  the  proportioni 
and  quantities  set  down,  and  the  nauseousness  a( 
the  ingrodients,  that  the  dinncrs  of  the  emperon 
were  ordered  by  their  physicians;  and  that  the 
recipe  was  taken  by  the  cook,  as  tbe  coUegiate 
(U)ctors  would  do  their  biłls,  to  a  modem  apothe* 
<rary;  and  that  this  custom  was  taken  from  the 
Kgyptians;  and  that  this  method  continued  tiU 
the  Goths  and  Yandals  over-ran  the  western  env 
pire ;  and  that  they,  by  use,  exercise,  and  oecessity 
of  abstinencc,  introduced  the  eating  of  cheese  and 
venison  without  those  add ition al .  sauces,  which 
the  physicians  of  old  found  out  to  restore  tbe  de- 
praved  appetites  of  such  great  men  as  had  lost 
their  stomąchs  by  an  excess  of  luxury.    Out  <k 
the  ruins  of  Erasistratus^s  book  of  endivf^  Glaueot 
Ijorreosis  of  cow-heel,  Mitbascus  of  koł'pct>y  Dio^ 
nysius  of  sugar-sops,  Agis  of  picklM  broom^dt, 
Epinetus  of  nack-pogset,  Euthedemus  of  apple* 
dumplingt,  Hegesippus  i»f  black^pudding^  Crito  ol 
MOHsed  mackarti,  Stephanus  of  \emon-crcam,  Ar- 
chites  of  hog*t-harslet,  Acestius  of  ^uince-marma- 
ladę,  Hickosius  ofpotted  pigeons,  Diocles  o(  swceU 
breads,  and  Philistion  ot'  oat-cakes,  and  setcral 
other  such  authors,  the  great  Humelbci^ai  ccmi- 
posed  bis  annotations  upon  Apicius;  whose  re- 
ceipts, when  partofTully,  Livy,  and  Tacitus  harc 
Iłeen  neglected  aud.lost,  were  pre»eived  iu  the  ut- 
most  parts  of  TransyUania,  fi»r  the  peculiar  pnhit 
of  tlie  ingenious  editor.     Latinus  Latinius  fiodi 
fault  with  several  dishes  of  Apicius,  and  is  pleased 
to  say  they  are  nauseous ;  but  our  editor  defend^ 
that  great  person,  by  showing  thediffercnce  of  oai 
customs ;  how  Plutarch  says,  **  the  ancients  uited 
no  pepper,'^  whereas  all,  or  atleast  five  or  siK  bun- 
dred,  of  Apiclu8\s  delicates  were  seasoned  with  it, 
For  we  may  as  well  admire  that  some  West  ladiaw 
should  ab^tain  from  salt,  as  tnat  we  should  be  ahlę 
to  bear  the  bitterpess  of  hops  in  our  cooimoa 
drink :  and  therefore  we  should  not  be  averu  te 
rue,    cumniin,   parsiey-seed,  marsh-mallow  i,  ot 
nettles,  with  our  common  nieat;  or  to  faave  ih^pp<T| 


kmey,  sah,  Tioegar,  raislns,  mustard 
jue,  mastic,  and  cardamums,  strown  promis> 
coottsty  oTcr  our  dinner,  when  't  comes  to  table. 
Hy  friend  telU  me  of  some  sbort  obseirations  he 
madę  out  of  the  annotations,  which  he  owes  to  his 
memory;  and  therefbre  begs  pardon  if  in  some 
thiDgs  he  may  miatake,  because  it  is  not  wiifally, 
as,  that  Papirias  Petrus  was  the  great  patron  of 
custard :  that  the  **  tetrapharmaccn,  a  dish  much 
admired  by  the  emperors  Adrian  and  Alexander 
.  SeYerus,  was  madę  of  pheasant,  peacock,  a  wild 
sow*8  hock  and  udder,  with  a  bread  pudding  oyer 
it ;  and  that  the  name  and  reason  of  «o  odd  a  dish 
are  to  be  souj^ht  for  amongst  the  physicians." 

The  work  is  divided  into  ten  books;  of  which 
the  6rst  treats  of  soups  and  piekłeś,  and  amongst 
other  things  shows,  that  sauce-pans  were  tinned 
beibre  the  time  of  Pliuy ;  that  Gordian  used  a  glass 
of  bitter  in  a  moming ;  that  the  ancients  scalded 
their  winę ;  and  that  bumt  claret,  as  now  prac- 
I  tised,  with  spice  and  sugar,  is  pemicious ;  that 
;  the  adulteration  of  winę  was  as  ancient  as  Cato ; 
that  braan  was  a  Roman  dish,  which  Apicius  com- 
Biends  as  wonderful ;  its  sauce  then  was  mustard 
and  faoney,  before  the  frequent  use  of  sugar:  uor 
were  soosed  hogs-fect,  eheeks,  and  ears,  unknown 
to  those  ages.    It  is  rery  probable,  they  were  not 
fo  superstitious  as  to  have  so  great  a  delicate  oniy 
at  Cbristmas.  It  wereworth  adissertation  bctween 
two  leamed  persons,  so  it  were  managed  with 
temper  and-candour,  to  know  wbether  the  Britons 
laagfat  it  to  the  Romans,  or  wbether  CsBsar  intro- 
f4uced  it  into  Britain  :  and  it  is  strange  he  should 
toke  no  notice  of  it;  whcreas  he  bas  reoorded,  that 
thcy  dtd  not  eat  hare*8  flesh ;  that  the  ancients 
ttsed  to  marinatt  their  fish,  by  frying  them  in  oil, 
and,  the  moment  they  were  taken  out,  pouring 
boiling  y\ negar  u^on  them.    The  leamed  annotator 
obserres,  that  the  best  way  of  keeping  the  liquor  in 
oystera  is,'  by  iaying  tlie  deep  shell  downwards ; 
and  by  this  means  Apicius  conveyed  oysters  to 
Tiberius  when  in  Parthia;  a  noble  inrention,  sińce 
Biade  use  of  at  Colchester  with  mosi  adniraliła 
siccess !  What  esUklea  might  Bhnm  or  Łocket 
kave  got  ia  tlMW  days,  when  Apicius,  only  for 
koittag  sprouts  after  a  new  fashion,  deservedly 
CDne  into  the  good  graces  of  Drusus,  who  then 
onnmanded  the  Roman  armies ! 

The  first  book  haTing  trcated  of  sauces  or  stand- 
ing  piekłeś  for  rełish,  which  are  used  in  most  of 
the  suoceeding  receipts ;  the  second  has  a  glorious 
nł^ect,  of  sausa^es,  both  with  skins  and  without, 
which  con^ins  matters  no  less  remarkable  than 
*tbe  former.  The  ancients  that  were  delicate  in 
their  eating  prepared  their  own  mushrooms  with 
aa  amber,  or  at  least  a  silver  knife ;  where  the  an- 
aotator  shows  elegantly,  against  Hardouinus,  that 
the  whole  knife,  and  not  only  the  handle,  was  of 
•mber  or  silyer,  lest  the  rustincss  of  an  ordinary 
kntfa  raight  prove  infectioua.  This  is  a  nicety 
irbich  I  hope  we  may  in  time  arrive  to ;  for  the 
firitoDS,  tlróugh  not  very  forward  in  inrentions, 
yet  are  out-done  by  no  nations  in  imitation  or  im- 
'piUTements. 

The  tbird  boOk  is  of  such  edibles  as  are  pro- 
Aieed  in  crardens.  -  The  Romans  used  nitre,  to 
make  their  herbs  look  grcen ;  the  annotator  shows 
;«or  salt-petre  at  present  to  differ  from  tho  ancient 
mitrę.  Apicius  had  a  way  of  mincing  them  first 
l^th  oil  and  sal^aiid  so  boiling  tbemi  vi^bicb  Pliny 
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commends.  But  the  present  rećeipt  is,  to  let  the 
water  boil  wdl ;  throw  in  salt  and  a  bit  of  butler ; 
and  80  not  only  sprouts  but  spinage  will  be  green. 
There  is  a  most  extraordinary  observation  of  the 
editor'8,  to  which  I  cannol  but  agree ;  that  it  is  a 
vu]gar  error,  that  walnut-trees,  like  Russian  wires, 
thrive  the  better  for  being  beaten;  and  that  long 
poles  and  Stones  are  used  by  boys  and  others  to 
get  the  fruit  down,  the  walnut-trec  being  so  very 
high  they  could  not  otherwise  reach  it,  rather  out 
of  kindness  to  themseWes,  than  any  regard  to  the 
tree  that  bears  it  As  for  asparagus,  there  is  an 
excellent  remark,  that,  according  to  Pliny,  they 
were  the  great  care  of  the  ancient  gardeners,  and 
that  at  Ravenna  three  weighed  a  pound;  but  that . 
in  England  it  was  thought  a  rarity  when  a  hun- 
drrd  of  them  weighed  thirty :  that  cucumbers  are 
apt  to  rise  in  the  stomach,  unless  pared,  or  boiled 
with  oil,  viuegar,  and  honey;  that  the  Egyptiaus 
would  drink  hard  without  anydisturbance,  because 
it  was  a  rule  for  them  to  have  always  boiled  cab- 
bage  for  their  first  dish  at  supper :  that  the  best 
way  to  roast  onions  is  in  oolewort  leares,  for  fear 
of  buming  them :  that  beets  are  good  for  smiths, 
because  they,  working  at  the  fire,  are  g^ncrally 
costive :  that  Petronius  has  recorded  a  little  ofd 
woman,  who  sold  the  agreste  olus  of  the  ancients ; 
which  honour  I  take  to  be  as  much  due  to  those 
wha  in  uur  days  ery  uettle-tops,  elder-buds,  and 
cliver,  in  spring-time  very  wholesome. 

The  fourth  book  contalns  tbe  unirersal  Art  of 
Cookerjr.    As  Matthaeus  Syłvaticus  compo^ed  the 
Pandccts  of  Physic,  and  Justinian  those  of  Law ; 
so  Apicius  has  done  the  Pandects  of  his  Art,  in 
this  book  which  bears  that  iuscription.    The  first 
chapter  contains  the  admirable  receipt  of  a  ga- 
lacacaby  of  Apicius.    Bruise  in  a  mortar  parsley- 
seed,  dried  pcnn3nx)yal,  dried  mint,  ginger,  green, 
coriander,  raisins  stoned,  honey,  yinegaur,  oil,  and 
winę ;  put  them  into  a  eacabtJnm ;  three  crusts  of 
pycentine  bread,  the  flesh  of  a  pullet,  goat  stones, 
vestina  cheaae,  ]ńne  kemels,  cucumbers,  dried 
omaiM  niiBOed  smali ;  pour  a  soup  OTcr  it,  garnish ' 
it  with  snów,  and  send  it  up  in  the  caeahuium, 
This  cacabidum  being  an  unusual  vesseł,  my  friend 
went  to  his  dictionary,  where,  finding  an  odd  in- 
terpretation  of  it,  be  was  easily  persuaded,  from 
the  whimsicalness  of  the  compositton,  and  the  fan- 
tasticaluess  of  snów  for  its  gamiture,  that  the  pro* 
perest  vessel  for  a  physician  to  prescribe,  to  send 
to  table  upon  that  occasion,  might  be  a  bed*pan. 
There  are  some  admirable  remarks  in  the  anuota- 
tions    to  the   second   chapter,  concerning   tike 
dialogue  of  Asellius  Sabinus,  who  introduces  a 
combat  between  mushroomS)  ckattt  or  beccqfico*s, 
oysters,  and  redwings ;  a  work  that  ougfat  to  be 
published :  for  the  same  annotator  observes,  that 
this  island  is  not  destitute  of  redwings,  though 
cooiing  to  us  only  in  the  hardest  weather,  and 
therefore  seldom  brought  fat  to  our  tables ;  that 
the  chatt  come  to  us  in  April  and  breed,  and  about 
autumn  return  to  Afric;  that  experience  shows 
us  they  may  be  kept  in  cages,  fed  with  bec^f  or 
wether  mutton,  figs,  grapes,  and  minced  filberts, 
being  dainties  not  unworthy  the  care  of  such  as 
would  presenre  our  British  dishes;  the  first  de- 
lighting    in    hod^ire-podge,    gallimaufrtes,    forccd 
meats,  jussiels,  and  salmagnndies ;  tbe  latter  in 
spear-ribB,  surloins,  chines  and  barous;  and  thenco 
our  tenns  o£  arty  both  as  to  drcsaing  aud  carviugr 
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become  vcry  diflerent ;  for  they,  lying  uiK>n  a  sort 
pf  couch,  could  uot  ha%'e  canred  those  dishes  which 
our  ancestors,  whcn  they  sat  upoii  forma,  uscd  to 
do.  But,  sińce  tbe  use  of  cushions  aud  elbow- 
chairs,  and  tbe  editions  S^good  books  and  autbors, 
it  may  be  boped  iti  tiine  we  may  comc  up  to  tbem. 
For  indeed  bitherto  we  have  been  sometbing  to 
blame ;  and  1  belicve  few  of  us  have  seen  a  dish 
of  capon-stones  at  table;  (lamb-stones  is  acknow- 
Icdged  by  tbe  leariied  annotator  tbat  we  have) 
for  tbe  art  of  making  capons  has  long  bceii  buried 
in  obiivion.  Yarro,  tbe  great  Roman  antłquary, 
tells  us  how  to  do  it  by  bumingof  their  spurs; 
whicb,  occasloning  their  sterility,  raakes  them  ca^ 
,  pons  in  effect,  though  those  parts  thcreby  became 
morę  large  and  tender. 

The  fiflh  book  is  of  pease-porridge;  under  which 
are  included,frumetary,  watergruel,  milk-porridge, 
rice-milk,  flumary,  stir-about,  and  the  like.  Tbe 
Łatin  or  rather  Greek  oame  is  ausprios ;  but  my 
friend  w&s  pleased  to  entitle  it  pmitagruel,  a  name 
ased  by  Rabdais,  an  eminent  physician.  There 
«re  some  very  remarkable  tiiings  in  it ;  as,  tbe 
ęmperor  Julianus  had  seldom  any  thing  but  spoon- 
meat  at  supper:  that  the  herb  fenugreek,  with 
pickles,  oil,  and  winę,  was  a  Roman  dainty;  upon 
Which  the  annotator  obserres,  that  it  is  not  used  in 
our  kitchcns,  for  a  certain  ungrate(\il  bitteriicss 
that  it  has;  and  that  it  is  plainly  a  physical  diet, 
tbat  will  give  a  stool ;  and  that,  mixed  with  oats, 
it  is  the  best  purge  for  hbrses :  an  exceUent  inven- 
tion  for  frugality,  that  nothing  might  be  lost ;  for 
what  the  lord  did  not  eat,  he  might  send  to  his 
itable! 

The  sixth  book  treats  of  wild-fowl;  how  to 
dress  ostriches,  (the  biggest,  grossest,  and  most 
difficult  of  digestion,  of  any  biid)  pboenicoptrices, 
parrots,  &c. 

The  8eventh  book  treats  of  thtngs  mmpttumt  and 
I  costltf,  and  thei-efore  cbiefly  concerning  hog^meta  ; 
in  which  the  Romans  came  to  that  excess,  that  the 
laws  forbad  the  usageof  bogs-barslet,  sweet-breads, 
cheeks,  &c.  at  their  public  suppcrs;  and  Cato, 
when  ceusor,  sought  to  restrain  the  cxtravagant 
use  of  brawn,  by  several  of  his  orations.  So  much 
regard  was  had  then  to  the  art  of  cookery,  that 
we  see  it  took  place  in  the  thoughts  of  tbe  wisest 
men,  and  borę  a  part  in  their  most  important 
conncils.  But,  alas  !  the  degeneracy  of  our  pre- 
setit  age  is  such^  that  I  beliere  few  besides  the  an- 
notator know  tbe  excellency  of  a  Tirgin  sow,  espe- 
oially  of  the  black  kind  brought  from  China ;  and 
liow  to  make  the  most  of  her  liver,  lights,  brains, 
and  pettitoes ;  and  to  vary  her  into  those  lifty 
dishes  which,  Pliny  says,  were  usually  madę  of 
that  delicious  creature.  Besides,  Galen  tells  us 
morę  of  its  exceUencies :  "  That  folio  w  that  cats 
bacon  for  two  or  threc  days  before  he  is  to  box  or 
wrestle,  sball  be  much  stronger  than  if  he  should 
eat  the  best  roast  becf  or  bag  pudding  in  the  pa- 
rish." 

The  eighth  book  treats  of  such  dainties  as/our- 
footed  beasts  afibrd  us ;  as,  1.  the  \ołld  bour,  whirh 
they  used  to  boil  with  all  its  bristles  on.  2.  Tbe 
ieer,  dresscd  with  broth  madę  with  pepper,  winę, 
boney,  oil,  and  stewed  damsons,  &c.  S.  The  wild 
iheep,  of  which  there  are  **  innumerable  in  the 
mountains  of  Yorkshire  and  Westmoreland,  that 
will  let  nobody  handle  them;''  but,  if  they  are 
eaught,  they  are  to  be  senl  up  with  an  *'  elegant 


sauce,  prescribed  after  a  physical  mami^r,  in  fonii 
of  an  electuary,  madę  of  pepper,  rue,  parsley-seed, 
juniper,  thyme  dried»  mint,  pcnnyroyal,  honcy, 
&c."  with  which  any  apothecary  in  that  country 
can  fumtsh  you.  4.  Beef\  with  onion  sauoe,  and 
commended  by  Celsus,  but  not  much  approred  by 
Hippocratcs,  becau&e  the  Greeks  scarce  knew  how 
to  make  oxen,  and  powdering-tt^t  were  in  very  few 
families :  for  pbysicians  have  been  vcry  pecoliar 
in  their  diet  in  all  ages ;  otherwise  Galen  would 
scarce  baVe  found  out  tbat  yonng  foxes  were  in 
season  in  autumn.  5.  The  iueking  pig  boiled  ia 
paper.  6.  The  hare,  tbe  chief  of  Uie  Romaa 
daiHtia ;  its  blood  being  the  sweetest  of  any  anW 
mai,  its  natural  fear  contributing  to  that  excel- 
lence.  Though  the  emperors  and  nobility  bad 
parks  to  fotten  them  in ;  yet  in  the  time  of  Di- 
dianus  Julianus,  if  any  one  had  sent  him  one,  ora 
pig,he  would  make  it  last  him  threedays;  whereas 
Alexander  Sevenis  had  one  every  meal,  whidi 
must  have  been  a  great  expen8e,  and  is  Tery  r»> 
markable.  But  tbe  most  exquisite  animal  was 
i^served  for  the  last  chapter;  and  that  was  the 
dormauK,  a  harmiass  creature,  whose  iunocence 
might  at  least  have  defended  it  both  from  cooks 
and  physiciatas.  But  Apicius  found  out  an  odd 
sort  of  fate  for  those  poor  creatures ;  some  to  be 
boned,  and  others  to  be  put  Whole,  with  odd  ingre- 
dients,  into  kogt-gutt,  and  so  boiled  for  sausagest 
In  ancient  times,  people  madę  it  tbetr  business  to 
fotten  them :  Aristotle  rightiy  obserres,  that  sieep 
fattened  them ;  and  Martial  from  thenoe  too  poeti- 
cally  tells  us,  that  sleep  was  their  only  nourish- 
ment.  But  the  annotator  has  cleared  tbat  point; 
he,  good  man,  has  tenderly  obsenred  one  of  tbem 
for  many  years,  and  finds,  that  it  does  not  sleep  ali 
the  winter,  as  iklsely  reported,  but  wakes  at  meals, 
and  after  its  repast  then  rolls  itaelf  up  in  a  hall  to 
sleep.  Thłs  dormouse,  according  to  the  author, 
did  not  drink  in  ihree  years  time ;  bat  wbether 
other  dormice  d6  so,  1  cannot  tell,  because  Bam* 
bouselbergius's  treatise  Of  Fattening  Donnice  is 
lost.  Though  very  costly,  they  became  a  cdm- 
mon  dish  at  great  entertaiameots.  Petronius  de* 
liyers  us  an  odd  rcceipt  for  dressng  them,  and 
senriog  them  up  with  poppies  and  tioney;  which 
must  be  a  very  soporiferous  dainty,  and  aa  good 
as  owl-pie  to  such  as  want  a  nap  after  dinner. 
The  fondness  of  the  Romans  came  to  be  so  erceu 
8ive  towards  them,  that,  as  Pliny  says,  "  the  cen. 
sorian  laws,  and  Marcus  ^caurus  in  his  consui- 
ship,  got  them  prohibited  from  public  entertaio. 
ment^"  But  Nero,  Commodus,  and  Heliogabalus, 
would  not  deny  the  liberty,  and  indeed  property, 
of  iheir  subjects  in  so  reasonaUe  an  enjoyment ; 
and  therefore  we  find  them  long  after  brought  to 
table  in  the  times  of  Ammianus  Marcellinus,  who 
tells  us  likewise,  that  "  gcalet  were  brought  to  tabia 
in  those  ages,  to  weigh  curiouc  fiahes,  birds,  and 
dormice,"  to  see  whether  they  were  at  the  staifdaid 
of  excełlence  and  perfection,  and  somettnies,  I 
suppose,  to  vie  with  other  pretenders  to  magnift- 
cence.  The  aimoŁator  takes  hołd  of  this  occasioo, 
to  show  *'  of  how  great  use  scalcs  would  be  at  tbe 
tabies  of  our  nobility,"  especially  upon  the  bringing 
up  of  a  dish  of  wild-fowl :  "  for,  if  tweke  larks 
(says  he)  should  weigh  below  tweWe  ounc  s,  they 
would  be  yery  lean,  and  scarce  tolerable ;  if  twebct 
and  down-weight,  they  would  be  very  well ;  bot, 
if  thirteeo*  they  would  be  fat  to  pęrfoctioB."    We 
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tf e  npon  how  niće  and  exact  a  balance  the  happi- 
Bess  of  eating  depends ! 

I  could  scarce  forbear  smilinfr,  not  to  ftay  worse, 
at  such  esactness  and  such  dainties ;  and  told  my 
Inend,  tbat  those  scales  woi\Id  be  of  extraprdinary 
nseat  Dunstable;  and  that,  if  the  annotator  had 
not  prescribed  his  dormouse,  I  sbould  upon  the 
first  occasion  be  glad  to  visit  it,  if  1  knenr  its 
Tisiting-^ays  and  hours,  soas  not  to  disturb  it. 

My  friend  said,  there  remaine<1  but  two  books 
morę,  one  of  sea  and  the  other  of  river  fisti,  in  the 
accoant  of  which  he  would  not  be  lonjs:,  seein.s;  his 
memoiy  began  to  fsul  him  almost  as  much  as  my 
patience. 

'Tis  tnie,  in  a  long  work,  sofl  shimbors  crecp, 
And  gently  sink  the  artist  into  sleep ' ; 

especiall y  whcn  treating  of  dormice. 

The  Dinth  book  is  conceming  sea  fish,  where, 
amoDfi^t  other  learoed  annotations,  is  recordcd  that 
femous  voyage  of  Apicius,  who,  havin^  spcnt  many 
millions,  and  being  retired  into  Campania,  hcard 
that  there  nrere  lobsters  of  a  ^ast  and  unusual  big- 
ncss  in  Africa,  and  thereupon  impatientty  got  on 
shipboanl  the  same  day ;  and,  having  sufFercd  much 
•t  sea,  came  at  last  to  the  coast  But  the  famę  of 
so  grcat  a  man*B  coming  had  landcd  bcfore  him, 
and  all  the  fishermen  sailcd  out  to  meet  hlm,  and 
presenied  him  with  thełrfaircst  lobsters.  Ile  a^ked, 
if  they  had  no  largcr.  Thcy  answered,  "  Their 
iea  produced  nothing  morę  excellent  than  what 
they  had  brought.''  This  honest  freodom  of  theirs, 
with  his  disappointment^so  disgusted  him,  that  he 
took  pet,  and  bade  the  master  return  home  again 
iromcidiately :  and  so,  it  seems,  Africa  lost  the 
breed  of  one  monster  morę  than  it  had  before'. 
There  are  many  receipts  in  the  book,  to  drc^s 
crainp-fisb,  that  numb  the  hands  of  those  that 
Łouch  tbem;  the  cattle.fish,  whose  blood  is  like 
ink;  tliepoarcontreIjOrmany  feet;  thesea-urcliin, 
or  hedge-hog;  with  several  others,  whose  sauces 
areagreeable  to  their  natures.  But,  to  the  com- 
fort  of  os  modems,  the  ancients  often  ate  their 
oysters  alive,  and  spread  bard  eggs  minced  over 
their  sprats,  as  we  do  now  over  onr  salt^fish. 
There  is  one  thing  very  curious  conceming  ber- 
rings.  It  seems,  the  ancients  were  very  fontastical, 
in  making  one  thing  pass  for  anothc;r ;  so,  at  Pe- 
tronius^s  supper,  the  cook  sent  up  a  fat  goosp,  6sh, 
and  wild-fowl  of  all  sorts  to  appcarance,  but  stiij 
all  were  madę  ont  of  the  sereral  parts  of  one  single 
porker.  The  great  Nicomedcs,  king  of  Bithynia, 
had  a  rery  delighfiil  deception  of  this  naturę  put 
npon  him  by  his  cook :  the  king' was  extrcmely 
afiected  with  firesh  berrings;  (as  indeed  who  is 
not  ?)  bat,  being  far  up  iu  Asia  from  the  searK^oast, 
his  wbole  wealth  could  Qot  have  purchased  one ; 
but  his  cook  contrived  some  sort  of  meat,  which, 
pot  into  a  frame,  so  resembled  a  hernng,  that  it 
was  estremely  satisfactory  both  to  this  prince's 
cyes  and  gusto.  My  friend  told  me,  that,  to  the 
honour  of  the  city  of  London,  he  had  seen  a  thing 
of  this  naturę  thcrej  that  is,  a  herring>  or  rather  a 
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*  Lord  Lytteltbn*s  Nineteenth  Dialogue  of  the 
Dead  (perhaps  the  most  humorous  in  that  admira- 
ble  collection)  see/ns  to  havc  been  entirely  founded 
on  the  hints  suggested  by  Dr.  King.    N, 


salma^undy,  with  the  head  aml  taił  so  nc/itly  laid, 
that  it  surprised  him.  He  says,  many  of  the 
ipecies  may  be  found  at  the  Sugar  Loaf  in  Bell 
Yard,  as  giving  an  excellent  relish  to  Burton  ale, 
and  nut  costing  above  8ixpence,  an  inconsiderable 
prioe  for  so  imperial  a  dainty ! 

The  tenth  book,  as  my  friond  tells  me,  is  con- 
cernina:  Jish  saucesy  which  consist  of  variety  of  in- 
gredicnts,  amongst  which  is  gcnerally  a  kind  of 
frametary.  But  it  is  not  to  be  forgotten  by  any' 
person  who  would  boil  fish  exactly,thatthey  threw 
thcmalive  into  thewater,  whi?h  atprescnt  is  said 
to  be  a  Dutch  rectńpt,  but  was  derived  from  the 
Romans.  It  seems,  Seneca  the  philosopher,  (a  man~ 
from  whose  morose  temper  little  good  in  the  art 
of  cookery  could  he  expectcd)  i  u  his  third  book 
uf  Natura!  2uestions,  cornrtingthe  luxury  of  tho 
times,  says,  the  Romans  were  come  tothatdainti- 
ness,  that  they  would  not  eat  a  fish  unless  upon 
the  same  day  it  was  taken,  "  that  it  might  taste 
of  the  sea,*'  as  thcy  cxpressed  it ;  and  «^erefore 
had  them  broui^lit  by  pirsons  who  rode  post,  and 
madę  a  great  outcry,  whereupon  all  othcr  people 
were  obli.?ed  to  givc  them  the  road.  It  was  aa 
usual  expression  for  a  Roman  to  say,  "  in  uther 
matters  1  may  eon H dc  in  you ;  but  in  a  thing  of 
this  weight„  it  is  not  consistelit  with  my  gravity 
and  prudence.  I  will  trust  nothing  but  my  own 
eyes.  Bring  the  fish  hither,  let  nie  soc  hini  breathe 
his  last.**  And,  whcn  the  poor  fish  wa&brou^ht  to 
table  swimming  and  gasping,  would  ery  out, 
"  Nothing  is  morc  bcautiful  than  a  dying  muUet!" 
My  friend  says,  the  annotator  looks  upon  these 
"  as  jests  madę  by  the  Stoics,  and  spoken  ab- 
surdly  and  beyond  naturę  j"  though  the  annotator 
at  the  same  time  tells  us,  that  it  was  a  law  at 
Athens,  that  tlio  fishemirn  should  not  wash  their 
fish,  but  bring  tliem  as  tłiey  came  out  of  the  sea. 
Happy  were  the  Athenians  in  good  laws,  and  the 
Romans  in  great  examples!  Rut  I  bellrve  our 
Britons  nccd  wish  their  friends  no  longer  lifi-,  than  ^ 
till  they  8ee'^I>ondou  senred  with  live  herrings  and 
gasping  mackarri.  It  is  tnie,  we  are  not  quite  so 
barbarous  but  that  we  throw  our  crabs  alive  into 
scalding  water,  and  tle  our  lobsters  tu  the  spit  to 
hear  them  squ6ak  when  ihey  are  ruastcd;  our 
cels  use  the  same  peristaltic  motion  upon  the 
gridiron,  whcn  their  skjn  is  off  and  thdr  guts  aro 
out,  as  they  did  before ;  and  our  gtidgeons,  taking 
opportunity  of  jumping  afler  they  are  flowcrcd, 
give  occasion  to  the  admirable  Temark  of  some^ 
persons*  folly,  when,  to  avoid  tha  danger  of  the 
frying-pan,  they  leap  into  the  fire.  My  friend 
said,  that  the  mentión  of  ecls  put  him  in  mind  of 
the  concludinu:  remark  of  the  annotator,  "  That 
they  who  amongst  the  Sybarites  would  fish  for 
eels,  or  sell  them,  should  be  (iree  from  all  taxes." 
I  was  glad  to  hear  of  the  word  conclude  ;  and  told 
him  nothing  could  be  morc  acccptable  to  me  than 
the  mention  of  the  Sybarites,  of  whom  1  shortly 
intend  a  hi  story,  showing  how  they  descrvcdly  ba- 
nished  cocks  for  waking  them  in  a  moming,  and 
smiths  for  being  useful ;  how  one  cricd  outbecnuse 
one  of  the  rose-łeaves  he  lay  on  was  rumpled ;  how 
they  taught  their  horses  to  dance;  and  so  thcii^ 
enemios,  coming  against  them  with  guitars  and 
harpsirhords,  set  the  m  so  upon  their  rouful  o*s  and 
minnett,  that  the  form  of  their  battle  was  broken, 
and  thrre  hundred  thousand  of  them  slain,  as 
Gouldman,  Lyttlcton,  and  several  other  good  au^ 
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thors,  affirm.  I  told  my  fricnd,  I  had  much  over- 
etayed  my  Rour;  but  if,  at  aiiy  time,  be  would 
find  Dick  Hurnplbergius,  Caspar  Barthius,  and 
aiiotber  friend,  with  hiinsclf,  1  would  invite  him  to 
inner  of  a  few  but  ohoice  disbes  to  fover  the  table 
at  once,  wbicb,  except  they  would  thtnk  of  any 
tłiing  bettcr,  sbould  be  a  salaracaby,  a  dish  of 
fenugreek,  a  wild  Sbecp^s  bcad  aiwi  appurtenance 
with  a  suitable  electuary,a  ragouł  of  capon's  Stones, 
and  somf>  donnouse  sausages. 

If,  as  friends  do  with  one  anotber  at  a  vcnison- 
pasty,  you  shall  send  for  a  platc,  you  know  you 
may  commaud  it ;  for  wbat  is  minę  is  yours,  as 
being  entirely  yoar,  &c. 


THE   ART  OF  LOVE: 

IN  IMITATION  OF 
OVID    DE    ARTE    AMANDI. 

To  the  lord  Herbert',  eldcst  son  of  his  cxcellency 
the  earl  of  Peinbroke  and  Montgomery ;  baron 
Herbert  of  Caidiff,  Ross  of  Kcndal,  Parr,  Fitz- 
Hugh  Marmion,  St.  .dointin,  and  Herbert  of 
Shutlaod  'y  knight  of  tbe  garter,  &c.  &c. 

MV  ŁorD, 

The  following  lines  are  written  on  a  subjcct  that 
will  naturally  be  protected  by  the  goodncss  and 
temper  of  your  lordship :  for,  as  tbe  adyanlages 
of  your  raind  and  person  niust  kindle  the  flauies 
of  love  In  the  coldest  breast ;  60  you  are  of  an  age 
most  susceptible  of  them  in  your  own.  You  have 
acąuired  all  those  aceomplisbments  at  home, 
which  otbers  are  forced  to  seek  abroad ;  and  have 
given  the  world  assuranc^,  by  such  beginnings, 
that  you  will  soon  be  qaali6ed  to  fili  the  bighest 
ofRces  of  the  crown  with  the  same  imiyersal  ap- 
plause,that  bas  constantly  attended  your  illustrious 
father  in  tbe  dischargerof  them.  For  the  good  of 
your  posterity,  may  you  ever  be  happy  in  the 
choioe  of  wbat  you  love !  And  tbough  these  niles 
will  be  of  smali  use  to  you,  that  can  frame  much 
better ;  yet  let  me  beg  leave  that,  by  dedicating 
them  to  your  8ervice,  I  may  have  the  honour  of 
telling  the  worki,  that  I  am  obliged  to  your  iord- 
thip  i  and  that  1  am  most  entirely 

your  lord.ship'8 

most  faithful  humble  aenrant, 

WILLIAM  KING. 


PREFACE. 

It  is  endeavoured,  in  the  following  poems,  to  gire 
the  readers  of  botb  sexes  some  ideas  of  the  art  of 
love ;  such  a  love  as  is  innocent  and  virtuous,  and 
whose  desires  terminate  in  present  happiness  and 
that  of  posterity.  U  would  be  in  vain  to  think  of 
doing  it  without  help  firom  the  ancients,  amopgst 
wbom  nonę  has  toucbed  that  passion  moie  ten- 
derly  and  justly  than  Ovid.     He  knew  that  he 

'  Henry  lord  Heiliert  succeeded  to  hif  father'8 
tfUet  in  1733,  and  died  in  1 749.    N. 


borę  the  mastership  in  that  art ;  and  thcrefore,  ia 
the  fourth  book  De  Tństibus,  when  he  would  givc 
some  account  of  himself  to  futurę  agtts,  he  calls 
himself  Teuerorum  Lusor  Amorum,  t^i  if  he  gloried 
principally  iu  tłie  descriptious  he  had  madę  *uf 
that  passion. 

The  present  imitation  of  him  is  at  Icast  such  a 
one  as  Mr.  Dryden  mcntions,  **  to  be  an  endca^ 
vour  of  a  latter  poct  to  write  like  one  who  has 
written  before  him  on  the  same  subjc-ct ;  that  is, 
not  to  translate  his  words,  or  be  confinc-d  to  bis 
sense,  but  o»ly  to  ^et  him  as  a  pattern,  and  to 
write  as  he  supposes  that  authur  would  have  done, 
had  be  liv(>d  in  our  agc  and  in  our  country.     But 
hc  dares  not  say  that  sir  John  Dcnham',  or  Mr. 
Cowley,  have  carried  ibis  libertin     way,  as  the 
latter  calis  it,  so  tar  as  this  deftnition  reacnes.^' 
But,  alas !  the  present  iinitator  has  come  up  to  it, 
if  not  perhaps  succeeded  it.     Sir  Juhn  Denhain 
had  Virgil,  and  Mr.  Cowley  had  Pindar,  to  deal 
with,  who  botb  wrote  upon  lasting  foundations : 
but  the  present  subject  boing  love,  it  would  be  uu- 
reasonable  to  think  of  too  great  a  confinemont  to 
be  laid  on  it.  And  though  the  passion  and  grounds 
of  it  will  coutinue  the  satne  tbrougb  all  ages ;  yet 
there  will  be  many  little  modes,  fashions,  and 
graces,  ways  of  complaisance  and  addrcss,  enter- 
tainments  and  diversions,  which  time  will  Tary. 
Since  the  world  will  expect  new  tl.-ings,  and  per- 
sons  will  write,  and  the  ancients  have  so  great  a 
fund  of  łeaming;  whom  can  the  moderns  take 
better  to  copy  than  such  originals  ?     It  is  most 
likely  they  may  not  come  up  to  them ;  but  it  is  a 
thousand  to  one  but  their  imitation  is  better  Uian 
any  clumsy  invention  of  their   own.    WhoeTcr 
undertakes  this  way  of  writing,  has  as  much  reaaon 
to  understand  the  tnie  scope,  genius,  and  force  of 
the  expres8ious  of  his  author,  as  a  litt;ial  trans- 
lator :  and,  after  all,  hc  lies  under  this  misfartune, 
that  the  faidtsare  all  his  own ;  and,  if  there  is  any 
thing  that  may  seem  pardonable,  tbe  Latin  at  the 
bottom  ^  shows  to  whom  he  is  engaged  for  it.    An 
iinitator  and  his  author  stand  much  upon  the  same 
terms  as  Ben  docs  with  his  father  in  the  comedy^. 

Wbat  thof  he  be  my  father,  I  an^t  bound  pren- 
tice  to  'en. 

There  were  many  reasons  why  the  imitator  trans- 
posed  several  yerses  of  Ovłd,  and  has  divided  tbe 
whole  into  fourteen  parts,  rather  than  keep  it  in 
three  books.  These  may  be  too  tedipus  to  be  re- 
ci  ted ;  but,  among  the  rest,  some  were,  that  mat- 
ters  of  tbe  same  subject  might  He  morc  compact ; 
that  too  large  a  heap  of  precepts  together  niigfat 
appear  too  burthensome ;  and  therefore  (if  smali 
matters  may  allude  to  greater)  as  Yir^ifil  in  his 
Georgics,  so  here  most  of  tbe  parts  end  with  some 
remarkable  fi&ble,  which  carries  with  it  some  moial : 
yet,  if  any  persons  please  to  take  tbe  six  first  parts 
as  the  first  book,  and  divide  the  eight  łast,  they 
may  make  three  books  of  them  again.  Tbere 
bave  by  chance  some  twenty  lines  ctvpt  into  the 
poem  out  of  the  Remedy  of  Lotc,  which,  (as  inaui- 

*  Dryden  alludes  to  The  Destruction  of  Troy, 
&c.     N, 

^  In  thefirsteditionsof  the  Artof  Cookery,and 
of  the  Art  of  Love,  Dr.  KJing  printed  the  original 
under  the  respective  pages  of  his  trans!  atioas.    N. 
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matc  things  are  generally  the  most  way  ward  and 
pr^j^okini^)  sińce  they  woald  stay,  have  be»en  suf- 
fered  to  stand  there.  But  as  for  the  love  hem 
ineittioiied,  it  beins:  all  prudont,  honourable,  and 
Yirtiioas,  them  is  no  need  ot'  any  remedy  to  be  pre- 
scribed  for  it,  but  the  speedy  obtaining  of  what  it 
desires.  Shou!d  the  imItator'.s  style  seem  not  to 
he  suiBcicntly  restrained,  sJiould  he  not  have 
afibrded  pains  for  review  or  correction,  let  it  be 
consideredy  that  perhaps  even  in  that  he  desired  to 
imitate  bis  autbor,  and  would  not  p«»ruse  them ; 
lesty  as  eome  of  Ovid's  worics  wcre,  so  these  might 
be  committfd  to  the  flames.  But  he  I  aves  that 
lor  the  reader  to  do,  if  he  pleases,  wbea  he  has 
bought  them. 


THE  ART  OF  LOVE. 

PART  I. 

Whoeyer  knows  not  what  it  is  to  love, 
I-^t  him  but  read  thcśe  yei-ses,  and  improve. 
Sv«nft  ships  are  ruPd  by  art,  and  oars,  and  sails  : 
Skiil  guides  our  chariots ;  Wit  o'er  Ix)ve  prevails. 
Automodon  with  reins  ict  loose  oould  fly; 
Tiphys  with  Argo^s  ship  cut  wavcs  and  sky. 
In  Iove-aflairs  Tm  charioteer  of  Truth, 
And  surcst  pilot  to  inoautious  youth. 
Lowe^s  hot,  unruly,  eaarer  to  enjoyj 
But  then  consider  he  \h  but  a  boy. 
Chiron  with  pleasing  harp  Achilles  tam*d, 
And  his  rongh  inanncrs  with  soft  musie  fram'd : 
Though  heM  in  oouncił  storm,  in  battle  ragę, 
He  borc-a  sec  ret  rererence  for  a^je. 
Chiron's  command  with  strict  obedience  ties 
The  sinewy  ann  by  which  brave  Hector  dies : 
That  was  his  task,  but  fierccr  Łove  is  minę : 
They  both  are  boys,  and  spning  from  race  di%*ine. 
The  stiff4ieck'd  buli  does  to  the  yoke  śiibmit, 
And  the  most  fiery  courser  champs  the  bit. 
So  Love  shall  yiełd.     I  own,  l've  been  his  stare  j 
Bat  conquer*d  where  my  enemy  was  brave : 
And  now-he  darts  his  flames  without  a  wound, 
And  all  his  whistling  arrows  die  in  sound. 
Kor  will  I  raisemy  iarae  by  hidclon  art; 
In  what  I  t^ch,  sound  reason  shall  have  part : 
For  Nature»s  passion  canuot  be  destroy*d, 
But  moves  in  Virtue^s  path  w  hen  well  employ*d. 
Yct  still^twill  be  convenient  to  remove 
The  t3nranny  and  plagues  of  vulgar  love. 
May  infant  cliastity,  grave  matron'8  pride, 
A  parenfs  wish,  and  blushes  of  a  bride, 
Protect  tbis  work  j  so  guard  it,  that  no  rhyme 
la  syllable  or  thought  may  vent  a  crime ! 
Tbe  sokiier,  that  Lovc*s  armour  would  defy, 
WiJl  find  his  greatest  cnurage  is  to  fly : 
Wben  Beauty*8  amorous  glanceM  parley  beat, 
The  ónly  conquest  then  is  to  retreat : 
Bot,  if  the  treacherous  foir  pretend  to  yiełd, 
Tis  present  death,  unless  you  quit  the  firld. 
Whilst  youth  and  vanity  would  make  you  rangę, 
Think  on  seme  beauty  may  preyent  your  cliange : 
Bat  such  «by  falling  skies  are  ueyer  caught  i 
No  happiness  is  fonnd  but  what  is  sought. 
The  huntsman  learns  where  doe%  trip  o'er  the  lawn. 
And  where  Uie  foaming  boar  8ecar«.>s  his  brAwn. 
The  fowler^s  tow-bell  rohs  the  lark  of  sleep ; 
And  thfey  who  bo|ie  for  fish  must  searoh  the  deep : 
And  hc,  that  fael  seeks  for  chaste  desire, 
Must  search  where  Yirtue  may  that  flame  inspire. 


To  foreign  parts  tliere  is  no  nedd  to  roam : 
The  blessing  may  be  met  with  nearer  home. 
From  India some.otiiers from  neighbouring  France, 
Bring  tawny  skins,  and  puppets  that  ran  dance. 
The  seatof  British  ompire  does  contain 
BeauticS)  that  o»er the  conquer'd  globe  will  reign. 
As  fruitful  fields  witł»  plenty  bles^  tbe  sight, 
And  as  th^  milky  w  y  adoms  the  mght; 
So  thtiŁ  doc^s  with  those  graceful  nymphs  abound, 
Whose  dove-like  suftncss  is  witli  roses  crown'd. 
There  tenderest  blooms  inriting  softness  spread, 
Whilst  by  their  s^iallest  twine  the  captive's  led. 
Thero  youth  advancM  in  majesty  does  shine, 
Fit  to  be  mother  to  a  race  dirine. 
No  age  in  matrons,  no  decay  appears  ; 
By  prudence  only  there  you  guess  at  years.         ♦ 

Somctimcs  you' U  see  these  bcauties  seek  the 
By  lofty  treea  in  royal  gardens  madę ;  [shade, 

Or  at  St  James^s,  where  a  noble  care 
Makes  alt  things  pleasing  like  himself  appear ; 
Or  Kensington,  sweet  air  and  blest  retreat 
Of  him,  that  owns  a  8overeign,  though  ntost  prreat  J. 

Sometimes  in  wilder  gcuves,  by  chariots  dmwa, 
They  view  the  noble  stag  and  tripping  fiawn. 
On  Hyde-Park*8  circles  if  you  chance  to  gazc, 
The  łights  revolving  strikc  you  with  amaze. 

To  Bath  and  Tunbndgethey  sometimes  retreat, 
With  waters  to  dispel  the  parching  heat : 
But  youth  with  reason  there  may  oft*  admire 
That  which  may  raise  in  him  a  nobler  fire; 
Ti  11  the  kind  fair  reiieres  what  he  endures,       • 
Caus'd  at  that  water  which  all  others  cures. 

Sometimes  at  mamage-rites  you  may  espy 
Their  charms  protected  by  a  inother*8  eye, 
Where  to  blest  musie  they  in  dances  movc, 
•  With  innocence  and  grace  commanding  lovc 
But  yearly  when  that  solemn  night  retums, 
When  gratem  1  incensc  on  the  al  tar  bums, 
For  closing  the  most  glorious  day  e*er  eeen, 
That  first  gave  light  to  happy  Britain*s  queen; 
Then  is  the  time  for  noble  youth  to  try 
To  make  his  choice  with  a  judicious  eye. 
Not  truth  of  foreign  realms,  not  fables  told 
■  Of  nymphs  ador'd,  and  goddesstis  of  old, 
E{]ual  those  bcauties  who  that  circle  framc ; 
A  subjcct  fit  for  never-dying  Famę :  [thrown, 

Whose  gold,  pearl,  diamonds,   all   around  them 
Yet  still  can  add  no  lustre  to  their  own. 

But  when  their  queeii  does  to  the  senate  cro. 
And  they  make  u}i  the  grandenr  of  the  show ; 
Then  guaid  5'oor  hearts,  ye  makers  of  our  law8. 
For  fear  the  judgf>  be  forc*d  to  plead  his  cause; 
Lest  the  submissiye  part  should  fali  to  you, 
And  they  who  suppliants  help  be  forc^d  to  sue. 
Then  may  their  yieidin?  hearts  compassion  take, 
And  grant  your  wishcs,  for  your  country's  sake : 
Ease  to  their  bcauties*  wound>imay  goodnessgive; 
And,  siYice  you  make  all  happy,  let  you  live. 
.    Sometimes  these  beauties  on  Newmarket  plains, 
Ruling  their  gentle  pads  with  silken  reins, 

S  Oeonre  prince  of  Denmark,  consort  to  the 
queen,  greatly  admired  these  fine  gardens. — ^They 
were  purchased  by  kine:  William  from  lord  chan> 
cellor  Finch  ;  were  enlarged  by  queen  Mary ;  and 
improred  by  queen  Annę,  who  wa«  so  płeased  with 
the  place,  that  she  frequcntly  supped  during  the 
sum  mer  in  the  green-house.  ^ueen  Carołine  ex- 
tendcd  the  gardens  to  their  present  sise,  tbrea 
miles  and  a  half  in  compaas.    iV. . 
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Behold  Łbe  conflicts  of  the  f;enerous  steeds,  i 

'  Sprung  from  true  blood,  and  welUattested  breeds. 
There  yonth  may  justly  witli  disceniing  eye 
Through  riding  Amazouian  habit  spy 
That  whłoh  his  swiftest  couraer  cannot  fly. 
U  is  oo  treacheroas  or  base  piece  of  art, 
T  approve  the  side  with  which  the  fiiii'  takes  part : 
For  equal  passion  equal  minds  will  stńke, 
Either  in  commendation  or  di&like. 
For,  when  two  fencers  ready  stand  to  fight. 
And  we  're  spectitors  of  the  bloody  sight, 
Our  nimbie  passion,  love,  bas  soon  design^d 
The  man,  to  wbom  we  muM  and  will  be  kind. 
We  think  the  otber  is  not  fit  to  win : 
This  is  our  conqneror  ere  figjht  begin. 
If  dauger  dares  approach  him,  bow  we  start ! 
Our  fiigbted  blood  runs  trćoibling  to  our  beart : 
He  takes  the  wounds,  but  we  endure  the  smart. 
And  Naturę  by  such  instances  does  prore, 
That  we  fear  most  for  that  which  most  we  lore. 
Tberefore,  if  chance  should  make  ber  saddle  slide, 
Or  any  thing  should  slip,  or  be  uutied. 
Oh,  think  it  not  a  too  ofŚcious  care 
With  eagemess  to  run  and  help  the  fair. 
We  oiler  smali  things  to  the  powers  above : 
'Tis  not  our  merit  that  obtains  their  lovc. 
So  when  Eliza,  whose  propitipus  days 
ReYoWing  Hcayeu  does  seem  ftgain  to  raise ; 
Whose  ruling  genius  show'd  a  master-stroke 
In  every  thing  she  did,  and  all  she  spoke ; 
Was  stepping  o'er  a  passage,  which  the  rain 
Had  filpd,  and  seem^d  as  stepping  back  again ; 
Young  Raleigh  8Com'd  to  see  his  queen  retreat, 
And  threw  his  Telvet-cloak  beneath  ber  feet. 
The  queen  approT^d  the  thought,  and  madę  him 

grcat*. 
Mark  wben  the  queen  her  thanks  divine  would 

give 
Midst  acclamatlons,  that  sbe  long  may  Uoe  ; 
To  whom  kind  Ueaven  the  blessing  has  bestow'd, 
To  let  her  arms  succeed  for  Europe^s  good ; 
No  tyraniiy  throughout  the  triumph  reigns. 
Nor  are  thecaptivesdragg'd  with  ponderouschains ; 
But  all  declare  the  Bhtish  subjects'  ease, 
And  that  their  war  is  for  their  neigbbours'  peace. 
Then,  whilst  the  pomp  of  majesty  prooeeds 
With  Etately  steps,  and  eight  well-chosen  steeds, 
From  eyery  palące  beauties  may  be  scen, 
That  will  acknowledge  nonę  but  her  for  queen. 
Then,  if  kind  Chance  a  lovely  maid  has  tfarown 
Nezt  to  a  youth  with  graces  like  her  own, 
Much  she  would  ieam,  and  many  questions  ask ; 
The  an^wers  are  the  lover's  pleasing  task. 
*'  Is  that  the  mon  who  madę  the  French  to  fly  ? 
What  place  is  Bleuheim  ?  is  the  Danube  nigh  ? 
Where  was  't  that  be  with  sword  yictorious  stoud, 
Aad  madę  their  trembling  squadrons  choose  the 

flood? 
What  is  the  gold  adoms  this  royal  state  ? 
Is  it  not  bammer'd  all  from  Yigo^s  plate  ? 
Don't  it  require  a  most  prodigious  cares 
To  manage  trcemres  in  the  heigbt  of  war } 
Must  he  not  be  of  calmest  truth  possest, 
Presłdes  o'er  councils  of  the  royal  brea.Ht  ? 
Sea-fights  are  surely  dismal  scenes  of  war ! 
Plray,  sir,  were  ever  yoa  at  Gibraltar? 


r 

^  Sir  Walter  Raleigh  is  well  kaown  to  bare  becn 
indebted  to  tlits  little  mark  of  gallantry  for  bis 
riM  at  ćourt.    N, 


Has  not  the  emperor  got  some  envoy  berę  ? 
Wo*n*t  Danisb,  Swedish,  Prussian  lords  appear  ? 
Who  represeuts  the  linę  of  Flanover  ? 
Dont  the  states  generał  assist  them  all  ? 
Should  we  not  be  in  danger,  if  they  faji  > 
If  Savoy's  dukc  and  prince  Kugene  could  meet 
In  tbis  solemnity,  'twould  be  complete. 
Tbink  you  that  Barcelona  could  have  stood 
Without  the  hazard  of  our  noblest  blood  ? 
At  Ramilies  what  ensigns  did  you  get  ? 
Did  many  towns  in  Flanders  then  submit  ? 
Was  it  the  conqueror'8  business  to  destroy, 
Or  was  he  met  by  all  of  them  with  joy  } 
Ob,  could  my  wish  but  famę  eternal  give, 
The  laurel  on  those  brows  should  ever  live  !*» 
The  British  worth  in  nothing  necd  despair, 
When  it  has  such  assistance  from  the  fair. 
As  Yirtue  merits,  it  expects  regard ; 
And  Yalour  flies,  where  Beauty's  the  reward. 


PART  IL 

In  loye-affairs  the  theatre  has  part, 
That  wise  and  most  instructing  scenę  of  art, 
Where  Vice  is  punishM  with  a  just  reward. 
And  Yirtue  meets  with  suitable  regard  ; 
Where  mutual  Łove  and  Friendship  fiud  return^ 
But  treacherous  Insolence  is  hiss^d  with  scom. 
And  Love*s  unlawfiil  wiles  in  torment  burn. 
This  without  blushes  whilst  a  yirgin  sees, 
Upon  some  brave  spectator  Loye  may  scize, 
Who,  till  she  sends  it,  neyer  can  haye  ease. 
As  thinss  that  were  the  best  at  first 

By  their  corruption  grow  the  worst; 

The  modem  steuce  takes  Uberties 

Unseen  by  our  forefathers*  eyes. 

As  bees  from  hive,  from  mole-hill  ants  ; 

So  swarm  the  females  and  gallants, 

All  crowding  to  the  comedy, 

For  to  be  seen,  and  not  to  see. 
.    Butf  tbough  these  females  are  to  blame, 

Yct  stiil  they  have  some  native  shame : 

Thcy  all  are  silent  till  they^re  ask'd  ; 

And  ey^n  their  impudence  is  mask^d : 

For  Naturę  would  be  modest  still, 

And  there^s  reluctancy  in  will. 

Sporting  and  plays  had  harmless  been* 

And  might  by  any  one  be  seen, 

Till  Romulus  begau  to  spoil  them, 

Who  kept  a  palące,  caird  Asylum; 

Where  basta rds,  pimps,  and  thieyes,  and  pandars, 

Were  listed  all  to  be  commanders. 

But  then  the  rascals  were  so  poor, 

They  could  not  cbange  a  rogue  for  wfaore ; 

And  neighbouring  jacles  resoWd  to  tarry, 

Rather  than  with  such  scrubs  theyM  marry. 

But,  for  to  cheat  them,  and  be  wiv'd, 

They  knavish)y  a  farce  coBiriy'd. 

No  gilded  pUIars  there  were  seen. 

Nor  <v&a  the  cloth  they  trod  on  greeiL 

No  gbosts  came  from  the  cellar  crying'. 

Nor  angels  from  the  garret  flying.  * 

The  bouse  was  madę  of  sticks  and  bushcs. 

And  all  the  iloor  was  strcwM  with  rashes : 

The  seats  were  raised  with  to^and  sods, 

Whence  heroes  might  be  yiew^d,  and  gods. 

Paris  and  Helen  was  the  play, 

And  how  both  oi  them  ran  away. 
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Romolai  htAe  bis  varlet8  f» 
InTite  tbe  Sabinea  to  bis  show. 
Unto  this  opera  no  ratę  is : 
They  all  were  free  to  come  in  gratU : 
Aod  they,  as  girls  will  seldom  miss 
A  merry  meettng,  came  to  this. 
There  was  mach  wishiog,  sigbing,  thinking, 
Not  without  whispering,  and  winking. 
Th^r  pipes  had  then  nó  shaking  touch : 
Thcir  song  aod  dance  were  like  tbe  Dutch : 
Tbe  wh<de  performance  was  by  men, 
Becaa«e  they  had  no  eanuchs  then.' 
But,  whjlst  tbe  musie  briskly  play'd, 
Romulus  at  his  cue  display'd 
The  sign  for  eaeh  man  to  his  maid. 
**  Huzza  !*>they  ery;  then  seize:  sometremble 
In  real  fart,  though  most  dissemble. 
Some  are  attempting  an  escape. 
And  olhers  softlycry,  "  A  rape!'* 
Whiist  some  bawi  out,  "  That  they  had  rather 
Than  twenty  pound  lose  an  old  father." 
Some  look  eictremely  pale,  and  otbers  red, 
Some  wisb  they 'd  ne*er  heen  bom,  or  now  weredead, 
And  othcnt  iairly  wish  themsel^es  a-bed. 

Some  rant,  tear,  run ;  whiist  some  sit  still. 
To  show  they're  ravish*d  much  against  tbeir  wilL 
Thus  Romc  began ;  and  now  at  last, 
After  so  many  ages  past, 
Their  rapes  and  lewdness  without  shaine ; 
Tbeir  vice  and  viUany's  the  same. 
lU  be  tbeir  fote  who  would  corrupt  the  stage. 
And  spoil  the  trae  corrector  of  the  age  ! 


PART  III. 

Now  leam  tbose  arts  wbich  teacb  you  to  obtain 
Those  benuties  which  you  see  di¥inely  reign. 

Though  they  by  Natiu-e  are  transcendcnt  bilglit, 
And  wouldbe  seenev'n  tbrough  the  gloom  of  night; 
Yet  they  their  greatest  lustre  still  display, 
In  the  meridian  pitcb  of  calmest  day. 
Tłs  then  we  purple  view,  and  costly  gem, 
And  with  morę  admiration  gazę  on  tbem. 
Faults  seek  the  dark ;  they  who  by  moon-ligbt  woo, 
May  find  their  feir-one  as  inconstant  too. 

When  Modesty  supported  is  by  Trutb, 
There  is  a  boSdneas  tbat  becomes  your  youth. 
In  geutle  sounds  disclose  a  Iover's  care, 
Tis  better  than  your  siehing^nd  despair. 
Birds  may  abhor  tbeir  groves,  tbe  flocks  the  plain, 
The  hare,  grown  bold,  may  face  the  dogs  again, 
When  Beauty  don't  in  Virtue*s  arms  rejoice, 
Since  harmony  in  Iove  is  Nature*s  voice. 
But  harden'd  Impudence  sometimes  will  try 
At  things  which  Justice  cannot  but  deny. 
Then,  what  tbat  says  is  insolence  and  pride, 
Is  Prudcmce,  with  firm  Hononr  for  its  guide. 

The  Iady*s  counselsoften  are  betray'd 
By  trusting  s  crets  to  a  servile  maid, 
Tbe  whole  intrignes  of  whose  insidlous  brain 
Are  base,  and  only  terminate  in  gain. 
Let  tbem  tnke  care  of  too  diffusive  mirtb ; 
Sospicioas   thence,   and  tbence  attempta,   take 
Had  llinm  been  with  gravity  eraploy'd,         [birtli. 
By  Sinon's  craft  ii  had  not  been  destroy^d. 
A  Yulgar  air,  mean  songs,  and  free  discouFse, 
With  sly  insinuations,  may  prove  wor$e 
To  tender  kmakn  than  tbe  Tiojan  horie. 


.  Take  care  how  yon  from  Yirtue  atray; 
For  scandal  foUows  the  same  way, 
.  And  morę  thau  truth  it  will  derise. 
Old  poets  did  delight  in  łies, 
Which  modem  ones  now  cail  ttirprise, 
Some  say  tliat  Myrrha  lov'd  ber  father, 
That  Byblis  Uk'd  ber  brother  rather. 
And  in  such  tales  old  Greece  did  glory : 
Amongst  the  wbich,  pray  take  this  story; 

Cretewas  an  isle,  whose  fruitful  nations 
Swarm'd  with  an  hundrcd  corporations. 
And  there  upon  Mount  Ida  stood 
A  venerable  spacious  wood, 
Within  whose  centrę  was  a  groTtt 
Immortaliz'd  by  birtb  of  Jove : 
In  vale8  belpw  a  buli  was  fed, 
Whom  ałl  the  kine  obey'd  as  bead  ; 
Betwixt  his  homs  a  tuft  of  black  did  grow. 
But  all  the  rest  of  him  was  driven  snów. 
(Our  tale  to  truth  does  not  conflne  us.) 
At  the  same  time  one  justice  Minos, 
That  livM  hard^by,  was  married  lately ; 
And,  that  his  bride  might  show  morę  staiely, 
Whcn  tbrough  ber  pedigree  be  run, 
Found  she  was  danghier  to  tbe  Sun« 
Her  name  Pasipbae  was  bight. 
And,  as  ber  fsither,  she  was  bright. 
This  łady  took  up  an  odd  fancy, 
That  with  his  buli  she  fain  would  dance  ye. 
Sbe'd  mow  him  grass,  ai^  cut  down  boughs. 
On  which  his  stateliness  might  browse^ 
Whiist  thus  she  hedges  breaks  and  climbf. 
Surę  Minos  must  bave  happy  times  I 
She  never  carM  for  going  fiiie, 
Sbe*d  rather  tmdge  among  tbe  kine. 
Then  at  ber  toilet  she  would  say, 

'*  Methinks  I  look  bizarre  to  day. 
Surę  my  glass  lies,  Tm  not  so  fair : 
Oh,  were  this  face  o*ergrown  withbair ! 
I  never  was  fi>r  top-knots  bom ; 
My  fayourites  should  each  be  bom. 
But  now  I^m  liker  to  a  sow 
Than,  what  I  wish  to  be,  a  cow— 
What  would  I  give  that  I  conld  lough ! 
My  buH-y  cares  for  nonę  of  tbose 
Tbat  are  afraid  to  spoil  their  cłothes : 
Did  be  but  Iove  me,  be^d  not  fail 
To  take  me  with  my  draggle-tail." 

Then    tears    woukl   fail,   and    theo   sbe*d 
run, 
As  would  the  Devłl  upon  Dun. 
When  she  some  handsome  cow  did  spy, 
She'd  scan  ber  form  with  jealous  eye ; 
Say,  "  How  she  firiaks  it  o^erthe  plain, 
Runs  on,  and  then  turns  back  agpin ! 
She  seems  a  bear  resoWd  to  prance, 
Or  a  she-ass  that  tries  to  dance. 
In  vain  she  thinks  heracif  so  fine  : 
She  can^t  please  bnlUy,  for  he's  minę. 
But  'tis  revenge  alone  aasnages 
My  envy  when  the  paasion  rages. 
Herę,  rascał,  ąuickly  yoke  that  c<nr» 
And  see  the  8hrivel'd  earrion  ploogli* 
But  second  counsePs  beat :  ahe  dies) 
111  make  ioMnediate  sacrifice, 
And  with  tbe yictnnleaat  my  eyea*  ' 

'Tia  thus  my  ri^als  V\l  remoTe 
Who  interpose  twixt  me  and  what  1  love* 
lo  in  Egypt'aworfihip'd  now, 
Since  Jove  tranafoim'd  ber  to  arcoiw^ 
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'Tnras  on  a  buU  Europa  came 

To  that  blest  land  which  bears  her  name. 

Who  knuws  what  łate*8  ordatn'd  for  me 

The  languishiiig  Pasiphae, 

Had  I  a  buli  a»  kind  as  she  !** 

When  jnadness  rages  with  unuBUal  fire, 
Tis  not  in  Nature'8  power  to  quench  desire ; 
Then  vłce  transfbrms  man^a  reason  into  beaśt. 
And  so  the  monster^s  madę  tbe  poefs  jest. 


PART  IV. 

Let  youtb  avoid  the  noxions  heatof  whae : 
Bacchus  to  Cupid  bears  an  iii  design. 
The  grapę,  w^heii  scattered  on  the  wings  of  Łore, 
So  clogs  the  down,  the  feathers  cannot  move. 
Tbe  boy,  who  otherwise  would  fleeting  stniy, 
Reels,  tumbles,  lies,  and  is  enforcM  to«tay.  ' 
Then  courage  rises,  when  the  sptrit*s  fir'd, 
And  rages  to  possess  the  thin?  desirM  : 
Care  vanighes  thron^  the  exalted  blood. 
And  sorrow  pa8se»  in  the  purple  flood  ; 
Łaughter  proceeds ;  nor  can  he  want  a  soul, 
'Whose  thoughts  in  fancied  heaps  of  ptenty  roU. 
Uncommon  freedom  lets  the  lips  impart 
Plain  simple  truth  from  a  dtsaembling  beart. 
Then  to  somewanton  passion  he  musi  run, 
Which  his  discreeter  hours  would  gladly  shun ; 
Where  he  the  time  in  thoughtless  ease  may  pass. 
And  write  his  biUet-dcmae  upon  the  glass ; 
Whiist  sinking  eyes^with  languishment  profess 
Pollies  his  tongue  refuses  to  confess. 
Then  his  good-nature^wiU  take  fother  sup, 
If  sheMl  first  kiss,  that  he  may  kiss  tiie  cup. 
Then  sometbing  nioe  and  costly  he  could  eat, 
Supposing  still  that  she  will  carve  the  meat. 
But,  if  a  brothcr  or  a  hu^and^s  by, 
Wbom  the  ill>natur*d  world  may  cali  a  spy, 
He  thinks  it  not  below  him  to  pretend 
The  opea-heartedness  of  a  tnie  firiend  ; 
Gives  him  respect  surpassing  his  do^iree : 
The  person  that  is  meant  by  all  is  the. 
'Tis  thought  the  safest  way  to  hidea  passion. 
And  therefore  call*d  the  friendship  now  in  fashion. 
By  secret  signs  and  enigmatic  stealth,- 
She  is  the  toast  be^ongs  to  erery  hcalth : 
And  all  the  loyer^s  business  is  to  keep 
His  thoughts  from  anger,  and  his  eyes  from  sleep : 
He^ll  Uugh  ye,  dance  ye,  sing  ye,  vault,  look  gay, 
And  ruffle  alł  the  ladies  in  his  play. 
But  stili  the  gentleman*s  extremely  fine ; 
There's  nothing  apish  in  him  but  the  winę. 
Many  a  mortal  has  been  bit 
By  marrying  in  the  dranken  fit. 
To  lay  the  matter  plain  before  ye, 
Pray  hearken  whiist  1  tell  my  story. 

It  happen'd  about  break  of  day 
Gnossis  a  girl,  had  lost  her  way. 
And  wander^d  up  and  down  the  Strand, 
Whereabouts  now  York  Boildings  stand : 
And  half-awak'd  she  roar'd  as  bed 
As  if  she  really  had  been  mad ; 
Uulac^d  her  boddice,  and  ber  gown 
And  petticoats  faung  dangling  down : 
Her  shoes  were  slipt,  her  ancles  bare, 
And  all  around  her  flew  her  yellow  hair. 
"  Oh,  cniel  Theseus  !  can  you  go, 
And  leave  your  littłe  Gnossis  so  ł 


You  in  your  sculP  did  promise  carrii^. 
And  gave  me  proofs  of  fiiture  marriage; 
But  then  last  night  away  did  creep, 
And  basely  left  me  fast  asleep." 
Then  she  is  falling  in  a  fit : 
But  don't  grow  uglier  one  bit. 
The  flood  of  tears  rather  suppUes 
The  native  rheum  about  her  eyes. 
The  bubbies  then  are  beat  again : 
Women  in  passion  feet  no  pain. 
"  What  will  become  of  me  ?  oh,  wliat 
Will  come  of  me  ?  oh,  tell  me  that !'»    - 

Baccowas  drawer  at  the  Sun, 
And  had  his  belly  like  his  tun : 
For  biubber-lips  and  cheeks  all  bloated. 
And  frizzled  pate,  the  youtb  was  notę. 
He,  as  his  custom  was,  got  drunk. 
And  then  went  strolHng  for  a  punk. 
Six  links  and  lanterns,  -cause  twas  dark  yet» 
He  press'd  from  Covent-Garden  market : 
Then  his  next  captivcs  were  the  waits, 
Who  playM  lest  be  should  break  their  pates. 
But,  as  along  in  statc  he  passes, 
He  met  a  fellow  driving  asses: 
For  there  are  several  folks,  whose  trade  is 
To  milk  them  for  con8umptive  ladies. 
Nothing  would  ser^e  but  get  astride. 
And  the  old  bełl-man  too  mnst  ride. 
What  with  their  hooting  sbouting  yell, 
The  scenę  had  something  in't  of  HelL 
And.wbo  should  all  this  rabble  meet. 
But  Gnossy,  drabbling  in  the  street  ? 
The  fright  destroy'd  her  speech  and  colour. 
And  all  remembranee  of  her  sculler. 
Her  conduct  thrice  bade  her  be  flying : 
Her  fears  thrice  h>nder*d  ber  from  trying. 
Like  buUrushes  on  side  of  brook, 
Or  aspin  leares,  her  joints  all  shook. 
Bacco  cry*d  outj  *'•  I*m  come,  my  dcar; 
ni  soon  disperse  all  thoughts  of  fear : 
Nothing  but  joys  shall  Tevel  here." 
Then,  hugging  her  in  bmwoy  arm, 
Protested,  *'  She  should  have  no  bano  : 
But  rather  would  assure  her,  he 
Rejoic^d  in  opportunity 
Of  meeting  such  a  one  as  she : 
And  that,  encircled  all  around 
With  glass  and  candles  many  a  pound, 
She  should  with  bells  command  tbe  bar. 
And  cali  her  rooms  Sun,  Moon,  and  Star: 
That  tbe  good  company  were  met. 
And  sboutd  not  want  a  wedding-treat.'* 
Iq  short,  they  married,  and  both  madę  ye, 

He  a  free  landlord,  she  a  kind  landlady. 
The  Spartan  lords  their  vitlains  would  invite 

To  an  excess  of  drink  in  children^s  sight : 
The  parent  thus  their  innocence  would  saire. 
And  to  the  load  of  winc  condemn  the  slave. 


PART  V. 

The  season  must  be  mark>d  for  nice  address : 
A  grant  ill-tim'd  will  make  the  fkvour  less. 
Not  the  wise  gardener  morę  discretion  needs 
To  manage  tender  plants  and  hopeful  seeds. 
To  know  when  rain,  when  warmth,  must  guaid 
his  flowers,  [bours. 

Than  loyers  do  to.  watch  their  most  auspicious 
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As  ibe  judicioos  ptlot  view8  from  far 
The  influences  of  each  rising  star, 
Where  signs  of  futurę  calins  or  storms  appear, 
When  fitting  to  be  bold,  and  wben  to  feąr ; 
So  Love*8  attendant  by  long  art  descries 
The  ris«  of  growing  passion  from  the  eyes. 
Love  has  its  festival  as  well  as  tast. 
Nor  does  its  camWal  for  ever  last. 
What  was  a  yisit,  uow  is  to  intrude ; 
What»»  civil  now,  to-morrow  will  be  rude. 
Smail  signs  deiiote  greftt  things :  theiiappy  man 
That  c^n  retrieve  a  glove,  or  falling  fim, 
With  j^rateful  joy  the  benefit  receive8, 
WhiUt  with  dospotiding  care  his  rival  grieves. 

Wbene'cr  it  may  seem  proper  you  should  write, 
Let  Ovld  the  prevailing  wonls  indite  : 
By  Scrope'',by  Ouke,  by  Mulgrave,tben  be  taught, 
And  Dryden'8  equał  numbers  tune  your  tbouglit. 
Subniissłve  \oice  and  words  do  best  agree 
To  theif  bard  fortunę,  who  must  suppłiants  be. 
It  was  by  speech  like  this  great  Priam  won 
Achilles'  soul,  and  so  obtaiu*d  his  son. 

Hope  is  an  nseiul  goddess  in  your  case. 
And  will  increase  your  speed  in  Cupid^s  race. 
Though  in  its.promises  it  fail  soin  times, 
Yet  «ith  fresh  resolution  still  itciimbs. 
Though  much  is  lost  at  play ;  yet  Hope  at  last 
Drivei(  on,  and  meets  with  some  successiul  casŁ 
Why  then  make  hastę;  on  paper  ting*d  with  gold, 
By  quill  of  dove,  thy  love-sick  tale  unfold. 
Morę  sprightły,  knowing  'tis  for  life  you  push  : 
Yourletter  will  not,  tbough  yourself  might  blush. 
'Tis  no  ignoble  maxim  1  would  teach 
The  Britłsh  youth — to  study  rules  of  speech : 
That  jCOYcnis  citics,  that  cnacts  our  laws, 
Gircs  st-cret  strength  to  justice  in  a  cause. 
To  that  tbe  crowd,  the  judge,  the  seuate,  y ield : 
'Gainst  that  ev'n  Beauty  cant  maintain  tbe  field. 
Couceal  your  art,  and  let  your  words  appeaur 
Common,  not  vuUar  j  not  too  plain,  though  elear. 
Show  not  your  eloqoence  at  the  first  sight ; 
But  from  your  shade  rise  by  degrees  of  light. 
Dress  thoughts  as  if  Łove's  silence  first  were 

broke. 
And  wounded  heart  with  trembling  passion  spoke. 

Suppose  that  3'our  first  letter  is  sent  back  ; 
Yet  she  may  yield  upon  tbe  next  attack. 
If  not ;  by  art  a  diamond  rough  in  hue 
Shall  brighten  up  alUglorious  to  the  view. 
Soft  water-drogs  the  marble  will  destroy. 
And  ten  years'  siege  prove  conąueror  of  Troy. 

Suppose  sb'  has  reaul,  but  then  no  answer  gare : 
It  is  sufiiciont  she  admits  her  8lave. 
AVrite  on ;  for  Time  the  freedom  may  obtain 
Of  having  mutoal  love  sent  back  again. 

Perhaps  she  writes,  but  'tis  to  bid  you  cease. 
And  that  your  lines  but  discompose  her  peace.  ^ 


7  Sir  Car  Scrope,  on^  of  those  writers  in  the 
reign  of  king  Charles  the  second,  that  Mr.  Pope 
calls 

The  mob  of  gentlemen  who  write  with  ease. 


He  was  created  a  baronet,  January  16, 1666.  The 
greater  part  of  his  writings  consist  of  translations 
from-  Ovłd,  Viigil,  and  Horaoe,  with  some  lovc 
•ongs  and  lampooos.  Some  specimens  of  them 
are  to  be  found  in  the  Selcct  Collection  of  Miscel- 
lany  ^oems,  1780.  He  died  some  time  in  tbe  year 
1680.    N. 


This  is  a  stratagera  of  Cupid^s  war: 
SheM,  like  a  Pailliian,  wound  you  from  afar» 
And  by  this  art  your  constancy  would  try : 
Słie's  nearest  much  when  seeming  thus  to  fly. 
Pursue  the  fair  disdain  throngh  every  place 
That  with  her  presence  she  vouchsafes  to  grace. 
If  tothe  piay  she  goes,  be  there,  and  see 
How  love  rewarded  makes  the  comedy. 
Ply  to  the  park,  if  thither  she^d  retire ; 
Perhap«  some  gentle  breeze  may  fan  the  fire. 
But  if  to  court,then  folłow,  where  you*U  find 
Mąjestic  Truth  with  sacred  Hymen  join*d. 

It  is  in  vain  so\ne  study  to  profess 
Their  mclination  by  too  nice  a  dress, 
As  not  contcnt  with  manly  cleanliness. 
Mein,  shape,  or  manner,  no  addition  needs  7 
There's  sometbing  careless  that  all  art  exceeds. 
Adonis  from  his  lonely  wlitudes, 
Ru\igh  llieseus  landing  from  the  briny  floods, 
HippolituB  fresh  hunting  from  the  woods, 
0*er  heroines  of  race  divine  prevail'd,  [fai1'd. 

Where  powder*d  wig  and  snuff-boK  might  have 

No  youtti  thafs  wise  will  to  his  figurę  trust, 
As  if  so  fine  to  be  accqsted  first. 
Distress  must  ask,  and  ?ratefu11y  reoeire : 
'Tis  Heaven  and  Beauty's  honour  they  can  give. 
There's  sóme  have  tbought  that  looking  pale  and 

wan, 
With  a  submission  that  is  ]es8*than  man, 
Might  gain  their  end ;  but  sunk  in  the  attempt. 
And  fouiid,  that  which  they  merited,  contempt. 
Gain  but  admittance,  half  your  8tory'8  told : 
There'8  nothing  then  rcmains  but  to  be  bold. 
Venus  and  Fortune  will  assist  your  claim ; 
And  Cu(ńd  dart  the  brea^t  at  which  you  aim. 
No  need  of  stodied  speech,  or  skilfiil  rules: 
Love  has  an  eloquence  beyond  the  schools ; 
Where  softest  words  and  accents  will  be  fbund 
All  flowiiig  in,  to  form  the  charming  sound. 
Of  her  you  iove  brtght  images  youMl  raise : 
When  just,  they  are  not  flattery,  but  praise. 
What  can  be  said  too  much  of  what  is  good, 
Since  an  immortał  famę  is  Yirtue^s  fbod  ^ 

For  nine  years'  space  Egypt  had  fniitless  stood,. 
Without  the  aid  of  Nile^s  prolific  flood ; 
When  Thrasius  said,  "  That  blessing  to  r^ain, 
The  gods  reąuirea  strauger  should  be  slain.'' 
"  Be  thou  the  man,"  (the  fierce  Busiris  cries:) 
**  Pil  make  th>  adviser  his  own  sacrifice ; 
Nor  can  be  blame  the  Toice  by  which  be  dies." 
Perillus,  first  and  last  of 's  trade, 
For  Pbalaris  a  buli  had  madę : 
With  fire  beneath,  and  water  hot, 
He  put  the  brasier  in  the  pot. 
And  gave  him,  like  an  honest  fellow, 
Precedence  in  his  buU  to  bellow. 
The  tyrants  both  did  right :  no  law  morę  jnst 
Than,  "  He  that  thinks  of  ill,  should  feel  it  first** 
Curst  be  their  arts,  unstudied  be  their  trade, 
Who  femalc.truth  by  falsehood  would  invade: 
That  can  betray  a  friend  or  kinsman^s  names. 
And  by  that  corert  bidę  uniawful  flames : 
Whose  eager  passion  finds  its  surę  relief, 
When  tenninating  in  anotl)er's  grief ! 
Careless  hereaftcr  what  they  promise  now. 
Tu  the  iEolian  winds  commit  their  tow; 
Then  cite  th'  example  of  the  fiiithless  Jove, 
Who  laughs,  they  say,  at  perjury  in  lov«. 
They  think  they  have  a  thousand  ways  to  pletse. 
Ten  thousand  morę  to  rob  tbe  miad  of  < 
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For,  as  the  Earth  in  varioas  birth  abounds, 

Their  humour  dances  in  fantastic  rounds ; 

Łike  Proteus,  can  be  lion,  river,  bear, 

A  tree,  or  any  thing  that^s  fram^d  of  air. 

Thus  they  tay  snares,  thus  they  set  ofT  their  bait 

With  all  the  fine  allurements  of  deceit. 

Bat  they,  who  tbrough  this  course  of  mischief 

run, 
Will  find  that  fraud  is  rarious,  yirtue  one. 
Achilles,  a  gigantic  boy. 
Was  wanted  at  the  siege  of  Troy : 
His  country^s  danger  did  require  him. 
And  all  the  generals  did  desire  him  : 
Por  Discord,  you  must  know,  had  thrown 
All  appte  where  'twas  two  to  one ; 
Biit,  if  a  Btir  was  madę  about  it, 
Two  of  the  three  must  go  without  it : 
And  so  it  was ;  for  Paris  gave  it 
To  Yenas,  who  resoWd  to  have  it. 
(The  story  here  would  be  too  iong  : 
But  you  may  find  it  in  the  song.) 
Yenus,  although  not  over-Tirtuous, 
Yet  still  desigiiing  to  be  courteous, 
Resolred  to  procure  the  varlet 
A  flamiiHf  and  triumphant  harlot ;  ^ 
First  stoPn  by  one  she  would  not  stay  frith, 
Then  marńed  to  be  run  away  with. 
Her  Paris  carried  to  his  mother ; 
And  thence  in  Oreece  arose  that  pother, 
Of  which  old  Homer,  Yirgil,  Dante, 
And  Chąucer,  makes  us  such  a  cant. 

It  was  a  just  and  noble  cause,  ' 

The  breach  of  hospitable  laws : 
Though  done  to  one,  yetcommon  grief 
Madę  all  unitę  to  seek  relief. 
But,  when  they  sought  the  country  round» 
There^s  no  Achilles  could  be  found. 
His  mother  was  afrsid  t'  kaye  lost  him, 
And  therefore  thus  she  did  accost  him : 
**  My  pretty  dcar,  let  me  persuade  ye 
Thisonce  for  to  beeome  a  lady. 
This  petticoat  and  mantua  take. 
And  wear  this  nightrail  for  my  sake. 
I've  madę  your  kiiot»  all  of  thie  smallcst, 
Because  you're  sometbing  of  the  tallest. 
I'd  have  you  never  go  unlac'd. 
For  fear  of  spoiling  of  your  waist. 
Kow  languish  ou  me— scorn  me  now— « 
Smile — firown-*run— >1augh — 1  see  'twill  do. 
You'd  perfeot  all  you  now  begin, 
Only  ibr  poking  out  your  chin." 

Him  thus  iustructed  soon  she  sends 
To  Lycomede,  and  there  pretenda 
It  was  a  daughter  of  a  fnend*s, 
Who,  grown  fuli  lance  by  country  feeding, 
Was  se^t  to  ber,  to  mend  ber  breeding. 
Herself  had  now  no  child,  nor  no  man 
To  trust  but  him,  poor  lonely  woman ! 
That  might  reward  him  well  hereafter, 
|f  he  would  tt»e  ber  as  his  daughter. 
In  choice  of  names,  as  Iris,  Chlbe, 
Psyche  and  Phillis,  she  took  Zoe. 
Th*  old  man  receiv*d  ber,  and  expre8t 
Much  kindness  for  his  topping  guest : 
Show'd  her  bis  girls;  saiJ,   **  Whilst  she^d  stay, 
His  Zoe  should  be  U8'd  as  they." 
At  first  there  mnch  reserv'dness  past : 
But,  when  acąuaintance  grew  at  last, 
They'd  jest,  and  every  one  would  show 
Her  works,  wbicłi  she  could  nerer  do. 


One  said,  ber  flngers  were  most  fitting* 
For  the  most  fiddling  work  of  knitting. 
Theu  one  her  wedding^bed  would  make^ 
And  all  must  help  her  for  love's  sake. 
Zoe,  uodrest  in  night-gown  tawdry, 
With  clumsy  fist  must  work  embroidery  ; 
Whilst  others  try  her  greasy  clunches 
With  stoning  currants  in  wbole  bundiea. 
But  there  was  one,  call*d  Dedamy, 
Mistrusted  scMuethiog  by  the  by,  ■ 
And,  sighing,  thus  one  night  śhe  said, 
*<  Why,  Zoe  may  n*t  we  go  to  bed  ?" 
"  Soon.  as  you  please,  good  mistress  Ded.** 

The  fleeting  months  soon  roli  about ; 
Time  came  when  murder  all  must  out. 
Zoe,  for  fear  of  the  old  man, 
Into  the  army  quickly  ran ; 
And  sav*d  the  slitting  of  his  nose. 
By  timely  cbanging  of  her  clothes. 

Thus,  whilst  we  Glory's  dictates  shui^ 
luto  the  snares  of  Yice  we  run ; 
And  he  that  should  his  country  eer^e. 
And  beauty  by  bis  worth  deserre, 
In  female  sc^ess  wanton  sŁays, 
And  what  he  should  adore  betraya. 


PART  VI. 

Bot  now,  O  happy  youth,  thy  prize  is  found, 
And  all  thy  wishes  with  success  are  crown^d. 
Not  lo  Peans,  when  Apollo*s  prais*d ; 
Not  trophies  to  yictorious  Grecians  rais'd ; 
Not  acclamations  of  exałted  Romę, 
To  welcome  peace  with  her  Augustus  borne ; 
Can  morę  delighta  brave  and  generous  mind, 
Than  it  must  you  to  see  a  beauty  kind : 
The  bays  to  me  with  gratitude  youMl  gire, 
Łike  Hesiod  and  like  Homer  make  me  live. 
Thus  Pelops  on  triumphant  chariot  brought 
Hippodamy,  with  his  life*8  danger  bought. 
Thus  prosperous  Jason,  rich  with  golden  fleece. 
On  Argo^s  vocal  timber  saiPd  to  Greece. 

But  stay,  fond  youth ;  the  danger  is  not  past : 
You're  not  arriy'd  in  port,  nor  ancbor  cast. 
Prom  you  my  heart  may  still  morę  bays  desenre, 
If  what  by  me  you  gain*d,  by  me  yoti  shall  pro- 
Nor  than  the  conquest  is  the  glory  less,        [serre. 
To  fix  the  throne  on  that  which  you  possess. 
Now,  Erato,  diyine8t,8oftest  Muse, 
Whose  name  and  ofiice  both  do  love  infiise, 
Assist  my  great  design :  if  Yenus'  son, 
That  yagabond,  would  from  his  mother  run. 
And  then,  with  soariug  wings  and  body  light, 
Through  the  vast  world*s  extent  would  take  his 

flight; 
By  artful  bonds  let  me  secure  his  stay. 
And  make  his  uniyersal  powerobey. 

Whilst  1  my  art  would  thus  improye. 

And  fondly  thought  to  shackle  Love, 

Two  neighbonrs  that  were  standiog  by, 

Tormented  both  with  jealousy, 

Told  me  it  was  in  vatn  to  try. 

When  one  began  his  tale,  as  thus : 
"  Perhaps  you»ve  he-ani  of  Dsrdalus, 

When  Mi  nos  would  hayc  madę  him  stay, 

How  through  tbe  clouds  he  found  his  way. 

He  was  a  workraan  wise  and  good, 

Building  was  what  he  understood* 
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like  to  the  hoase  wbere  we  act  plays, 

He  madę  a  toming  wiading  maże, 

Fitting  to  harbour  acta  of  sin. 

And  put  a  whore  and  bastard  i  o. 

•**  *  l*ve  done   yoar  work;    and  now  my 
trust  is, 

Good  sir,  tbat  yon  will  do  me  justice. 

Tis  trne  1  hitber  iied  for  murlher ; 

Łet  my  misfortunes  go  no  fiirther ; 

Soroe  end  all  punishments  should  baye, 

Birtb  to  tbe  wretcb  my  country  gave : 

Łet  it  afford  me  now  a  grave. 

Dismiss  my  son  ;  at  least,  if  rather 

You'd  keep  the  boy,  dismiss  his  father.' 

This  he  migbt  say,  and  morę,  or  so  j 

But  Mi  nos  would  not  let  him  go. 

At  this  he  was  enrag*d,  and  cried, 

'  It  is  in  danger  wit  is  tried : 

Slinos  posseases  earth  and  sea; 

The  aky  and  fire  are  łeft  fur  me. 

P:^on  my  fond  attempt,  great  JOTe, 

If  I  approach  your  seats  aboye. 

It  is  necessłty  that  draws 
^  A  new-invented  rule  for  Nature's  laws.' 
"  Thus  he  began :  FuU  many  a  feather 

With  twine  of  thread  be  stitchM  together : 

( Abundance  morę  than  are  enough 

To  make  your  wife  and  minę  a  mufiT.) 

Thus  heframes  wings,  and  nothing  lacks 

To  fix  the  whole,  but  melted  wax : 

That  was  the  work  of  the  youog  boy, 

PleasM  at  the  fstncj  of  the  toy; 

Not  guessing,  ere  he  was  much  older, 

He  should  have  one  upon  each  shoulder. 

To  w  bom  his  fet  ber :  •  Here^s  the  ship 

By  which  we  must  from  Minos  slip. 

Child,  follow  me,  just  as  I  fly  on,    * 

And.  keep  your  eye  fix'd  on  Orion : 

1*11  be  your  guide ;  and  never  fear, 

Conducted  by  a  fatheT*8  care. 

Tbe  Virgin  and  Bootes  shun : 

Take  b^|d  lest  you  approach  the  Sun ; 

HJs  flaming  influence  will  be  felt. 

And  the  diffusiye  wax  will  melt. 

The  sea  by  riiting  fogs  discorer; 

0*er  that,  be  surę,  you  nerer  hovei*r 

It  would  be  diflilcult  to  drag 

Your  wetted  pinions,  should  tbey  flag. 

Betwcen  them  both  the  sky  is  fiiir, 

No  winds  or  hurricanes  are  there, 

But  you  may  fan  tbe  fleeting  air.> 

"  Thus  speaking,  he  with  whipcord-string9 

Fastens,  and  then  extend8,  the  wings  : 

And,  when  the  youth^s  completeły  drest, 

Just  as  the  ragle  from  her  nest 

By  gentlc  flights  her  eaglettries 

To  dare  the  Sun,  and  mount  the  skies; 

The  father  so  his  boy  prepares, 

Not  without  kiss  and  feUing  tears* 

In  a  large  plain,  a  rising  height 

Gi%'es  some  assistancc  to  their  flight. 

With  a  quick  spring  and  fluttering  noisc, 

Tbey  in  the  sky  their  bodies  poise. 

Back  on  his  son  the  father  looks, 
,  Praising  his  swift  and  eren  strokes. 

Now  dreadless,  with  bold  art  snpplied> 

He  does  on  airy  billows  ride, 

And  soar  with  an  amhitious  pride. 

Mortals,  who  by  the  timpid  flood 

With  pati^t  angle  long  have  stood, 


f     On  tbe  smooth  water^s  shining  &ce 
See  the  amazing  creatnres  pass, 

Łook  up  astoniah'd,  whiist  the  reed 

Drops  from  the  band  whose  sense  is  dead. 

Boll'd  by  the  wiud'8  impetuous  hastę 

Tbey  Samos  now  and  Naxos  past, 

Paros,  and  Delos,  blest  abode 

And  parent  of  the  Clarian  god : 

Lebintbus  on  their  right  band  lies. 

And  sweet  Calydne*8  grov6s  ariae. 

And  fam*d  Astypalea^s  fena 

Breed  shoals  of  fish  in  oozy  dens : 
When  the  unwary  boy,  whose  growing  yeart 

Ne'er  knew  tbe  worth  of  cautious  fears, 
Mounts  an  etbereal  bill,  whence  he  migbt  spy 
The  lofty  reglons  of  a  brighter  sky; 

Far  from  his  fatber's  cali  and  aid 

His  wings  in  glittering  fire  displayM^ 

•Whose  ambient  beat  their  plume  inrolyes. 

And  all  their  liąuid  bands  dissolres. 

He  sees  his  loosen*d  pinions  drop ; 

On  naked  arms  lies  all  his  hope. 
From  the  yast  concaye  precipice  he  finds 
Aswift  destruction,  sinking  with  the  winds. 

Beneath  him  lies  a  gaping  deep, 

Whose  womb  is  eqnally  as  steep. 

Then,  '  father!  father  !*  he'd  haye  cried: 

Tempests  the  trembling  sounds  diyide, 

Whiist  dismal  feat  contracts  his  breatb, 

And  the  rough  waye  completes  his  death. 
'  My  son !    my  son  \*  long    might  the   father 

ery: 
There  is  no  track  to  seek  bim  in  the  sky. 

By  floating  wings  his  body  found 

Is  cover'd  with  the  neighbouring  groond. 
His  art,  though  not  sucćessfbl,  bas  its  famę. 
And  the  Icarian  seas  preserye  his  name.'' 
If  men  from  Minos  conld  escape. 

And  into  birds  transfbrm  their  shape. 

And  there  was  nothing  that  conld  hołd  them, 

Proyided  feathers  might  be  sold  thćm ; 

The  thought  from  madness  snrely  springs 

To  fix  a  god  thafs  bom  with  wings. 
Suoth  t*other  man,  "  Sir,  if  you'll  tarry, 

ril  tell  you  a  tale  of  my  boy  Harry, 

Would  make  a  man  afraidto  marry. 

This  boy  does  oft'  from  paper  white 

1q  miniaturę  produce  a  kitę. 

With  tender  hands  the  wood  he  bends. 

On  w^hich  the  body  be  esctends : 

Pastę  madę  of  flour  with  water  mix'd 

Is  the  cement  by  which  'tis  fix»d  : . 

Then  scissors  from  the  maid  be^ll  borrow, 

With  promise  of  return  to-morrow. 

With  those  he  paper  nicely  cuts, 

Which  on  the  sides  for  wings  be  puts. 

The  tailj  thafs  an  essential  part, 

He  manages  with  eąun\  art ; 

With  paper  shi%ds  at  distance  tied, 

As  not  too  near,  nor  yet  too  wide, 

Which  he  to  fiktine  łength  extends, 

Till  with  a  tuft  thefebnc  ends. 

Next  packthread  of  the  eyenest  twine, 

Or  sometimes  siik,  he*ll  to  it  join, 

Which,  by  the  guidance  of  his  band, 

Its  rise  or  downfall  may  command ; 

Or  carry  messengers  to  see 

If  all  aboye  in  order  be. 
Then  wanton  zephyrs  fan  it  til!  itrise,         fskirs. 
And  throogh  «thareal  rUli  plongh  up  the  aznra 
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"  Sometimes  in  silent  sbades  of  night 
He^Il  make  it  shine  with  wondrous  light 
By  lantem  with  transparent  folds, 
Whtch  flaming  wax  in  safety  holds. 
This,  glittering  with  mysteńous  rays, 
Does  all  the  neighbourhood  amaze.< 
Then  comes  the  conjurer  o'  th'  place, 
With  legs  asquint  aiid  crooked  face, 
Whó  i^ith  his  spying-pole  irum  &r 
Pronounces  ita  blazing-star : 
That  wheat  shall  fiill,  and  oats  be  dear. 
And  harley  shali  not  spring  that  year : 
That  murrain  shall  infć>ct  all  kine. 
And  measles  will  destroy  the  swine : 
That  fair  maids*  sweetbearts  shall  fali  dead 
Befbre  they  luse  their  maidenhead ; 
And  widows  shall  be  forc'd  to  tarry 
A  month  at  least  befbrc  they  marry. 
But,  whilst  the  fool  his  thought  enjoys, 
The  whołe  contrivance  was  my  boy'8« 
Now,  mark  me,  'twas  from  such-like  things 
The  poets  fram*d  out  Cupid'8  wings. 
If  a  child^s  naturę  thus  can  soar. 
And  all  ihis  lies  wlthin  his  power, 
His  motber  surely  can  do  morę. 
Pray  tell  me  what  is  to  be  done, 
If  sfaeUl  with  cuckold-makers  run. 
No  watchful  care  of  jealous  eye 
Can  binder,  if  escape  she^ll  try ; 
The  kitę  will  to  ber  carrion  fly.'' 
Where  nattve  Modesty  the  mind  seciires, 
The  husband  has  no  need  of  locks  anddoors  j 
The  specious  coraet,  fram*d  by  Jealousy, 
Will  prove  delusion  all,  and  all  a  lie. 


PART  VII. 

Not  all  the  berbs  by  sagę  Medea  found. 
Not  Marsandrug-8,  though  mixt  with  magie  sound. 
Not  philtres  studied  by  ThesKilian  art, 
Can  fix  the  mind«  and  constaucy  impart. 
Could  tbese  pi^eyail,  Jason  had  felt  thcir  cbarms; 
Ulysses  still  had  died  in  Circe*8  arms. 
Continoe  l<ively,  if  you'll  be  beloY^d  : 
Yirtue  from  Virtue*8  bands  is  ne^er  remov*d. 
Like  Nireus  beautifui,  like  Hylas  gay ; 
By  time  the  blooming  outside  will  decay. 
See  hyacinth  again  of  form  bereft, 
And  only  thoms  upon  the  rose-tree  left. 
Then  lay  up  stores  of  leaming  and  of  wit, 
Whose  famę  sball  scom  the  Acherontic  pit. 
And.  whilst  those  fleeting  shadows  vain1y  fly, 
Adom  the  better  part,  which  cannot  die. 

Ulysses  had  no  magie  in  his  fkce ; 
But  then  his  eloquencehad  charming  )?race, 
Such  as  could  force  itself  to  be  believ'd, 
And  all  the  watery  goddesses  deceiv'd : 
To  whom  Calypso  from  her  widowi  shore 
Sends  him  these  sighs,  which  furious  tempests 
borę. 

**  Your  passage  often  I  by  art  delay*d, 
ObIig'd  you  morę,  the  morę  to  be  betray'd. 
Herc  you  bave  often  on  this  rolling  saud 
De8crib'd  your  scenę  of  war  with  siender  wand. 
Here^s  Troy,  and  this  circuroference  its  wails : 
Herę  Simois  gentły  in  the  ocean  falls  : 
Here  lies  my  camp :  these  are  the  spacious  flelds 
Where  to  this  sword  the  crafty  Dolon  yields. 


T4ii8  of  SithoniaA  Rhesus  is  the  tent— 

On  with  the  pleasing  tale  your  language  went, 

When  a  tenth  wave  did  with  one  flasb  destroy 

The  platform  of  imaginary  Troy. 

By  fear  like  this  I  would  enforce  your  stay, 

To  see  what  names  the  waters  toss*d  away. 

I  took  you  cast  up  helpless  by  the  sea : 

Thousands  of  happy  hours  you  pass*d  with  noe  ; 

No  meiitiou  madę  of  old  Penelope. 

On  adamant  our  wrongs  we  all  engrave,        ' 

But  write  our  benefits  upon  the  wave. 

Why  then  be  gone,  the  seas  uncertain  trust ; 

As  I  found  you,  so  may  you  find  them  just. 

Dying  Calypso  must  be  left  behind. 

And  all  your  vow8  be  wafted  with  the  wind.^' 

Fond  arc  the  hopes  he  should  be  oonstant  now, 
Whe  to  his  tenderest  part  had  broke  his  vow. 
By  artful  charms  the  mistress  striTes  in  Yain 
The  loose  inconstant  wanderer  to  gain. 
Shame  is  her  entraoce,  and  her  end  is  pain. 


PART  VIII. 

Indułoejice  soon  takes  with  a  noble  mind : 
Who  can  be  harsh,  that  sees  anotherkind  } 
Most  times  the  greatcst  art  is  to  comply 
In  grantingthat  which  justice  might  deny. 
We  form  our  tender  plants  by  soft  degrees. 
And  from  a  warping  stem  raise  statoiy  trees. 
To  cut  th*  opposing  wares,  we  9trive  in  vain  ; 
But,  if  we  rise  with  them,  and  fhll  again, 
The  wish*d-for  land  with  ease  we  may  attain. 
Such  complaisance  will  a  rough  hamour  bend  ; 
And  yieldingto  oue  fiailure  Ravea  friend. 
Mildness  and  temper  have  a  force  divine. 
To  make  ev'n  passion  with  their  naturę  join. 
The  hawk  we  hate,  as  living  still  in  arms. 
And  wolves  assiduous  in  the  shepherd's  harms. 
The  sociable  swallow  has  nafears, 
Upon  our  towers  the  dove  her  nest  preptres. 
And  botb  of  them  Iive  free  from  human  auares. 
Par  from  loud  ragę  and  echoing  noise  of  fights 
The  softest  Love  in  gentłc  sound  delights. 
Smooth   mirth,  bright  smiłes,  calm  peace,  and 

flowingjoy, 
Are  tbe  companions  of  the  Paphian  boy: 
Such  as  when  Hymen  first  his  maiitle  spread 
All  o*er  the  sacred  down  which  mad':  the  bridal  bed. 
These  blandishmentf*  keep  Love  upon  the  wia;. 
His  presence  fresh,  and  alway^;  in  the  spring: 
This  makes  a  prospect  endless  to  the  view, 
With  light  that  risos  still,  and  still  is  niw ; 
At  your  approach,  find  every  thing  sereuc^ 
T.ikt*  Paphos  honour^d  by  tbe  Cyprian  que7n, 
Who  brings  along  her  daughter  Harmouy, 
With  Muses  sprung  from  Jove,  and  Oraces  tlirec- 
Birds  słii>t  by  you,  fish  by  your  ancie  catight, 
The  golden  apples  from  Hrsperia  bruu&ht, 
The  blushing  peach,  the  fragrant  nectareens, 
Ijiid  in  fresh  beds  of  flowcTS  and  scented  greens. 
Fair  liiies strew*d  witb  bloody  mulb^rrics. 
Or  irrapes  whoso  juice  madę  Barrhus  reach  the 
May  (ittentiuies  a  grateful  preseut  make,     [skies. 
Not  fur  tbe  value,  but  the  giver*s  sake. 

Pcjhaps  she  may  atvacant  hr»urs  peruse 
The  happ\  product  of  your  easy  Muse. 
Par  from  intrigue  and  scandat  be  your  verse; 
But  pratse  of  virgin-modesty  rebearse^ 
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Maosolus  by  bis  conft>rt  deified  ; 
How  for  AdmeŁus  blest  Alcestis  died. 
Since  Overbury'sWifeJ*,  no  puets  seem 
T*  have  cbose  a  wiser  or  a  nobler  theme. 

You*d  belp  a  neighbour,  would  a  fhend  prcfer  ; 
Pardon  a  servant,  let  all  come  from  ber. 
Thus  wbat  yuu  prani  if  sbe  must  recommend, 
Twilt  make  a  mutual  gift  and  double  friend. 
So,  when  pale  Want  is  craving  at  tbe  door. 
We  send  our  favuunte  son  to  help  tbe  poor ; 
Pleas*d  with  tbcir  grateful  prayera  that  be  may 

Hre, 
And  find  wbat  beavenly  pleasurc  'tis  to  give. 
Praisc  all  ber  actioos,  tbink  ber  dress  is  fine ; 
Eoibroideries  with  gold,  pearl,  diainondi,  juin ; 
Your  wealth  does  bcsŁ,  wben  plac^d  ou  beauty, 

sbiiie. 
If  sbe  in  tabby  waves  encircled  be, 
Tbink  Amphytrite  riscs  froui  the  sea. 
If  by  ber  the  purpureal  velvct'i  wom, 
Thiuk  tbat  sbe  rises  Uke  the  błasb  of  mom. 
And,  when  ber  silks  aibr  from  Indus  come, 
Wrougbt  in  Cbinese  or4n  tbe  Persian  loom, 
Tbink  that  she  the^n  Iike  Pallas  is  arrayM, 
By  u  bose  mysterlous  art  tbe  wbecl  was  madę. 
Eacli  day  admire  hor  dflTerent  graceful  air, 
In  whicb  she  winds  ber  bright  and  flowing  hair. 
With  ber  wben  dancing,  let  your  geuius  fly : 
When  in  ber  song  tbe  notę  e^pires^  tben  die. 

If  in  the  autumn,  when  tbe  wasting  year 
iŁs  pienty  shows,  tbat  soon  roust  disappear ; 
When  swcllin^  ^rape  and  peach  witb  lovely  hue. 
And  pear  and  apple,  fresh  with  fragrant  dew, 
By  tempting  look  and  tastc  perbaps  invite 
That  whieb  we  seldom  rule,  our  appetite ; 
When  noxiou8  beat  and  sudden  cold  divides 
The  time  o^er  wbicJi  bale  influence  presides  j 
Her  feverish  blood  sbould  pulse  unusual  find, 
Or  vapurous  damps  of  spleen  sbould   sink   ber 

mind; 
Tb<.  n  is  the  time  to  show  a  1over'8  cares : 
Sometimes  enlarge  ber  hopes,  contract  her  fears ; 
Give  the  saiubrious  dniughts  witb  your  own  band ; 
Persuasion  has  tbe  fbrce  of  a  oommand. 
Wittrb,  and  attend  ^  tben  your  reward  wiU  proTe, 
Wben  sbe  recovers,  iull  increase  of  lQve. 
Far  from  tbis  1ove  is  baughty  pride, 

Wbich  anciont  fables  best  deride ; 

Wonien  imperious,  void  of  shame. 

And  careless  of  tbeir  Iovers*  famę, 

Who  of  ty  rannie  foIUes  boast, 

Tormenting  bim  tbat  loyes  tbem  mosL 
When  Hercules,  by  labours  done, 

Had  pruT*d  bimself  to  be  Jove*s  son, 

By  peace  wbich  tie  to  Earth  had  giTen, 

Beserv'd  to  bave  bis  rest  in  Heaven ; 

Knvy,  that  8trives  to  be  unjust, 

ResohM  to  mortify  bim  first ; 

And,  tbat  be  sbould  enamourM  b« 

Of  a  pruod  jilt  cail*d  Ompbale, 

Who  shóuld  his  heroship  cxpo8e 

By  spinning  bemp  in  women^s  clotbes, 

Her  mind  sbe  did  roocbsafe  one  day 

Thus  to  her  lover  to  display  : 

*  This  poem,  supposed  to  have  been  written  for 
tbe  eart  of  Somerset,  is  the  character  of  a  good 
woman,  just  the  reverse  of  the  lady  that  bb»  fiiend 
married.  U  is  printed  with  bis  Characleis,  &c. 
and  had  gofie  tiirougb  liktęęo  cUitioBi  ui  lt'ÓS. 


«  Come  ąuickly,  sin  off  with  tbis  skin : 
Tbink  you  I  'U  let  a  tanner  in  ? 
If  you  of  lions  talk,  or  boars, 
You  certainly  tum  out  of  doors. 
Your  club's  abundantly  too  tbick 
For  one  sball  move  a  fiddle-stick. 
Wbat  sbould  you  do  witb  ali  tbose  arrowi  ł  . 
I  will  have  notbiog  kiU'd  but  sparrows. 
Heccy,  this  day  you  may  remember; 
For  you  sball  see  a  Iady's  cbamber. 
Let  me  be  rigbtly  underbtood : 
Wbat  1  inteod  is  for  your  good. 
In  boddice  1  design  to  lace  ye, 
And  so  among  my  maids  TU  place  ye. 
Wben  you're  geuteeler  grown,  and  tbiuDer, 
May  be  PU  cali  you  up  to  dinner. 
Witb  arms  so  brawny,  fists  so  red, 
You'll  scrub  tbe  rooms,  or  make  tbe  bed. 
You  can't  stick  pins,  or  frieze  my  bair* 
Bless  me !  you*ve  nothing  of  an  air. 
You*ll  never  come  up  to  worki ng  point: 
Your  fingers  all  seem  out  of  joint. 
Tben,  besides,  Hecey,  I  must  tell  ye, 
An  idle-band  bas  empty  belly :  ■ 
Tberefore  this  moming  PU  begin, 
Try  bow  your  clumsiness  will  spin. 
You  are  my  sbadow,  do  you  see : 
Your  hope,  your  tbougbt,  your  wisb,  all  be 
loyented  and  contrord  by  me. ' 
Look  up  wbene'er  I  laugh ;  look  down 
Witb  trembling  borrour,  if  I  frown. 
Say  as  I  say :  servants  can't  lie. 
Your  truth  is  my  propriety. 
^&y»  you  sbould  be  to  torturę  brought^ 
Werę  1  but  jealous  you  transgrest  in  tbougbt; 
Or  if  from  JoTe  your  single  wish  sbould  crave 
Tbe  £iie  of  not  continuing  still  my  slaye. 
"  There  is  no  lover  that  is  wise 
Pretends  t  j  win  at  cards  or  dice. 
'Tis  for  his  mistress  all  is  tbrown : 
Tb'  ill-fortune  bis,  tbe  good  ber  owk. 
Melanion,  wbilom  lovely  youtb, 
Fam'd  for  bis  valour  and  bis  truth, 
Wbom  every  beauty  did  adom 
Fresh  as  Aurora*s  blushing  mom, 
Into  the  horrid  woods  is  run, 
Where  be  ne^er  sees  tbe  ray  of  San, 
Nor  to  bis  palące  dares  retom, 
Wbere  be  for  Psycbe^sloye  did  bum. 
And  found  correction  at  ber  banda 
For  dłsobeyiug  just  commands ; 
But  must  bis  silent  penance  do 
For  once  not  buckling  of  ber  shoe : 
A  good  example,  cbild,  for  you. 
Wbich  shows  you,  wben  we  have  our  focH, 
WeVe  poIicy  enougb  to  nile : 
I  might  bave  madę  you  such  a  fellow, 
As  shuuld  have  carried  my  umbrella, 
Or  borę  a  flambeau  by  my  chair. 
And  bade  tbe  mob  not  come  too  near  ; 
Or  lay  tbe  cloth,  or  wait  at  table  ; 
Nay,  been  a  belper  in  tbe  stable. 

"  To  my  commands  obedience  pay 
At  dead  of  nigbt,  or  break  of  day. 
Speed  is  your  province ;  if  'tis  I 
That  bid  you  run,  you  ougbt  to  fly. 
He  tbat  love*s  nimbie  passion  feels 
Will  80Qn  outstrip  my  cbariot  wbeels. 
Tbrougb  dog-8tar'8  beat  heUl  tripping  g«s 
Nor  Ieaves  be  print  upon  the  soow : 
Tbe  wi(^d  iUelf  to  bim  is  slow, 
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He  tbat  in  Capid's  wan  wonld  flght, 
.  Orief,  wiuter,  dirty  roada,  and  night,    • 
A  bed"of  eartii  midst  showers  of  rain, 
Affcer  no  supper,  are  his  gain. 
Brighi  Phoebus  took  Admetus*  pay. 
And  tn  a  little  cottage  lay : 
AU  tbis  he  did  for  fear  of  JoTe ; 
And  irho  would  not  do  morę  for  love  ? 
If  entrauce  is  by  locks  denicd, 
Tben  througb  iłie  roof  or  window  slide. 
Łeander  rach  night  si»*ani  tbe  seaa, 
Tbat  he  might  thercby  Hero  please. 
PerhapB  1  may  be  pleasM  to  see 
Your  lift  in  danger,  when  for  me.  * 
YoQ'lł  find  my  (serrants  in  a  row ; 
Bemember  then  you  make  your  bow^ 
Porthey  are  yoar  superiors  dow. 
Ko  matter  if  you  do  engage 
My  porter,  woman,  favourtte  page, 
"My  dog,  my  parrot,  monkcty,  black, 
Or  any  thing  that  does  purtake 
Of  that  admittance  whicb  you  lack. 
Sut  after  all  you  miiyn't  prcvaii. 
And  your  most  glittering  hopes  may  fail : 
For  Ceres  does  not  always  yield 
The  crop  intrusted  to  the  field. 
Fair  gales  may  bring  you  to  a  coast 
Wfaere  you'n  by  hidden  rocka  be  lost. 
ŁoTe  is  tenaciwia  of  its  joys, 
Giyes  smali  reward  for  great  employs  } 
But  has  as  many  gricfs  in  storę, 
As  shells  by  Neptune  cast  on  shore ; 
As  Athos  harcs,  as  Hybla  bees, 
OHyes  on  the  Pałladiau  trees. 
And,  vhen  his  angry  arrow j  fali, 
TbeyYe  not  fonnd  tin^ę'd  with  common  gali. 
You're  told  I!m  not  at  borne,  tis  tme : 
1  may  be  there,  but  not  for  you ; 
And  I  may  let  you  see  it  too. 
Perhaps  I  bid  you  come  at  night : 
If  tbe  door^s  sbut,  stay  till  'tis  light 
Perhaps  my  maid  shall  bid  you  go : 
A  thing  she  knows  you  dare  not  do. 
Your  riTal  shail  admission  gain, 
And  laugh  to  see  his  foe  in  pain. 
All  this  and  morę  you  must  endure, 
If  you  from  me  expect  a  cure. 
Tis  fitting  I  shonld  search  the  wound, 
Lest  all  yoar  danger  be  not  found." 
When  easy  fondness  meets  with  woman*s  pride, 
Nothing  which  that  can  ask  must  be  dcnied. 
He  that  enjoy*d  the  names  of  grreat  and  brave 
Is  pleas'd  to  seem  a  femaic  and  a  siarę : 
The  bero,  number'd  with  the  gods  before, 
Is  so  dobas^d  as  to  be  man  no  morę. 


PART  IX. 

Not  by  the  sail  with  which  you  put  to  sea 
Can  you  Where  Thetis  swells  conducted  be  ; 
To  the  same  port  youMl  different  passage  find, 
-And  fili  your  sheetsev'n  with  contrarious  wind. 
Younurs'd  the  fawn,  now  grown  stag  wondroas  big, 
And  sleep  beneath  the  shade  you  knew  a  twi?. 
The  bubbling  spring,  increasM  by  floods  and  rain, 
Rolls  with  impetuous  strcam,  and  foams  the  main : 
So  Love  augmonts  in  just  degrees ;  at  length 
By  natrimental  fires  it  gains  its  sti^ngth. 


Daily  till  midnight  let  kind  looks  or  song, 
Or  tales  of  loTe,  the  płeasing  hours  prolong. 
No  weariness  upon  their  bltss  attends 
Whom  marńage-vows  have  render'd  morę  thaii 
So  Philomęls,  of  ( qual  mates  possest,        [firiendt. 
With  a  congenial  heat,  and  downy  rest. 
And  care  incessant,  bover  o^er  their  nest : 
Hence  from  tbeir  eggs  (smali  worlds  wfaence  all 

things  spring) 
Produce  a  race  by  Naturę  taught  to  sing;  . 
Wba  ne^er  to  this  harmonious  air  had  come, 
Had  their  parental  love  stray'd  far  from  hom& 
By  a  short  absence  mutual  joys  increase : 
'Tis  from  the  toils  of  war  we  ralue  peaoe. 
When  JoTe  a  while  the  fruitful  sfaowcr  restraini, 
The  field  on  his  return  a  brighter  rerdure  gains. 
So  let  not  grief  too  much  disturb  thoSe  hearts, 
Which  for  a  while  the  war  or  business  parts. 
'Twas  hard  to  let  Protesilaus  go, 
Who  did  his  death  by  oracles  foreknow. 
Ulysses  madę  indecd  a  tedious  stay. 
His  twenty  winters'  abseuce  was  delay  ; 
But  łiappiness  rerires  with  his  return. 
And  Hymcn's  altars  with  fresh  incense  bum : 
Taies  of  bis  ship,  her  web,  they  both  recount ; 
Pleas^d  that  tlieir  wedlock  faith  all  danger^  could 
surmount. 

Make  thou  speed  back ;  hastę  to  her  longing 
arms! 
She  may  have  real  or  impending  barms.    « 
Thcre  are  no  minutes  in  a  lover's  fears : 
They  measure  all  their  time  by  months  and  yeart. 
Poets  are  always  Virtue's  friends, 

Ti 6  what  their  Muse  stiłl  recommcnds : 

But  then  the  fótal  track  itsbows 

Where  devious  Vire  through  troublegoes. 
They  tell  itf ,  how  a  hu8band's  care 

Neglected  Icayes  a  wife  too  fair 

In  haiids  of  a  young  spark,  calPd  Paris  ; 

And  how  the  beauteous  trust  miscarries. 

With  kindness  he  receives  the  yoo^ 

Whose  modest  looks  might  promise  tnith : 

Then  gives  him  opportnnity 

To  throw  the  spccious  vizard  by. 

The  man  had  things  to  be  adjosted, 

With  which  the  wife  shouM  not  betrusted  ; 

And,  whilst  be  gave  himself  tha  loose, 

Left  her  at  honte  to  keep  the  house. 
When  Helen  saw  his  back  was  tum'd, 

The  devil  a  bit  the  gipsy  mourn*d. 

Says  she,  "  »Tis  his  faułt  to  be  gone  ; 

It  sha^n^t  be  minę  to  lie  alone. 
>  A  vacant  piUow*8  such  a  jest, 

That  with  it  Icould  neyerrest. 

He  ne*er  con8ider'd  his  own  danger. 

To  leave<me  with  a  handsome  stranger. 

Wolvos  would  give  good  account  of  sheep, 

Left  to  their  vigilance  to  keep. 
Pray  who,  .exccpt  'twere  geese  or  widgeon$, 
Would  bire  a  hawk  to  guard  their  pigeons? 

Supposing  then  it  might  be  said 

That  Menelaus  now  were  dead : 

A  pretty  figurę  I  should  make 

To  go  in  mourning  for  hi0  sakp. 

She  that  in  widow*s  gaii)  ajjpears, 

Especially  whfen  afmy  years, 

May  seem  to  be  at  her  last  prayers. 

But  PU  still  have  my  beart  divided 

nvixt  one  to  lose,  and  one  provided« 

He  ttiat  is  gone',  is  gone :  less  fear 

Of  wanting  bim  that  I  have  here.*' 
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The  seqael  wm  th€  6re  of  Troy 
Brought  to  destnictioD  by  this  boy, 

Jhep  ieU  usy  honr  a  w\fe  provok*d. 
And  to  a  brutish  husband  }'okMy 
H^o/by  disstracting  passion  led, 
Scorns  all  her  channs,  and  flics  ber  bed| 
W  ben  on  ber  rival  she  bas  sciz'd, 
Seeołs  włth  a  secret  borrour  pleas'd. 
Tbey  tben  deseń  be  ber  like  aome  boar 
Flunging  his  tusk  tn  mastiff 's  gore; 
Or  lioness,  whose  ravi8b'd  whe!p 
Roars  for  his  motber^s  furiuus  help; 
Or  basilisk  wben  roas^d,  whose  breatb, 
Teeth,  sting,  and  eye-balls,  all  are  death; 
Like  frantics  struck  by  magie  rod 
Of  some  despisM  avenging  God: 
Make  her  through  blood  for  vengeanoe  run, 
like  Progne  sacrifice  her  son ; 
And  like  Mod^a  dart  those  fires 
By  which  Creu^fa^s  ghost  espires. 
Tben  let  ber  with  cxalted  ragę 
Her  grief  with  the  same  crimes  assuage. 
To  heighten  and  improve  the  curse, 
Because  be  *s  bad,  they  make  her  worse. 
So  Tyndaris  dis8€dves  in  Łears, 
When  first  sbe  of  Cbrysels  hears; 
But,  when  Lyrnessis  captive's  led. 
And  ravishM  to  defile  her  bed, 

Her  patience  lessens  by  degrees; 
But,  when  at  łast  she  Priameis  sees, 
Rerenge  does  to  JEgystus  fiy  foi'  ease; 
In  his  adulterous  arms  does  ploŁs  disclose, 
Which  fili  Mycenae  with  stupendous  woes, 
▲nd  parricide  and  Heli  around  ber  throws. 

Ye  heavenly  powers !  the  female  truth  preserre, 
And  let  it  not  from  natiye  goodness  swerve; 
And  let  no  wauton  toys  become  the  cause 
Why  men  should  break  Hymen^s  etcmal  laws; 
But  let  soch  fiibles  and  such  crimes  remain 
Oniy  as  fictions  of  the  poefs  brain; 
Yet  marks  set  np  to  shun  those  dangerous  sbelres 
On  wbich  deprav*d  mankiod  might  wreck  them- 
selves! 


PART   X. 

At  firet,  the  stars,  the  air,  the  earth,  and  deep, 
Lay  all  confusM  in  one  uuorder^d  heap; 
Till  Love  eternal  did  each  being  strike 
.With  Toice  d'»vłne,  to  march,  and  seek  its  like. 
Tben  seeds  of  Heayens,  tben  air  of  vaporous  sound, 
Tben  fertile  Eartb  circled  with  waters  round. 
On  which  the  bird,  the  beast,  the  fish,  might  morę, 
AH  4;enter'd  in  that  universal  love. 
j^  Then  man  was  frara'd  with  soul  of  godłike  ray, 
r  And  had  a  nobler  sharc  of  love  than  tbey: 
To  him  was  woman,  crown'd  with  yirtue,  given, 
TBp  most  iouncdiate  work  and  care  of  Hea^en. 

Wliilst  tbus  my  darling  thoughts'  in  raptures 
Apollo  to  my  sight  in  yision  sprung.  ,  [Bung, 

His  lyre  with  gulden  strings  his  touch  commands. 
And  wreaths  of  laurel  flo^rish  in  his  bands. 
Says  be,  *'  You  bard,  that  of  Lotc's  precepts  treat, 
Tour  art  at  Delphi  you  will  best  complete. 
Tbere  *8  a  sbort  maxim,  prais'd  wh^  understood, 
Useftil  in  practice,  and  divinely  good, 
'  Let  each  man  know  himself:'  8trive  to  ezcel: 
Tbe  pleasure  of  the  blccŁ  U  doing  well. 

V0Ł.1X« 


'*  Tis  wisdom  to  display  the  ruling  grace. 
Some  men  are  happy  in  a  cbarmiug  ftice: 
Know  i^,  but  be  not  vain.     Some  manly  show     , 
By  the  exploded  gun  and  nervous  bow. 
Tbere  let  them  prove  their  skill;  perhaps  some 
Majr^find  that  every  shot  is  Cupid^s  dart.     [heart 
The  prudent  lover,  if  bis  talent  lies  ' 

In  eIoquence,  e^nt  talkatire,  but  wise; 
So  mixe8  words  delicious  to  tbe  ear, 
That  all  must  be  persuaded  who  can  hear. 
He  that  can  sing,  let  him  with  pleasing  sound, 
Though  tis  an  air  that  is  not  mortal,  wouod. 
Let  not  a  poet  my  own  art  refiise : 
I  Ml  come,  and  bring  assistance  to  his  Muse." 
But  neyer  by  ill  means  your  fortunę  push. 
Nor  raise  your  credit  by  anothe^s  blush. 
The  secret  rites  of  Ceres  nonę  profone. 
Nor  tell  what  gods  in  Samo-tfaracia  reign* 
Tis  rirtue  by  grave  silence  to  conceal 
What  talk  without  di&cretion  would  reveaL 
For  fault  like  this  now  Tantalus  does  Ite 
In  midst  of  fruits  and  water,  8tarv'd  and  dry. 
But  Cytberea'8  modesty  requires 
Most  care  to  cover  all  her  lambent  fires. 

Love  bas  a  pleasing  tum,  makes  that  śeem  best- 
Of  whićh  our  lawftil  wisbeS  are  possest. 
Andromeda,  of  Libyc  hue  and  blood. 
Was  chain'd  a  prey  to  monsters  of  the  flood : 
Wing'd  Perseus  saw  her  beauty  through  that  cióud* 
Andromacbe  had  large  majestic  charms; 
Therefore  was  fittest  grace  to  godlike Hector^s  arms. 
Beauties  in  smaller  airs  bear  like  commąnds, 
And  wondrous  magie  acis  by  slenderest  wands. 
Z^ike  Cybele  some  bear  a  motber^s  sway, 
Whilst  in&nt  gods  and  heroines  obey. 
Some  nile  like  stars  by  guidance  of  their  eycs. 
And  otbers  pjease  when  like  Minenra  wise. 
Łove  will  from  Heavcn,  Art,  Naturę,  Fancy^  rai^ 
Something  that  may  exalt  its  consort'8  praise. 
Tbere  will  be  little  jealousies,    . 
By  which  LoYe^s  art  its  subjects  trtea. 
They  think  it  languishes  with  rest. 
But  rises,  like  the  palm,  ppprest. 
Aod  as  too  much  prosperity 
Often  makes  way  for  luxury, 
Till  we,  by  tum  of  fortunę  taught, 
Hare  wisdom  by  experience  bought: 
So,  when  the  boary  ashea  grow  ' 
Around  LoYe^s  coals,  'tis  time  to  blow< 
And  then  its  craftiness  is  shown, 
To  raise  your  cares,  to  hide  its  own; 
And  have  you  by  a  riyal  crost, 
Only  in  bopes  you  may  n't  be  losŁ 
Sometimes  tbey  say  that  you  are  faulty. 
And  that  they  know  where  you  were  naughty^' 
And  tben  perhaps  your  eyes  they  'd  tear» 
Or  else  dilacerate  your  hair. 
Not  80  much  for  revenge  as  fear. 
But  she  perhaps  too  far  may  run. 
And  do  what  she  would  have  you  8bun» 
Of  which  tbere  *s  a  poetic  story 
That,  if  you  please,  I  'U  lay  before  yoih 

Old  Juuo  madę  her  Jove  compły 
For  fear,  not  asking  when  or  why,    ^ 
Uiito  a  certain  sort  of  matter, 
Marrying  ber  son  unto  bis  daiighters 
Aod  so  to  bed  the  couple  went. 
Not  with  their  own,  but  fiiends*  consent. 
This  Yi^can  was  a  smith,  they  tell  us, 
That  fint  iayeAted  tongs  and  beliows^ 
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For  breath  and  fingers  did  their  works 
(We  'ad  fingers  long  before  we  »ad  forks) ; 
Wbicb  ijiade  his  hands  both  bard  and  brawny, 
Wben  vash'd,  of  colour  orange-tawoy. 
His  whole  complexion  was  a  ^low,   - 
Wbere  black  had  not  destroy'd  tbe  yellow. 
One  foot  was  clumpM,  wbicb  was  tbe  stronger, 
Tbe  otbcr  spiny,  thougbmucb  longer; 
So  botb  to  Uie  proportton  come 
Of  tbe  fore-finger  anti  tbe  tbumb. 
In  sbort,  tbe  wbole  of  bim  was.nasty, 
lU-natur^d,  Tain,  iinperious,  basty : 
,   Defonnity  alike  took  place 
Tioth  in  bis  manners  and  bis  face. 
Venust  had  perfect  sbape  and  size : 
But  tben  sbe  was  not  oyer-wise  : 
For  sometimes  sbe  ber  knee  is  crimping, 
To  imitate  th'  old  man  in  limping. 
Sometimes  bis  dirty  paws  sbe  scoms, 
Wbiist  ber  fair  fingers  sbow  bis  borus* 
But  Mars,  tbe  buUy  of  tbe  place,  is 
Tbe  cbiefest  spark  in  ber  good  graces. 
At  first  tbey're  sby,  at  last  grow  bolder, 
And  conjugal  affection- colder. 
Tbey  car^d  not  wbat  was  said  or  done^ 
TilJ  impudence  dcfy'd  tbe  Sun. 

Vulcan  was  told  of  tbis ;  quotb  be, 
*'  Is  tbere  sucb  roguery  ?  ^I  Ml  see  !•' 
He  tben  an  iron  net  prepar'd, 
Wbicb  be  to  tbe  bed's  tester  rear'd  ; 
Wbicb,  wben  a  pulley  gave  a  snap, 
Would  fali,  and  make  a  cuckold's  trap. 
Ali  tbose  be  plac'd  iu  tbe  best  room, 
Tben  feign'd  tbat  be  mnst  go  frotn  borne; 
For  be  at  Lemnos  forges  bad, 
And  nonę  but  be  to  mind  tbe  trade. 

Leve  was  too  eager  to  beware 
'Of  falling  into  any  snare. 
Tbey  went  to  bed,  and  so  were  caugbt ; 
And  tben  tbey  of  repen tance  tbought. 
Tbe  sbow  being  ready  to  begin, 
Vulcan  would  cali  bi?  neigbbours  tn. 
Jove  sbould  be  tbere,  tbat  does  make  bold 
Witb  Juno,  tbat  notorious  scold ; 
Neptune,  first  bargeman  on  tbe  water ; 
Tbetis,  tbe  oyster-wDman'8  daugbter ; 
Pluto,  tbat  cbimney-sweeping  sloren; 
W;tb  Proserpine  bot  from  ber  oven ; 
And  Mercur}',  tbafs  sbarp  and  cunning 
|n  stealing  customs  and  in  running ; 
And  Dy  tbe  midwife,  thougb  a  Yirgin ; 
And  .fsculapius,  tbe  surgeon ; 
Apollo,  wbo  mightbe  pbysician, 

Or  senre  tbem  elsa  for  a  musician. 

Tbe  piper  Pan,  to  play  ber  ap ; 

And  Bacchos,  witb  bis  cbirping  cup; 

And  Hercules  sbould  bring  bis  club  tn. 

To  give  tbe  rogue  a  lusty  dnibbing ; 

And  all  tbe  Cupids  sbould  be  by. 

To  see  tbeir  mother*s  infamy. 

One  Momus  cried,  "  you»re  hugely  pleas^d; 

I  bope  your  mind  will  soon  be  c?a8*d  ^ 

For,  wben  so  publicly  you  find  it, 

People,  you  know,  will  little  mind  it. 

Tbey  loye  to  tell  wbat  no  one  knows> 

And  tbey  tbemselyes  oniy  suppose. 

Not  eyery  busband  can  afford 

To  be  a  cuokold  on  record ; 

Nor  sbould  be  be  a  cuckold  styPd,  • 

Tbat  •nce  or  so  bas  been*beguil'd. 


Unless  be  makes  it  demonstration, 

Tben  puts  it  in  some  procłamation, 

Witb  generał  voice  of  all  tbe  nation.*' 

Tbe  company  were  eonie,  wben  Vulcan  bopping. 
And  ibr  bis  key  in  left-side  pocket  gropiug, 
Cries,  "  'Tis  but  opening  of  tbat  door, 
"  To  prove  myself  a  cuckold,  ber  a  wbore." 

Tbey  all  desir^d  bis  leave  tbat  tbey  might  go; 
Tbey  were  not  euriouś  of  so  vile  a  sbow : 
Persons  concerned  nńigbt  one  anotbcr  see. 
And  tbey  'd  believ€  sińce  witnesses  were  thr^ 
And  tbey,  tbus  prov'd  to  be  snch  foolish  eWcs, 
Migbt  bear,  try,  judge,  and  e^^n  condemn  tbem- 
selyes. 
Discretion  covers  tbat  which  it  would  b^ame, 
Until  some  secret  blusb  and  biddf  n  shanie 
Have  cur'd  tbe  fault  witbout  fhe  noise  of  femc 

Tbe  work  is  done :  and  now  let  Ovid  have 
Some  gratitude  attending  on  bis  grave ; 
Tb'  aspiring  palm,  tbe  verdant  laurel  strow. 
And  swecu  of  myrtle  wreatbs  around  it  throw, 
In  pbysic^s  art  as  Podalirius  skillM, 
Nestor  in  court,  Acbille^  in  tbe  field ; 
As  Ajmc  bad  in  single  combat  force. 
And  as  Automedon  best  ruPd  tbe  borse ; 
As  Chalcas  vcrsed  in  jM-opbecies  from  Jove  ; 
So  Orid  bas  tbe  mastersbip  of  lo^e. 
Tbe  poet's  bonour  will  be  mucb  tbe  less 
Tban  tbat  wbicb  by  bis  means  you  may  possćss 
In  cboice  of  beauty'8  lasting  bappiness. 
But  wben  tbe  Amazonian  quits  tbe  field, 
I^t  tbis  be  wrote  on'tbe  tńumphant  sbield, 
Tbat  sbe  by  Ovid's  art  was  brought  to  yield. 

Wben  Ovid's  tbougbts  in  Britisb  style  you 
Wbicb  mayD*t  so  sounding  as  tbe  Roman  be  ; 
Yet  tben  admittance  grant :  'tis  famę  to  me* 


PART   XL 

I,  WHO  tbe  art  of  war  to  Danaans  gare. 
Will  make  Pentbesilea^s  fbrce  as  braye : 
Tbat  botb,  becoming  glorioos  to  tbe  sight, 
Witb  equal  arms  may  bold  a  dubious  fight.   • 
Wbat  tbough  'twas  Yulcan  finam'd  Acbilles'  shield* 
My  Amazonian  darts  sball  make  bim  yield. 
A  myrtle-crown  witb  yictory  attends 
Tłiose  wbo  are  Cupid'8  and  Dione's  friends. 
Wben  Beauty  bas  so  many  arms  in  storę, 
(Some  men  will  say)  wby  sbould  you  giveit  morę? 
Tell  me  wbo,  wben  Penelope  appears 
Witb  oonstanoy  mi(intain'd  for  twenty  years. 
Wlio  can  tbe  fair  Laodamia  see 
In  ber  lord's  arms  expiTe  as  well  as  be  ; 
Can  view  Alcestis,  wbo  witb'joy  remuyes 
From  Eartb,  instead  of  bim  sbe  so  much  loves; 
Can  bear-of  brigbt  Eyadne,  wbo,  in  fires 
For  ber  lov'd  Capaneus  prepar'd,  expires; 
Wben  Yirtue  bas  itself  a  female  name, 
So  Trutb,  so  Goodness,  Piety,  and  Famę, 
Would  beadstrong  figbt  and  would  not  conquefM 
Or  stoop  to  so  mucb  generosity?  fhe, 

*Tis  not  witb  sword,  or  fire,.  or  strength  of  bow, 
Tbat  female  warriors  to  their  battle  go : 
Tbey  bave  ■»  stratage^,  or  subtile  wiler; 
Tbeir  native  innocence  can  ne'cr  begaile : 
Tbe  fox's  yarious  maże,  bear*8  c^iel  den, 
Tbey  Łeave  to  fieiceneas  aad  tbe  craft  of  men* 
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Tirai  Jason  that  tmnsferr^d  his  broken  yows 
From  kincl  Medea  to  anoŁher  spouse : 
Thejteus  lełl  G  nossis  on  the  sands,  to  be 
Prey  to  the  birds,  or  monstera  of  the  sea : 
DeinophooB,  aine  times  recałrd,  forbore 
Return,  and  let  his  Pbyllis  name  the  shore. 
iEaeas  wreckt,  and  hospitably  us'd, 
Fam'd  for  his  piety,  yet  still  refusM 
To  fttay  where  lov'd,  but  left  th'>  danKerous  snrord 
By  which  she  died  to  whoni  he  broke  his  word. 
Płteous  examplt»!  worthy^better  fate, 
Ifmy.instructiunji  had  not  come  too  late : 
For  then  their  art  and  prudence  had  retainM 
What  first  vrck>rious  rays  of  beaaty  $rain'd. 
Whiist  thu6  I  thooght,  not  without  prrief  to  find 
Befencelł-ss  Yirture  met  t  with  fote  unkind, 
Bright  Cytherca's  sactied  voice  did  reach 
Afy  tinycHnfi^  ears,  and  thus  she  bade  me  toach  : 
"  What  had  th#  harmłess  maid  deservM  from 
thee?  , 

Thoo  hast  given  weapons  to  ber  enemy? 
Whilst  in  the  field  she  must  defenceless  stand, 
With  want  of  «kill,  and  morę  unable  hand. 
Stesicborus,  who  would  no  subject  find 
But  barm  to  maida,  was  by  the  gods  struck  bllnd: 
But,  when  his  song  did  witl>  their  glories  rise, 
He  had  his  own  restor^d  to  praise  their  eyes. 
Be  ral'd  by  me,  and  arms  dcfeusiTO  giye ; 
Tis  by  the  ladies'  fuTours  you  ronst  livc." 

She  then  one  mystic  Icaf  with  berries  fbar 
(Plackt  from  her  myrtle-crown)  bade  me  with 

apeed  derour. 
I  find  the  power  inspir*d ;  throagh  purer  sky 
My  breath  dissolyes  in  rerse,  to  make  yoang 

]overs  die. 
Herę  Modesty  and  Innocence  shall  leam 
How  they  may  truth  from  fiattering  speech  disoem. 
But  come  with  speed ;  iose  not  the  fiying  day. 
Sce  how  the  crowding  warcs  roli  down  away, 
And  neither,  though  at  Łove*8  command,  will  stay. 
These  waves  and  time  we  never  can  recall ; 
But,  as  the  minutes  pass,  must  Iose  them  all. 
Nor  like  whafs  past  are  days  snoceeding  good, 
But  slide  with  warmth  decay'd  and  thicker  blood. 
Flura,  althoa(;h  a  goddess,  yet  does  fear 
The  chan?e  that  grows  with  the  declining  y(«r; 
Whiist  glistering  snakes,  by  casting  ofT  their  skin, 
FKsh  courage  gain,  and  life  renew'd  begin. 
The  eaglcs  cast  their  bills,  the  stag  its  hom; 
But  Beauty  to  that  blessing  is  not  bom. 

Thus  Naturę  prompts  its  use  to  forward  lore, 
Orac*d  by  example8  of  the  powers  above. 
Endymion  piere'd  the  chaste  L)iana*s  heait, 
And  <XK)1  Aurora  felt  Lore^s  fiery  dart. 


PART    XII. 

A  PKHfOif  of  tfome  ąuality 
flappen'd,  they  say,  in  1ovc  to  be 
With  one  who  held  him  by  delay, 
Wocild  neither  say  him  no  or  ay  ;- 
Hor  would  the  bare  him  go  his  way. 
This  lady  tbought  it  best  to  ser/d 
Vor  some  experienc'd  trusty  friend, 
To  wbom  she  might  her  mind  impart, 
T*  onchain  her  own,  and  błnd  his  heart; 
A  tire-womaa  by  oocupation, 
A  welU  and  a  cboice  Tocation* 


ShQ  saw  all,  heard  all,  never  idle ; 
ller  fincers  or  her  tongue  would  tiddle ; 
Diyerting  with  a  kiiid  of  wit, 
Aiming  at  all,  would  sometijnes  hit; 
Though  in  her  sort  of  rambling  way 
She  many  a  serious  tnith  would  say. 
Thus  in  much  talk  among  the  rcst 
The  oracie  itself  exprest : 

"  I  *ve  heard  some  ery,  Wdllj  I  profest 
There's  nóthing  to  bo  gainM  by  dress! 
They  might  as  weU  say  that  a  field,  ^ 
Uncu]tivat(*d,  yet  would  yield 
As  good  a  crop,  as  that  which  skill 
With  utmost  diligence  should  tilł ; 
Our  vintage  would  be  very  fine, 
If  uobody  bhould  prune  their  vtne! 
Good  shape  and  air,  it  is  confest, 
Is  g  veu  to  such  as  Hcaven  has  blest* 
But  all  foiks  bave  not  the  same  graces; 
There  is  distinction  in  our  faccs. 
Tbcrc  was  a  time  1 M  not  repiue 
For  any  thing  amias  in  inine, 
Which,  though  1  say  it,  stiil  seems  fair; 
Thanks  to  my  art  as  well  as  care ! 
Our  grsndmuthers,  they  tell  us,  wore 
Their  faix]in;-,ale  and  their  handore, 
Their  pinncrs,  foreiiead-cloth,  and  ruff» 
Content  with  their  own  cloth  and  stuff ; 
Wilh  hats  upon  their  pates  like  hiyes ; 
Things  might  become  such  soldicrs*  wires ; 
Thought  their  own  faccs  still  would  last  Łhaa^ 
In  the  same  mould  which  Natnre  cast  them.    " 
Dark  paper  burldings  then  stood  thick  ; 
No  palaces  of  stone  or  brick : 
And  then,  ala.s!  were  no  exchanges: 
But  see  how  time  and  fashion  changes! 
I  hate  old  things  and  age.     I  see, 
Thank  Hraren,  times  good  enough  for  m^      ' 
Your  goldsmitbs  no  w  are  mighty  neat: 
1  love  the  air  of  Lombard-strcct. 
Whatc'er  a  ship  from  India  brings, 
Pearls,  diamonds,  siiks,  are  pretty  ihlngi, 
The  cabinet,  the  screen,  the  fan, 
Plcase  me  extremely,  if  Japan: 
And,  what  affects  me  still  the  more, 
They  had  nonę  of  them  heretofore. 
When  you  *re  unmarried,  nerer  load  ye 
With  jewels ;  they  may  incommode  ye. 
Lovers  mayn^t  dare  approach;  but  mostly 
They  'II  firar  when  marricd  you  HI  be  cosŁly. 
Fine  rings  and  lockets  best  are  tried, 
When  given  to  you  as  a  bride. 
In  the  mean  time  you  show  your  sense 
By  going  fine  at  smali  expi*nsc. 
Sometimes  your  hair  you  upwards  iiirU 
Sometimes  lay  <fown  in  6Bivourite  curl : 
A!l  mu}^  through  twenty  fitldlings  pass, 
Which  nonę  can  teaoh  you  but  your  glass; 
Sometimes  they  must  dishevełl*d  lie 
On  oeck  of  polishM  ivory: 
Sometimetuirith  strings  of  pearl  they're  flz'd. 
And  the  uiuted  beauty  mix'd; 
Or,  when  you  wont  their  grace  nnfold, 
Secure  them  with  a  bar  of  gold. 
Humour  aud  fashions  change  each  day  ;, 
Not  birds  in  forei^ts,  fiowers  in  May, 
Would  sooner  number^d  be  than  they. 
There  is  a  sort  of  negligence, 
Which  fOBw  estcen  a«  exoeUeiice| 
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Your  ari  with  so  much  art  to  hide, 

That  nothing  of  it  be  descried  ^ 

To  make  your  careless  tresses  flow 

With  80  mach  air,  that  nonę  should  know 

Whether  they  had  been  comb'd  or  no. 

But»  in  this  so  neglected  hair. 

Many  a  heart  has  found  its  snare, 

If  ature  in^^ed  has  kindly  sent 

Us  many  things;  morę  we  ioirent: 

Little  enoagh,  as  I  roay  say. 

To  keep  our  beaaty  from  decay. 

As  Ieaves  that  with  fierce  winds  engage, 

Our  curling  tresses  fali  with  age. 

But  then  by  German  herbs  we  find 

Colour,  for  locks  to  grey  inclin'd. 

Sometimes  we  purcl.a^ie  hair  j  and  why  ? 

Is  not  all  ihai  our  own  we  buy  } 

You  buy  it  publicly,  say  they: 

Why  tell  us  that,  when  we  dont  pay. 

Of  French  pomadet  the  town  is  fali : 

Praise  Heaven,  no  want  of  Spanish  wool ! 

Let  them  look  flusht.  let  them  look  dead,. 

That  can*£  afford  the  white  and  red« 

In  Coyent  Garden  you  buy  posies, 

There  we  our  lilies  and  our  roses. 

Who  would  a  charming  ey&-brow  lack, 

Who  can  get  any  thing  that*s  black? 

Let  not  these  boices  open  lie : 

Some  folks  are  too  much  giyen  to  pry»    , 

Art  not  dissembled  would  disgrace 

The  parchasM  beauties  of  oar  face : 

This  if  such  persons  should  discorer^ 

nVould  rather  lose  than  gain  a  lover« 

Who  is  tbere  now  but  understands 

Searcloths  to  flea  the  fince  or  hands  ł 

Tbough  the  idea  *8  not  so  taking. 

And  the  8k;n  seems  but  odd  in  makin^, 

Yet,  when  'twill  with  fresh  lustre  shine^ 

Her  spark  will  tell  you  'tis  divine. 

That  picture  there  your  eye  does  strike  ^ 

It  is  the  wdrk  of  great  Van  Dyck, 

Whicb  by  a  Roman  would  be  sainted: 

What  was  't  but  canvas  till  'twas  painted  ? 

There '8  sereral  thinjrs  should  not  be  known: 

0'er  tliese  there  is  a  curtain  drawn, 

Till  'tis  their  season  to  be  shown. 

Your  door  on  fit  occasions  keep 

Fi^  shut :  who  knows  but  you*re  asieep? 

When  onr  teeth,  colour,  hair,  and  eyesy 

And  what  eise  at  the  toilet  lies, 

Are  all  put  on,  we  're  said  to  rise. 

**  Tbere  was  a  lady  whom  I  knew, 
That  must  be  nameless,  'cause  *ti8  true, 
Who  had  the  dismalest  mischance 
1  've  heard  of  sińce  I  was  in  France: 
I  do  protest,  the  thoughts  of  it 
Hare  almost  pat  me  in  a  fit. 
Old  lady  MeanweIPs  chamber^Soor, 
Just  on  the  stairs  of  the  first  floor, 
S^oud  open :  and  pray  who  should  come. 
But  Knował],  flouncing  in  the  room?  ^ 
No  single  bair  upon  her  head: 
I  thoiight  sbe  would  haTe  fell  down  dead. 
At  last  she  fbund  a  cap  of  hair, 
Whicb  she  put  on  with  such  an  air, 
That  every  lock  was  out  of  place. 
And  all  hang  dangling  down  her  face, 
I  would  not  mortify  one  so, 
£xcept  some  twcnty  thftt  1  kiiow. 


Her  carelessness  a&d  her  defect 
Werę  laid  to  mistress  Pnie*s  neglect; 
And  much  tll-uature  was  betray*d, 
By  noise  and  scolding  with  the  maid. 

"  The  younir  look  on  such  things  as  8ta£^ 
Thinking  their  bloom  has  art  enough« 
When,  smooth,  we  matter  it  not  at  all ; 
Tis  when  the  Thames  is  rough,  we  sąoaU. 
But,  whate^er  'tis  may  be  pretended, 
No  face  or  shape  but  may  be  mended. 
All  have  our  faults,  and  must  abide  them. 
We  therefore  should  take  care  to  hide  them. 
You're  short;  sitstill,  you 'II  tallerseem: 
You  *re  only  shorter  from  the  stom. 

By  loosergarb  your  leanness  is  conceal^d; 

By  want  of  stays  the  grosser  shape 's  rereal^d. 

The  morę  the  blemisbes  upon  the  feet, 

The  greater  care  the  lace  and  shoes  be  neat. 
Some  backs  and  sides  are  wav'd  like  billows; 
These  holes  are  best  madę  up  with  pillows. 
Thick  fingers  always  should  command 
Without  the  stretching  out.  the  band. 
Who  has  bad  teeth  should  nerer  see 
A  play,  unłess  a  tragedy: 
For  we  can  teach  you  how  to  aimper. 
And  when  tis  proper  you  should  wbimper. 
Think  that  yoor  g^ce  and  wit  is  now 
Not  in  your  lai^hing  at  a  thing,  but  how. 
]>t  room  for  something  morę  than  breath, 
Just  show  the  endś  of  milk>white  teeth. 
There  is  a  je  n'  tcai  ctuń  is  fonnd 
In  a  soft  smooth  afiected  sound: 
But  there  's  a  shrieking  cryiog  tonę, 
Which  I  ne^er  lik'd,  when  all  is  done : 
And  there  are  some,  who  laugh  like  men, 
As  ne^er  to  shut  their  mouths  again  ; 
So  very  loud  and  mal-propos, 
They  seem  like  hautfaioys  to  a  show. 
But  now  for  the  reyerse:  'tis  skill 
To  let  your  teara  flow  when  you  will. 
It  is  of  use  when  people  die ; 
Or  else  to  have  the  spleen,  and  ery, 
Because  you  hare  no  reason  why. 

"  Now  for  your  talk-— come,  let  me  see: 
Herę  lose  your  H,  here  drop  your  T; 
Despise  that  i2:  your  speech  is  better 
Much  for  destroying  of  one  letter. 
Now  lisp,  and  have  a  sort  of  pride 
To  seem  as  if  your  tongue  were  tied: 
This  is  such  a  becoming  fault,  ^ 

Rather  than  want,  it  should  be  taught. 

''  And  now  that  ycu  h'ave  leamt  to  talk, 
Pray  let  me  sec  if  you  can  waik. 
Tliere's  many  dancinir-masters  treat 
Of  manag<>ment  of  ladies  feet. 
There  's  some  their  mincing  gait  hare  cbose, 
Treading  without  their  heel  or  toes. 
She  that  reads  Tasso,  or  Malherbe9» 
Cbooses  a  step  that  is  supahe. 
Some  giddy  creatttres,  as  ^  shunning 
Something  dislikkl,  are  always  running. 
Some  prance  like  French  women,  who  rid^ 
As  our  life-guard  men,  all  astride. 

9  By  the  manner  in  which  Tasso  and  Malberbe 
are  mentioifed  by  Dr.  King,  they  seem  not  to 
have  been  the  most  fashionablc  anttiors  of  that 
age.  Our  author  has  translated  what  he  cdii 
An  Incompacable  Ode  of  Malherbe.    N. 


ART  OF  LOVE. 


277 


Bat  Mch  of  these  ha^e  decoration 

According  to  their  aflectation. 

Tbat  dance  i  a  graoefu),  and  will  please, 

Where  all  th«  motioos  glide  witb  ease. 

We  to  the  skilful  thcatre 

Thu  sceming  want  of  art  prefer. 

"  Tis  no  smali  art  to  give  direction 
How  to  stiit  knots  to  each  complexioii, 
How  to  adom  the  breastand  head, 
Witb  blue,  wbite,  cherry,  pink,  or  red. 
A»  the  mom  rises,  so  that  day 
Wear  pnrple,  sky-colour,  or  gr«y : 
Yonr  black  at  Lent,  your  green  in  May; 
Your  filamot  wben  leayes  decay. 
Ali  colonrs  in  the  sammer  shinet 
The  pymphs  ghould  be  Hke  gardens  fioe* 

'*  U 18  the  &8hion  now-a-days, 
That  almost  every  lady  plays. 
Basset  and  piqaet  grow  to  be 
The  sui^cwt  of  our  comedy : 
Bot  whether  we  djyersion  seek 
lo  these,  tn  comet,  or  in  gleek, 
Or  CNnbre,  where  tnie  judgment  can 
Disdose  the  sentiments  of  man; 
l£t  's  bave  a  care  how  we  discOTcr, 
Especially  before  a  loyer, 
Some  passions  which  we  should  conceal, 
But  heats  of  play  too  oft*  reveal ; 
For,  be  the  matter  smali  or  great, 
Tliere'8  llke  abhorrence  for  a  cheat. 
There  *«  not  bing  spoils  a  woman^s  graces 
Like  peeyisbness  and  making  faces : 
Then  angry  words  and  rude  discourse, 
Yott  may  be  surę,  become  them  worse, 
With  hopes  of  gain  when  we  're  beset, 
We  do  too  commonly  foiget 
Soch  goards,  as  screen  us  from  those  eyet 
Which  may  ob9erve  us,  and  despise. 
I  'd  bum  the  cards,  rather  than  know 
Of  any  of  my  firiends  did  so : 
1  *Te  heard  of  some  such  thinga ;  but  I, 
Tbanks  to  my  stars,  was  never  by. 

*'  Thua  we  may  pass  our  time ;  the  men 
A  thousand  ways  diyert  their  spleen, 
Whilst  we  sit  peeyishly  within; 
Honting,  cix:king,  racing,  joking, 
Foddling,  swimming,  iencing,  smoking; 
And  little  thinking  how  poor  we 
Must  yent  oyr  scandal  o*er  our  tea. 
I  see  no  reason  but  we  may 
Be  brisk,  and  equally  as  gay. 
Wbene'er  our  gentłemen  would  rangę, 
Weil  take  our  chariot  for  the  *Change: 
If  tbey  *re  disposing  for  the  play. 
We  11  hasten  to  the  Opera : 
Or  wben  they  Ml  lustily  carouae. 
We  *H  surely  to  the  Indian  honse : 
And  at  such  cost  whilst  thus  we  roam, 
Por  cbeapness  sake  they  *11  stay  at  4iome« 
P<>w  wise  men*s  thooghts  e^er  yet  pursued 
That  which  their  eyes  had  neyer  ▼iew*d: 
And  so  our  never  being  seen 
Ii  the  same  tbtog  as  not  t'  haye  been. 
Gnmdeur  itpelf  and  poyerty 
Weie  equal  if  no  witness  by^: 
And  they  who  always  sing  alona 
Can  ne^er  be  praisM  by  morę  than  one; 
Had  Danae  been  shut  up  stiłl, 
£he>d  been  a  maid  agatnst  her  wiU^ 


And  might  have  grown  prodigious  old. 
And  neyer  had  her  story  told. 
Tis  fit  fair  maids  should  run  a-gadding,' 
To  set  the  amorous  boaux  a-madding. 
To  many  a  sheep  the  wolf  has  gone 
Ere  it  can  neatly  seize  on  one; 
And  many  a  partridge  scapes  away 
Before  the  hawk  can  pounce  its  prey : 
And  so,  if  pretty  damsels  rove, 
They>U  find  out  one  perhaps  may  loye; 
If  they  no  dtligence  witl  spare. 
And  in  their  dressing  still  take  care. 
The  fisherbaits  his  hook  all  night, 
In  hopes  by  chance  8ome  eel  may  bite. 
Each  with  their  different  grace- appcars, 
Yiilgins  with  blush,  widows  with  tears, 
Which  gain  new  husbands  tender-hearted. 
To  think  how  such  a  couple  parted. 
But  then  there  are  some  foppish  beaux 
Like  us  in  all  things  but  their  clothes; 
That  we  may  ser^m  the  morc  robust. 
And  fittcst  to  accost  them  first: 
With  powder,  paint,  felse  locks,  and  bair, 
They  giye  themselyes  a  fcmale  air ; 
Who,  hayingall  their  tale  by  rotę, 
Aod  harping  stiil  on  the  itame  notę. 
Will  tell  us  that,  and  nothing  morę 
Than  what  a  thousand  bcard  before. 
Thougfa  they  all  marks  of  loye  pretend, 
There 's  nothing  which  they  less  intend: 
And,  'midst  a  thousand  hideons  oaths, 
With  jewels  fialse  and  borrow*d  clothes, 
Our  easiness  may  giye  belief 
To  one  that  is  an  errant  thief." 

The  spark  was  c«ming;  she,  undrest, 
Scuttles  away  as  if  possest. 
The  goyeraess  cries,  "  Where d'ye  run?" 
"  Why,  madam,  I  'ye  but  just  begun.** 
She  bawls ;  the  other  nothing  hears. 
But  leayes  her  prattling  to  the  chairs, 

Yirtue,  without  these  little  arts, 
At  first  subdues,  then  keeps,  our  heartai 
And  thoui^b  mora  gracefully  it  sbows 
Wben  it  from  lovely  persons  flows; 
Yet  often  goodness  most  pruvai1s 
When  beauty  in  perfcction  fails. 
Though  eyery  feature  mayn*t  be  well, 
Yet  all  together  may  excel. 
There*s  nothing  but  will  easy  proye, 
When  all  the  rest  's  madę  up  by  loye. 


PART  XIII. 

YfROiiri  should  not  unskilPd  in  musie  be; 
For  what'8  morę  like  themselyes  than  hannony  ? 
liet  not  Vice  use  it  only  to  betray, 
As  Syrens  by  their  songs  entice  t^ir  prey. 
Łet  it  with  sense,  with  yoice,  and  beauty  join, 
Oratefiil  to  eyes  and  ear,  and  to  the  mind  diyine: 
JPor  tłiere  *8  a  double  grace  wben  płeasing  stringi 
Are  toach'd  by  her  that  morę  dclightfal  sings. 
Thus  Orphcus  did  the  ragę  of  deserts  qtte]l. 
And  charm*d  the  monstrous  Instruments  of  HeU. 
New  walis  to  Thebes  Amphion  thus  began, 
Whilst  to  the  work  offlcious  ma/ble  ran. 
Thus  with  his  barp  and  yoice  Arion  rode 
On  the  mute  fiah  safe  through  the  rolling  flood. 

Nor  are  the  essays  of  the  fentale  wit 
Lesi  charming  in  the  yerses  tbey  haye  writ 
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From  ancient  a|^,  1ove  bas  found  the.way 
.It«ł  bashful  thou^rhts  by  letters  to  convey ; 
W  lich  soofeŁimcs  run  in  such  engagiiig  strain, 
ThAt  pit    makes  the  fair  write  back  again. 
Włiafs  thus  intended,  some  8inall  limę  delay : 
His  paseion  streugtheus  ratber  by  our  stay. 
Then  with  a  caiitious  wit  ymir  pen  withhold, 
Łest  a  too  frae  eKpression  make  him  bold. 
Create  a  mixture  *twixt  his  hope  and  fear, 
And  in  reproof  let  tendemess  appear. 
As  be  desenres  it  give  bim  bopes  of  life: 
A  cruel  mistress  makes  a  froward  wife. 
Affect  not  foreig^  urords :  Iotc  will  impart 
A  gentle  style  morę  excellent  than  art. 
Astrea^s'  lines  flow  on  with  ko  much  ease, 
Tbat  she  who  writes  likc  them  must  surely  please. 
Orinda^s*  works,  with  courtly  graces  storM, 
Trae  sense  in  nice  expressions  will  afford : 
Whilst  Chudlei^h»s3  words  seraphic  thoughts  ex- 
In  lofty  grandeur,  but  without  exces8.  [press 

Oh,  had  not  Beauty  parts  enongh  to  wound,  ^ 
But  it  must  pierce  us  with  poetic  sound ; 
Whilst  Phoebus  suffers  female  powers  to  tear 
Wreatbsfrom  his  Daphne.  which  they  justly  wear ! 

If  greater  things  tu  lesser  we  compare, 
The  skill  of  iove  is  like  the  art  of  war. 
The  generał  says,  '*  Let  him  the  horse  command : 
You  by  that  ensiioi,  you  that  cannon  stand : 
Where  danger  calls,  let  t»other  bring  supplies." 
With  pleasure  all  obey,  in  bopes  to  rise. 
So,  if  you  haTe  a  servant  skillM  in  laws, 
Seiłd  him  with  moving«peeoh  to  plead  your  cause. 
He  that  has  native  unaffected  voice, 
In  singing  what  you  bid  him«  will  rejoice. 
And  wealth,  as  Reauty  orders  it,  bestow'd, 
Would  make  ev'n  misers  in  expenses  prowl. 

*  A  name  assumed  by  Mrs.  Aphra  Behn,  a  lady 
well  known  iu  the  gay  and  poetical  world  in  the 
licentious  reign  of  king  Charles  H.  She  was 
authoress  of  seyenteen  plays,  two  Tolumes  of 
noYcIs,  scTeral  translations,  and  many  poems.  N. 

*  The  poetical  name  of  Mrs.  Catharinc  Philips. 
She  was  the  daughter  of  John  Fowler,  merehant, 
and  born  in  London  1 63 1 ;  was  married  to  James 
Philips,  of  the  Priory  of  Cardigan,  esą.  about  the 

•  year  1647;  and  died  in  Fleet-street,  in  the  month 
of  June  ]6(>4.  Her  poems  have  been  8everal 
limes  printęd.  She  was  also  the  writer  of  a 
▼olume  of  letters,  published  many  years  after  her 
deatb,  to  sir  Charles  Cotterel,  entitled,  Letters 
from  Orinda  to  Poliarchns;  whicb  hare  been  ad- 
mired^— 'Mrs.  Philips  was  as  much  famed  for  her 
friendship,  as  for  ber  poetry;  and  had  the  good 
fortunę  to  be  equally  esteemed  by  the  bcst  poet 
and  the  best  dirine  of  h(  r  age.  Dr.  Jeremy  Tay- 
lor addreated  his  discourse  on  the  Naturę  and 
Efiects  of  FrienJship  to  this  Tady ;  and  Mr.  Cow- 
ley  bas  celebrated  her  mcmory,  in  an  elegant  ode 
preseired  amongst  his  works.    N. 

9  This  lady  was  daughter  to  Richard  Lee,  of 
Winslade,  in  tbe  connty  of  Devon,  e8q  She  was 
bom  in  the,  year  1656;  became  the  wifeof  sir 
Oeorge  Chudleigh,  of  Ashton.  in  tbe  same  county, 
bart.;  and  died  Dec.  15,  1710.  Her  poems  were 
twice  printed  in  ber  lifetime  in  one  yolume  8to. 
the  second  edition  in  1*709.    She  also  published  a 

.  Yolume  of  essays  upon  tereni  lubjecta  in  prose 
widTen^niÓ.    N, 


But  they,  o'er  whom  Apollo  rules,  hare  lieafts 

The  most  susceptible  of  lovers*  smarts. 

And,  like  their  god,  so  they  feel  Cupid's  darts  : 

The  gods  and  kings  are  by  tbcir  labours  prais^d  ; 

And  they  again  by  theni  to  honour  rais*d: 

For  nonę  to  Heaven  or  majf^sty  exprest 

Their  duty  well,  but  in  return  were  blest. 

Nor  did  the  roighty  Sripio  think  it  scorn, 

That  Ennius»  in  Calabriaik  mountains  bora. 

His  ^ars,  retirements,  councils,  should  atteod, 

In  all  distinguIsKM  by  the  name  of  friend. 

He  tbat,  for  want  of  worlds  to  conqiier,  wept» 

Without  consulting  Homer  never  slept. 

The  puet'8  cares  al)  tenninate  in  iame; 

As  tbey  obtain,  they  give,  a  lasting  name* 

Thus  from  tbetlead  Lucrece  and  Cynthia  rise. 

And  Bereuice^s  hair  adorns  the  skies. 

The  sacrcd  bard  no  treacherous  craft  displays. 

But  Tirtuous  actions  crowns  with  his  own  bays. 

Far  from  ambition  and  wealth^s  soidid  care, 

In  him  good-nature  and  content  appear : 

And  far  ft-im  courts,  from  studious  parties  finee, 

He  sighs  forth  Laura's  charms  beneath  some  tree  ; 

Despairing  of  the  valued  prize  he  Iotcs, 

Commits  bis  thoughts  to  winds  and  echoing  grores. 

Poets  hare  quick  desire  and  passion  strong: ; 
Where  once  it  lights,  there  it  continues  long. 
They  kuow  that  truth  is  the  perpetual  band, 
%y  which  the  world  and  Heaven  of  love  must  stand. 
l'he  poet's  art  softens  their  tempers  so, 
That  manners  easy  as  their  rerses  flow.        • 
Oh,  could  they  but  just  retribution  find. 
And  as  themselve8  what  they  adore  be  kind  ! 
In  vain  they  boast  of  their  celestial  fire,  [aspire ! 
Whilst  therc  remains  a  Hearen  to  which  they  cant 
Apelles  first  brought  Yenus  to  our  yiew, 
With  blooming  charms  and  graces  erer  new, 
Who  eise  unknown  to  mortals  might  remain, 
Hid  in  the  caTeri»s  of  her  nati^e  main  : 
And  with  the  painter  now  the  poets  join 
To  make  the  mother  and  her  boy  divine. 
Therefore  attcnd,  and  from  their  musie  leam 
That  which  their  minds  inspir*d  could  best  discem. 

First  see  how  Sidney,  then  how  Cowley  moT^d, 
And  with  what  art  it  was  that  Walter  loT'd. 
Forget  not  Dorset,  in  whose  generous  miiid 
Love,  sense,  wit,  honour,  every  grace  combi n*df 
And  if  for  me  you  one  kind  wish  would  spare, 
Answer  a  poet  to  his  firiendly  prayer. 
Take  Stepney*8  vcrse,  with  candour  ever  blest  ^ 
For  love  will  there  still  with  his  ashes  rest. 
There  lot  warnkspice  and  fragrant  odonrs  bum, 
And  cverlasting  sweets  perfume  bis  urn. 

Not  that  the  living  Muse  is  to  be  8Com'd : 
Britain  with  equal  worth  is  still  adorn*d. 
See  Haliiax,  where  sense  and  honour  mixt 
Upon  the  merits  just/eward  hare  fixt : 
And  read  their  works,  who,  writing  in  his  praise, 
To  their  own  Terse  immortal  laurels  raise. 
Leam  Prior'8  lines-;  for  they  can  teach  you  morę 
Than  sacred  Ben,  or  Spenser,  did  before : 
And  mariL  him  well  that  uncouth  physic'8  art 
Can  in  the  softest  tune  of  wit  impart. 
See  Pastorella  o^er  Florełlo»s  grave, 
See  TamerUne  make  Bajazet  his  slaye ; 
And  PhsBdra  with  her  ancient  rigour  rave. 
Through  Rapin*8  nurseries  and  gardens  walk. 
And  find  how  nympbs  transformM  by  amoraos 
coiours  talk. 
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Pomona  see  with  Miltdb^s  grandenr  rise, 
The  most  delicious  fniit  of  Paradise, 
Witb  apples  mijrht  the  first-born  inan  deceire. 
And  morę  per9iiasive  voicc  than  teinpting  Eve, 
Not  to  cuafine  j'ou  here  j  for  many  more 
Bntain^s  luxunant  wcalth  has  still  in  storę, 
Whom  would  1  nuuiber  up,  I  łnust  oiitrun 
The  loiigest  course  of  the  laborioub  Sun. 


PART  XIV. 

Ocs  manners  like  our  countenaDce  should  be; 

They  always  candid,  aod  the  otherfree: 

But,  w  hen  our  mind  by  anger  is  possest, 

Our  noble  mauhood  is  transform'(l  to  beast. 

No  feature  then  its  wonted  grace  retains, 

Wbeji  the  blood  blackcns  in  the  swelling  veins: 

The  eyc-balls  shoot  out  fiery  darts,  would  kill 

Th*  oppoAer,  if  the  Gorgon  had  its  will, 

When  Pallas  in  a  river  saw  the  flutc 

DeformM  her  cheeks,  she  let  the  reed  be  mute. 

Ang«r  no  morę  will  mortify  the  face, 

Which  in  that  passion  once  consults  her  glass. 

Let  beauty  ne*er  be  with  this  torment  seiz^d, 

Bat  ever  rest  serene,  and  ever  pleasM. 

A  dark  and  sollen  brow  aeems  to  reprove 

The  first  ad^ances  that  are  madę  to  love. 

To  which  thcre'8  notliing  morę  averse  than  pride. 

Men  witliout  speaking  often  are  denied : 

And  a  disdainńil  luok  too  oft'  reveals 

Those  sceds  of  hatred  which  the  tongne  conceals. 

When  eyes  meet  eyes,  and  smiles  to  sm ileś  return, 

Tis  then  both  hearts  with  equal  ardour  bum. 

And  by  their  mutual  passion  soon  will  know, 

That  al  I  are  darts  and  shot  from  Cupid*s  bow. 

But,  when  some  lovely  form  does  strike  your  eyes, 

Be  cautious  still  how  you  admit  surprise. 

What  you  would  ]ove,  with  t)uick  discretion  view: 

The  object  may  deceive  by  being  new. 

You  may  submit  to  a  too  hasty  &te. 

And  would  shake  off  the  yoke  when  'tis  too  late: 

We  often  into  our  destruction  sink. 

By  not  allowing  time  enou?h  to  think. 

Resist  at  first:  for  help  in  vain  we  pray, 

When  ills  have  gainM  fuli  strength  by  long  delay. 

Be  speedy;  lest  perhaps  the  growing  hour 

Put  what  is  now  within,  beyond  our  powcr. 

Love,  as  a  fire  in  ctties,  finds  increase, 

Proceeds,  and,  till  the  who1e'8destroy'd,  woo'tqcase. 

It  with  ałlurements  does,  like  river8,  rise 

From  littlesprings,  enlarg*d  by  rast  supplies. 

Had  Mirrha  kept  this  guard,  she  had  not  stood 

A  monumental  crime  in  weeping  wood. 

Because  that  love  is  pleasing  in  its  pain, 

We  not  without  reluctance  bealth  obtain. 

Physic  may  tarry  till  tomorrow'8  Sun, 

Whtlst  the  curs^d  potsons  througb  the  vitals  run* 

The  tree  not  to  be  shook  has  pierc'd  the  grouud  ; 

And  death  must  foUow  the  neglectcd  wound. 

O^er  dtfierent  ages  Lovc  bears  di^erent  sway, 
Takes  Tarious  turns  to  make  all  sorts  obey. 
The  colt  unback'd  we  sooth  with  gentle  tracę ; 
We  feed  the  runner  destin'd  for  the  race ; 
And  'tis  with  time  and  masters  we  prepare 
The  manag'd  coursers  rushing  to  the  war. 
Ambitious  youth  will  have  some  sparks  of  pride, 
And  not  without  iropatieace  be  denied. 


If  to  his  lore  a  riral  you  affond, 
You  then  present  a  trial  for  his  sword : 
His  eager  warmth  disdains  to  be  p^rplext. 
And  rainblf^s  to  the  beauty  that  is  ncxt. 
Maturer  yrars  progeed  with  care  aud  sense. 
And,  as  they  seldom  give,  so  seldoin  take  ofTence: 
For  he  that  knows  resistancc  is  in  vain, 
Knows  likewi.se  sti-uggting  will  increase  his  pain. 
Lijce  wood  thafs  lately  cut  i  ci  Paphian  grove, 
Tinie  mak^s  hi m  a  fit  sao«ifice  for  love. 
By  slow  degrees  he  fens  the  gentle  fire,      ». 
Till  perseverance  makes  tbe  Oame  aspire. 
This  love*s  morę  surę,  the  other  is,more  gay ; 
But  then  hc  roves,  whilst  this  is  forcM  to  stay. 
There  are  some  tempers  which  you  must  oblige, 
Not  by  a  quick  surreoder,  but  a  siege ; 
That  most  are  pleas'd,  *when  driven  to  despair 
By  what  they  *re  pleas'd  to  cali  a  cruel  failr. 
They  think,  unless  their  usage  has  been  bard,  ' 
Their  conąuest  loscs  part  of  its  rcward. 
Thus  some  raise  spleen  from  their  aboutiding 
wealth,  [health. 

And,  clofr^ó  with  «woets,  from  acids  seek  their 
And  many  a  boat  does  its  destruction  find 
By  having  Iscanty  sails,  too  fuli  of  wind. 
Is  it  not  treachery  to  declare 
Tbe  fecble  parts  we  have  in  war  } 
Is  it  not  foUy  to  afibrd 
Our  enemy  a  naked  sword  ? 
Yet  'tis  my  weakness  to  coufess 
What  puts  men  often  in  distress : 
But  then  it  is  such  beaux^  as  be 
Possest  with  so  much  yamty,  '* 

To  thiuk  that  where^oe'er  they  tum, 
Whoever  looks  on  tbem  must  burn.. 
What  they  desire  they  thiuk  is  tnie, 
With  smali  encounigement  from  you. 
Tliey  will  a  single  look  improye. 
And  take  civilities  for  love. 

**  We  all  expected  you  at  play : 
Was  't  not  a  mistress  macie  you  stay }" 
The  beau  is  fir'd,  cries,  "  Now  I  find 
I  out  of  pity  must  be  kind  : 
She  sigh'd,  impatient  till  1  came." 
Thus,  soariug  to  the  lively  flame. 
We  see  the  vain  ambitious  fly 
Scorch  its  gay  wings,  then  unregarded  dte. 
Both  sexes  have  their  jealousy. 
And  ways  to  gain  their  ends  thereby, 
But  oftcntimes  too  quick  belief ' 
Has  giyen  a  sudden  vent  to  grief, 
Ocoosiou'd  by  some  persons  lying^ 
To  set  an  easy  wif  a^crying: 
And  Procrislong  ago.  Mas  ! 
£xperienc'd  this  uuhappy  case. 

There  is  a  mouut,  Uymettus  styPd, 
Where  pinks  and  rosemary  are  wild, 
Where  strawberries  and  myrtlcs  grow, 
And  viołet8  make  a  gurple  sliow-  , 

Where  the  sweet  bay«  and  laurd  słiine, 
AU  shaded  by  the  lofty  pine ;  .  .        * 

Where  Zephyrs,  with  their  wanton  motion, 
Have  all  the  leares  at  their  dcrotion. 
Here  Cephalus,  who  hunting  lov'd, 
When  dogs  and  men  were  both  remoY'd, 

4  It  is  obviou8  that  this  word  conreys  at  pre- 
sent a  very  dififerent  idea  from  its  joriginal  signi- 
fication;  which  was  plainly  that  of  an  accompiishćd 
geniknum,    N, 
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And  all  his  dosiy  labonr  done, 
In  tłie  meridian  of  the  Sun, 
Into  9ome  secret  bedge  would  creep. 
And  sing,  and  hum  himself  asleep. 
But  cummonly  being  hot  and  dry, 
He  thus  would  for  some  opoler  ery : 
"  O  now,  if  some 
Cooler  would  come ! 
Dearest,  rarest, 
LoYeliest,  faireikty 
Cooler,  come! 

Oh,  Air, 
Fresh  and  rare ; 
Dearest,  rarest, 
Łoreliest,  fairest, 

Cooler, come;  cooler, come;  cooler, come!** 
A  woman,  that  had  heard  him  sing, 
Soon  had  her  malice  on  the  wing: 
For  females  usually  don^  want 
A  fellow-gossip  that  will  cant; 
Who  still  is  pleased  with  others'  ails, 
And  therefore  carries  spiteful  tałes. 
She  thougfat  that  she  might  raise  some  strife 
By  telli  ng  something  to  his  wife: 
That  once  upon  a  time  she  stood 
In  such  a  place,  in  such  a  wood. 
On  sudi  a  day,  and  such  a  year, 
Tbere  did,  at.least  there  did  appear 
(Tause  for  the  world  she  would  not  lie, 
As  she  mnst  tell  her  by  the  by) 
Her  busband;  first  morę  loudly  bawling, 
And  afterwards  morę  softly  calling 
A  person  not  of  the  best  iame. 
And  mistress  Cooler  was  her  name. 
"  Now,  Gossip,  why  should  6he  come  thither? 
But  that  they  might  be  naught  together?*' 

Wben  Cris  heard  all,  her  colour  tumM, 
And  though  her  beart  within  her  burnM, 
And  eyeballs  sent  forth  sndden  flashes, 
Her  cheeks  and  lips  were  pale  as  ashes. 
Then,  **  Woe  the  day  that  she  was  born !" 
The  nightrail  innocent  was  tom : 
Many  a  thump  was  given  the  breast,. 
**  And  she,  ob,  she  should  never  rest! 
She  6trai';ht  would  heigh  her  to  the  wood. 
And  he\i  repeut  it— that  he  should." 
Wrth  ea^er  hastc-  a^ay  she  moves, 
Kerer  regarding  scarf  or  glove8  : 
Into  thć  grotto  soon  she  creeps. 
And  into  every  thicket  peeps. 
And  to  her  eyes  there  did  appear 
Two  prints  of  bodies*-that  was  ctear: 
*'  Aiid  now*'  (she  cries)  '*  1  plainly  see 
How  time  and  place,  and  all  agree : 
But  berę  >»  a  corert,  where  1  Ml  lie. 
And  I  shall  haye  them  by  and  by.*' 

Twas  noon ;  and  Cephalus,  as  last  time, 
Heated  and  rufflod  with  his  pastime, 
Came  to  the  very  self-same  płace 
Where  he  was  U8*d  to  wash  his  &ce; 
And  then  he  sung,  and  then  he  humM, 
And  on  his  knee  with  fingers  tbnim^d. 
Wben  Crissy  found  all  matters  (kir, 
And  that  he  only  wanted  air, 
Saw  what  device  was  took  to  fool  her. 
And  no  such  one  as  mistress  Cooler; 
Mistrusting  then  no  futurę  harms, 
Sbe  wuuld  bare  rushM  into  his  arms; 
But,  as  the  leaiFes  began  to  rustle, 
He  thought  lome  beast  had  madę  the  bustle. 


« 
« 


He  shot,  then  cried,  "'l*vt  kłlPd  my  óeer.^ — 
Ay,  so  you  baTe,"  (says  Cris)  "  I  IJear."— 
Why,  Crissy,  pniy  what  madę  you  bcre?" 
"  By  Gossip  Trot,  I  understood 
You  kept  a  »mall  girl  in  this  wood.** 
j^uoth  Ceph,  "  'Tis  pity  thou  shonld'st  die 
For  this  thy  foolish  jealowsy : 
For  tis  a  passion  that  does  move,' 
Too  often  from  exce8s  of  lorę." 
But,  when  they  sought  for  wound^ull  aore» 
Thct  petticoat  was  only  tore, 
And  she  bad  got  a  lusty  thump, 
Wbich  in  some  measure  bruis*d  her  iiimpu 
Then  home  most  lovin]<ły  they  went: 
Neither  had  reason  to  i^pent. 
Tbeir  fol  łowi  ng  years  passM  in  conteat; 
And  Crissy  madc  him  the  best  wife 
For  the  remaioder  of  his  life. 
The  Muse  has  done,  nor  will  morę  laws  obtnide, 
I/^st  she,  by  being  tedious,  should  be  rude.    . 
Unbrace  Iotc^s  swans,  let  them  unharne86'd  stray. 
And  eat  ambrosia  tliruug^  the  milky  way. 
Give  liberty  to  every  Paphian  dovc, 
And  let  tbem  freely  with  the  Cupids  rove. 
But,  when  the  Amazoiiian  trophies  rise 
With  monuments  of  their  past  yictories; 
With  what  discrctton  and  what  art  they  foni^t ; 
Let  them  record,  "  They  were  by  Ovid  taught.»» 


AN 

INCOMPARABLE  ODE  OF  MALHERBE^S', 

m 

Written  by  him  when  the  marriage  was  on  foot 
between  the  king  of  France'  and  Annę  of 
Austria. 

Cette  Annę  si  belle, 

Su'on  Tante  si  fort, 
Pourquoy  ue  vient  elle  ? 

Yrayment,  elle  a  tort! 
Son  LuGis  soApire 

Apres  ses  appas: 
fiue  veut  elle  dire, 

Sue  elle  ne  vient  pas? 
Si  ii  ne  la  possede, 

II  s*en  va  mourir; 
Donnons  y  remede, 

AUons  la  ąuerir. 

TranJaied  2y  a  great  aJmirer  ąf  tke  emtmat  ąfFnndk 

poetry, 

This  Anna  so  fair, 

So  talk*d  oC  by  Famę, 
Why  don't  she  appear? 

Indeed,  sbe^s  to  blame ! 

■  The  translator  proposed  to  tum  tbis  ode  with 
all  imaginable  esactness;  and  be  hopes  be  bas 
been  pretty  just  to  Malberbe :  only  in  the  siTth 
Hue  he  has  madę  a  smali  addition  of  tbeae  thrpe 
words,  "  as  they  say;**  which  he  thinks  is  exci^ 
sable,  if  we  consider  the  French  poet  there  talks 
a  little  too  familiarly  of  the  king's  passion,  as  if 
tbe  king  himself  had  owned  it  to  him.  The  transla- 
tor thinks  it  morę  mannerly  and  rcspectfuk  in 
Malheibe  to  pretcnd  to  ha^e  tbe  accoontof  it 
only  by  hearsay.    Kino. 

*  Lewis  the  Fourteenth. 
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Łewii  sfghs  for  the  sake 

Of  ber  charmfi,  as  they  say ; 
What  excu8e  can  she  make 

For  not  comiog  away  ł 
If  he  does  not  possess, 

He  dies  with  despair; 
1^  '8  give  hiro  redress, 

And  go  fiod  out  the  fair. 


THE   FURMETARY; 

A  TERY 

INNOCENT  AND  HARMLESS  POEM«, 

IW  THKEB  CAITTCS. 

First  printed  ia  1699. 


I  have  thonght  this  a  Tery  proper  subject  for  an 
heroic  poem ;  and  endeavoured  to  be  as  smooth 
in  my  yersc,  and  as  inoffensiTe  in  my  characters, 
as  was  possible.  It  is  my  case  with  Lucretius, 
that  I  write  upon  a  subject  not  treated  of  by  the 
anctents.  But,  *'  the  greater  tabour,  the  greater 
glory." 

Yirgil  had  a  Romer  to  imitate;  but  1  stand  upon 
my  own  legs,  withuut  any  support  from  nbroad. 
I  therefore  shall  have  morę  occasion  for  the 
reader's  favour,  who,  from  the  kind  aeceptance 
of  this,  may  expect  the  description  of  otber  fui- 
metaries  about  this  ctty^from  his  most  humble 
seryant, 

And  per  8E  Ąnd. 


CANTO  I. 


PREFAC^ 

Thb  sothor  of  the  foUowing  poem  miy  be  thought 
to  write  for    famę,    and   the   applause   of  the 
town:  but  he  wholly  disowns  it;   for  be  writes 
oniy  for  the  public  good,  the  benefit  of  his  coun- 
try>  and  the  manufacture  of  England.    It  is  weil 
known,  that  frase  tenalort  have  ofien,  at  the  Pa- 
Iact*.yard,  reneshed  themseWes  with  barley-broth 
in  a  moming,  which  has  had  a  Tery  solid  influence 
on  tbeir  counsels;  it  is  therefore  hoped,  that  other 
persona  may  use  it  with  the  like  success.     No 
man  can  be  ignorant,  how  of  late  years  coffee 
and  tea  in  a  mdrning  bas  prevaiłed;  na^,  cold 
waters  have  obtained  their  commen^tion;  and 
we1l6  are  sprung  np  from  Acton  to  Islington,  and 
cross  the  water  to  Lambeth.     Tbese  liquors  have 
sereral  eroinent  champions  of  all  professions.  But 
there  have  not  been  waoting  peraons,  in  all  ages, 
that  have  shown  a  trae  love  for  their  country,  and 
the  proper  diet  of  it,  as  water-gmel,  milk-porridge, 
rice-railk,  and  especially  furmetry  both  with  plums 
and  withottt.     To  thib  end,  sereral  worthy  persons 
haire  encouraged  the  eating  such  wbolesome  diet 
in  the  morning;  and,  that  the  poor  may  be  pro- 
Tided,  they  have  desiród  several  matrons  to  stand 
at    Smithfield-bars,    Leadenhall-market,    Stocks- 
market,  and  divers  other  noted  płaces  in  the  city, 
especially  at  Fleet-ditch ;  there  to  dispeme  furme- 
try to  labouriagpeop1e,and  the  poor,  at  reasonabłe 
rates,  at  three-half-pence  and  two-pence  a  dish, 
which  is  not  dear,  the  plums  being  considered. 
■  The  places  are  generally  styled  fiinnetaries,  be- 
cauae  tbat  iood  han  got  the  generał  esteem  ;  but 
that  at  FleeUditch  I  take  to  be  one  pf  the  most  re- 
markable,  and  therefore  I    have  styled  it,  The 
Funnetary;  and  could  ensily  have  had  a  certiB- 
cate  of  the  usefulnessof  this  funnetary,  sigoed  by 
cereral  eminent  carmen,  gaideners,  journeymen- 
tailors,  and  basket-women,  who  have  prottiised  to 
conCribute  to  the  maintenance  of  tbe  same,  in  case 
the  cofie^-honses  shoold  proceed  to  oppose  it. 

•  Written  to  please  a  gentlemao  who  thought 
Bothing  smooth  or  lofty  could  be  written  upon  a 
mean  subject;  .but  had  no  intent  of  making  any 
raAection  upon  The  Dispensary,  which  has  de- 
ferredly  gained  a  lasttng  reputation.    King, 


No  sooner  did  the  grey-ey'd  morning  peep. 
And  yawning  mortals  stretch  themseWes  from 

sleep; 
Finders  of  gold  were  now  but  newly  past. 
And  basket-women  did  to  market  hastę; 
The  watchmcn  were  but  just  retuming  home. 
To  give  the  tbieyes  morę  liberty  to  roam ; 
When  from  a  bill,  by  growing  beams  of  light, 
A  stately  pile  was  offer*d  to  the  sight; 
Three  spacious  doors  let  passengers  go  through, 
And  distant  stones  did  terminate  tbeir  view : 
Just  here,  as  ancient  poets  sing,  there  stood 
The  noble  palące  of  the  valiant  Lud ; 
His  image  now  appears  in  Portłand  stone, 
£ach  side  supported  by  a  god-like  son* : 
But,  undemeath,  all  the  three  heroes  shine, 
In  living  colon rs,  drawn  upon  a  sign, 
Which  shows  the  way  to  ale,  but  not  to  winę. 

Near  is  a  place  enclos'd  with  iron-bars, 
Where  many  mortals  curse  tbeir  cruel  stiurs, 
When  brought  by  usurers  into  distress. 
For  having  little  still  must  liye  on  less : 
Stern  Avarice  there  keeps  the  relentless  door. 
And  bids  each  wretch  eternally  be  poor. 
Hence  Hunger  rises,  dismally  be  stalks; 
And  takes  eoch  single  prisoner  iui^hią  walka ; 

*  As  Dr.  King*s  description  of  Łndgate,  though 
familiar  to  the  pce;sent  age,  will  be  less  intelligible 
to  the  rising  generation,  it  may  not  be  improper  to 
observe,tbat  ita  name,  which  Geoffry  of  Monmonth 
has  ascribed  to  king  Lud,  was  with  greater  propriety 
derived  from  its  situation  near  the  rivulet  Flud,  or 
Fleet,  which  ran  near  iŁ— ^  early  as  1373;  Lud- 
gate  was  constituted  a  prison  for  poor  debtors  who 
were  free  of  the  city ;  and  was  greatly  enlarged  in 
1454,  by  sir  Stephen  Forster,  who,  after  having 
been  hłmself  confined  tbere,  became  lord  mayor 
of  London,  and  established  seyeral  henevolent  re- 
gulations  for  its  govemment.»The  old  gate  be- 
coming  ruinons,  an  elegant  building,  as  above  de- 
scribed  by  Dr.  King,  was  erected  in  1586,  with  the 
statuę  of  queen  Elizabeth  on  the  west  front,  and 
those  of  the  pretended  king  Lud  and  his  two  sona 
on  the  eait.  This  was  piiUed  down  in  1760,  and 
the  statuę  of  Elizabeth-  placed  against  the  church 
of  St.  Donstao  in  the  West.  Since  that  time,  the 
city  debtors  hare  been  oonfin^  in  a  part  of  the 
London  workhouse  in  Bishopsgate-street.    ^ 
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Th  18  doty  done,  the  meagre  monster  ^tares, 
Holds  up  his  bones,  and  thus  begips  his  prayers : 

'*  Thoa,  godde^B  Famine,  that  canst  8end  us 
blights, 
WTth  parching  heat  by  day,  and  storm  by  Dight«, 
Assist  me  now :  so  may  all  lunds  be  thine. 
And  sboais  of  orphanN  at  thy  altars  pine ! 
Łong  may  thy  rain  continue  on  eacb  sbore, 
Where-ever  peace  and  plcnty  n^ignM  before  ! 
1  must  confess,  that  tu  thy  gracious  band 
I  Włdows  owe,  that  are  at  my  cominand ; 
I  joy  to  hear  tbeir  numerous  children's  ciies ; 
And  blesB  thy  power,  to  find  theyWe  no  suppUes. 
I  tbank  thee  for  tbose  martyrs,  who  would  flee  ^ 
From  supcrstiMous  rites  and  tyranny, 
And  find  their  futlness  of  nward  in  me. 
But  *tis  with  njuch  humiiity  1  own, 
That  generous  iarour  yuu  have  lately  shown, 
When  men,^hatbravcly  hąve  their  country  serv'd, 
ReceiT'd  the  just  reward  that  they  deBerv*d, 
And  arc  preferr'd  to  me,  and  shall  be  8tarv^d. 
I  can,  but  wtth  fegret,  1  can  despise 
Innumerable  of  the  London  cries, 
When  pease,  and  mackarel,  with  their  harsher 

sound, 
The  tender  organa  of  my  eara  confound ; 
But  that  which  makes  my  projects  all  miscarry, 
Is  this  inhuman,  iatal  Furmetary. 

*•  Not  far  from  hence,just  by  the  Bridge  of  Fleet, 
With  spoons  and  porringers,  and  napkin  neat, 
A  feittdess  syren  does  entice  the  sense, 
By  fumes  of  riands,  which  she  docs  dispense 
To  mortal  stomachs,  for  rewarding  pence; 
Whilst  each  man*s  earliest  thoughts  fFouid  banish 
Who  have  no  otber  oracie  but  thee.**  [me, 


CANTO  II.  ' 

Whiłat  sach-like  pnyers  keen  Hunger  wouid 

advance, 
Faintmg  and  weakness  threw  bim  in  a  trance : 
Famine  took  pity  on  herjcarefiil  s]ave, 
And  kindly  to  bim  this  asijistance  gave>. 
She  took  the  figurę  of  a  thin  parrh'd  maid, 
Who  many  years  had  for  a  husband  staid ; 
And,  coming  near  to  Hunger,  thus  she  said : 

**  My  darUng  son,  whilst  Peaće  and  Plenty  smile, 
And  Happiness  would  over-run  this  isle, 
I  joy  to  see,  by  this  thy  pn  sent  care, 
l've  still  some  friends  remainiug sińce  the  war: 
In  spite  of  us,  A  does  od  venisou  feed, 
And  bread  and  butter  is  for  B  decreed ; 
C  D  combtnes  with  £  F'8  generous  soul. 
To  pass  their  minutes  with  the  sparkiing  bowl  j 
H  Ps  good-nature,  from  his  cndless  storę, 
Is  still  conferring  blessiUKS  on  the  poor, 
For  nonę,  except  'tis  K,  regards  them  morę. 
L,  M,  N,  O,  P,  d,  is  vainlyi;reat. 
And  squander8  half  his  substance  in  a  treat. 
Nice  eating  by  R,  S,  is  understood  ; 
T*s  supper,  though  but  little,  yet  is  good  ; 
U's  conyersation^s  equA\  to  his  winę, 
You  sup  with  W,  whene^er  you  dine^ 
X,  Y,  and  Z,  hating  to  be  coufin*d, 
Ramble  to  the  next  eating-bouse  they  find ; 
Płeasant,  good-humour'd,  beautifiil,  and  gay, 
Sometimes  with  musie,  and  sometimes  with  play^ 
Prolong  their  pleasures  till  th'  approacbing  day.- 


And  per  se  And  alone,  as  poets  use, 
The  stanring  dictates  of  my  niles  pursues  ; 
No  swinging  coaćhman  does  afore  him  ahiDe, 
'^or  has  be  any  constant  place  to  dine. 
But  all  his  notions  of  a  meal  are  minę. 
Hastę,  hastę,  to  him,  a  bieitsing  give  from  me. 
And  bid  him  write  sbarp  things  on  furmetry. 
But  I  would  hare  thee  to  Cofft;dro  go. 
And  let  Tobacco  too  thy  business  know  ; 
With  famous  Teedrums  in  this  casie  advi8e, 
Rely  on  Sagoe,  who  is  always  wi»e. 
Apiidst  such  counscl,  banish  all  despair; 
Trust  me,  you  shail  succecd  in  this  affair: 
That  projcct  which  they^Furmetary  cali, 
Before  next  breakfast-time  shall  su  rely  fali!" 

This  said,  she  quickly  vanisłrd  in  a  wind 
Had  iong  within  hcr  body  beeo  confin'd. 
Thus  Hercules,  when  he  bis  mistres&  found, 
Soon  knew  ber  by  ber  scent,  and  by  her  soundL 


CANTO  lir. 

HcmcKR  rgoicM  to  bear  the  blest  command^ 
That  Furmetary  shoułd  n^  loiiger  stand ; 
With  speed  he  to  Coffedro^s  mansion  flies. 
And  bids  the  pale-fiac'd  mortal  quickly  rise. 

"  Arise,  my  friend  ;\for  upon  thett  do  wait 
Dismal  events  and  prodigies  of  Fate  ! 
Tis  break  of  day,  thy  sooty  broth  prcpare. 
And  all  thy  other  liquor8  for  a  war :        ' 
Rouse  up  Tobacco,  whose  delicious  sig^t, 
Iliuminated  round  with  beams  of  iight. 
To  my  impatient  mind  will  cause  delight. 
How  will  he  conąuer  nostrils  that  presnme 
To  stand  th'  attack  of  his  impetoous  fumc ! 
Let  bandsomę  Teedrums  too  be  caird  to  armsy 
Por  he  has  courage  in  the  midst  of  charms : 
Sagoe  withcounsel  fills  his  wakeful  brains. 
But  then  his  wisdom  countervails  his  pains; 
Tis  he  shall  be  your  guide,  be  shall  effect 
That  glorions  conąuest  which  we  all  expect : 
The  brave  Hectorvus  shall  command  this  ibrcc ; 
He^ll  meet  Tubcarrio^s  foot,  ot,  which  is  wor!»e, 
Oppose  the  fury  of  Carmanniers  borse. 
For  his  rewurd,  this  he  shall  bave  each  day. 
Drink  cąffee,  then  strui  out  and  na/er  pmf.^ 

U  was  not  Iong  ere  the  grandees  were  met. 
And  round  nemtpapen  m  fuli  order  set. 
Then  Sagoe,  rising,  said,  "  I  hope  you  hear 
Hunger's  advice  with  an  obedient  ear  ; 
Our  great  design  admits  of  no  delay, 
Famine  commands,  and  we  must  all  obey : 
That  syren  which  does  Furmetary  keep 
Long  sińce  jis  risen  from  the  bands  of  sleep ; 
Her  kpoons  and  porringers,  with  art  display *d. 
Many  of  .Hunger*s  subjects  have  betray*d." 

'*  To  arms,**  Hectorvu8  cried:  "  Cofiedro  stoot, 
Issue  forth  Hquor  frcun  thy  scalding  spout  !** 

Great  One-and-all-i  gi^es  the  first  alarms ; 
Then  each  man  snatches  up  ofiensiye  arms. 
To  Ditcb  of  Fleet  courageotisly  they  run, 
Suicker  than  thougfat ;  the  battle  is  begun: 
Hectonrus  first  Tubcarrio  does  attack. 
And  by  sarprise  soon  lays  htm  on  his  back ; 
Thirsto  and  Drowtho  then,  appmaching  near, 
Soon  overthrow  two  magazines  of  beer. 

The  Innocent  Syrena  little  thought 
That  all  these  arms  agąinst  herscif  were  brought; 
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Nor  ihat  in  ber  defence  tbe  drink  was  &pilŁ : 
Uow  cwild  she  fear,  that  never  yet  knew  guilt  ? 
Her  fm^nrant  juił.*«,  and  her  delicious  płums, 
She  does  dtrpeme  \^w\th  gold  upun  her  tbumbs): 
Virg-ins  aiid  youŁhs  around  Uer  stood ;  she  sate, 
£aviron'd  with  a  wootien-cbalr  of  state. 

I  u  th«  mean  time,  Tobacco  8triveii  to  vex 
A  nuinerous  squadron  of  the  tender  sex ; 
What  with  strong  smokc,  and  with  his  stronger 

breathy 
He  fiinks  Basketia  and  ber  son  to  death. 

CofTedro  the  o,  with  Teedrums,  and  the  band 
W  ho  carried  scalding  liąuors  in  their.  band, 
Throw  watery  ammunition  in  their  eyes; 
On  wbich  Syrena^s  party  frigbtetiM  flies : 
Carmannio  straight  driv(>s  up  a  bulwark  strong, 
A  nd  horse  oppuses  to  Cofledro's  throng. 
Coledńvio  stands  for  bright  Syrena'8  guard, 
And  all  her  rallied  forces  are  preparM ; 
Carmannio  tfaen  to  Teednims*  squadron  makes, 
And  the  lean  inortal  by^the  buttons  takes ; 
Not  Tecdrums*  arts  Carmannio  could  beseech. 
But  his  rough  valoar  thrours  him  in  the  ditch. 
Syrena,  thoagh  surpris^d,  Tesolv'd  to  be    ' 
liie  great  bonduca  of  her  Furmetry : 
Before  herthronecourageously  she  stands, 
Managing  ladies-full  with  both  herbands. 
The  numerou;j  ploms  like  hail-sbot  ile  w  about. 
And  Plenty  soon  dispers'd  the  meagre  rout. 

So  have  I  seen,  at  fair  that*s  nam'd  from  Horn, 
Many  a  ladle'8>btow  by  prentice  borne ; 
In  vain  he  stńres  their  passions  lo  assuage, 
With  Łhreatswould  frighten,  with  soft  wordsengage ; 
Until,  tbrough  milky  gamitlet  sonndly  l>eat,         « 
His  prudent  heels  secure  a  qaick  retreat 

Jamque  opus  exegi,  quod  nec  Jovi6  ira,  nec 

ignis, 
Nec  poterit  ferrum,  nec  edax  abolere  Tetustas  ! 
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MouNTOWN '!  tbou  sweet  retreat  from   Dublin 
Be  fomous  for  thy  apples  and  thy  pears ;      [cares. 
For  tumips,  carrots,  lettuce,  beans,  and  pease ; 
For  Pegjcy's  butter»  and  for  Peggy's  cbeese. 
May  cloudfl  of  pigeons  round  about  thee  fly ! 
But  condesceiid  sometimes  tu  make  a  pie. 
May  fat  geeiie  gaggle  with  melodious  voice, 
And  ne'er  want  gooseberries  or  apple-sauce  ! 
Ihłcks  in  thy  ponds,  and  cbicken  in  thy  pens. 
And  be  thy  turkeys  numerous  as  thy  hens ! 
May  thy  black  pigs  lie  warm  in  little  sty. 
And  hare  no  thought  to  grieve  them  till  they  die ! 
Moantown !  the  Mases'  most  delicious  theme  ; 
Ob  !  mav  thy  codlins  everswim  in  cream ! 
Thy  ra^p-and  straw-berries  in  Bourdeaux  drown^ 
To  add  a  redder  tincture  to  their  own  I 

'  It  was  taken  for  a  state  poem,  and  to  have 
many  mysteries  .in  it ;  though  it  was  only  madę, 
as  we'.l  as  Orpheus  and  Eurydice,  ft^r  country  di- 
▼ersion.     KiNG. 

*  A  pleasant  yilla  to  tfae  iooth  of  Dublin,  near 
the 


Thy  wh}te>wine,  sugar,  milk,  together  club. 

To  m»ke  thatg«;ntle  viaud  syliabub. 

Thy  tarts  to  tarts,  cbeese-cakes  tu  cbeese-caket 

To  tpoil  the  relisb  of  tbe  flowing  winę.  [joiny 

But  to  ^be  fading  palate  bring  relief, 

By  thy  Westpholian  hatn,  or  Belgie  beef ; 

A  ad,  to  complete  thy  blessings,  in  a  word, 

May  still  thy  soil  be  geuerous  as  its  lord^  ! 

Oh  !  Peggy,  Peggy,  when  thou  goest  to  brew, 
Consider  well  wnat  you^re  about  todo ; 
Be  very  wise,  very  sedately  tbiu^ 
That  what  you're  goiug  now  to  make  is  drink; 
Cons:(]er  who  iiiust  drink  that  drink  ^  and  theo, 
What  'tis  to  have  the  praise  ofAonfi$i  men : 
For  surely,  Peg;^y,  while  that  drink  doeslast, 
'Tis  Peggy  will  be  łotuted  or  dufprac'€L 
Th  en,  if  thy  ale  in  ^l/iss  thou  would'st  confine. 
To  make  its  sparklittg  rays  iu  beauty  shine^ 
Letthy  clean  botte  be  entirelydry, 
Lesta  wbite  substanre  to  the  surface  fly. 
And,  floati|ugthere,disturb  the  curious  eye.. 
But  this  great  paaxim  must  l}e  understood, 
"•Be  surę,  nay  very  surę,  tby  cork  be  good  !" 
Then  futurę  ages  shall  of  Pegj^y  tell, 
Tbat  nymph  that  breaiji  and  bołiled  ale  so  wel|. 

How  fleet  is  air !  how  many«things  have  breath, 
Which  iu  a  moment  they  resign  to  death  ; 
Depriv*d  of  light,  and  all  their  happiest  state. 
Not  by  their  fault,  but  some  o'er-rułing  Fate  ! 
Altbougb  fair  flowers,  thatjustly  mightinvite, 
Are  cropt,  nay  torn  away,  for  man*sdeligbt ; 
Ynt  !>till  those  flowers,  alas  !  can  make  nu  moan. 
Nor  bas  Narcissus  now  a  power  to  groan ! 
But  all  those  thiogs  which  breatbe  in  different 

frame. 
By  tie  of  common  breath,  man^s  pity  claim. 
A  gentle  łamb  has  rhetoric  to  plead. 
And,  wben  she  sees  tbe  butcher's  knife  decreed, 
Her  Yoice  entreats  him  not  to  make  her  bleed : 
But  crue]  gain,  and  luxury  of  taste,   - 
With  pride,  still  iays  m&xi*»felłow-mortaU  waste : 
What  earth  and  wat/ers  breed,  or  air  ^nspires, 
Man  for  his  palate  fits  by  torturing  firesl 

Mully,  a  cow,  sprung  from  a  beauteous  race, 
With  spreading  front,  did  Mountown^s  pastures 

grace. 
Gentle  she  was,  and,  with  a  gentle  stream,  ^ 
Each  mom  and  night  gaTe  milk  thatequal*d  cream. 
Offending  non^,  of  nonę  she  stood  in  drestd. 
Much  less  of  persons  which  she  daily/cd.* 
*'  But  Innocence  cannot  it^ielf  defend 
'Gainst  treacherous  arts,  reil^d  with  the  name  of 
friend.*' 

Robin  of  Derbyshire,  whose  temper  shotsks 
The  constitutton  of  bis  Dative  rocks; 
Bom  in  a  płace-,  which,  if  it  once  be  nam*d» 
Would  make  a  blushing  modesty  asham'^ : 
He  with  indnlgence  kindly  dióappear 
To  make  poor  Mully  his  pe^uliar  care ; 
But  inwardly  this  suUen  churlish  thief 
Had  all  his  mind  plac'd  upon  MuUy'S  beef; 
Hifl  fancy  Ted  on  ber ;  and  thus  he^d  ery,  , 
"  Mully,  as  surę  as  Vm  alire,  you  die ! 

'  Judge  Upton. 

«  The  Devit>8  Arse  of  Peak;  described  by 
Hobbes  in  a  poem  De  Mirabilibus  Pecci,  the  best 
of  his  poeŁical  performances.    N.  , 
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»Ti8  a  brBve  cow.    O,  sin,  when  Christmas  comes, 
These  shins  sball  make  tbe  poiridge  grac^d  witb 

plums ; 
Then,  'midst  our  cups,  whilst  we  profusely  dtne, 
This  blade  shaił  enterdeep  iti  Mully*fi  chine. 
What  ribs,  what  rumpsi,  what  bakM,  boiPd,  stew^d, 

and  roast ! 
There  shan't  odc  stngłe  tripe  of  her  be  lort  !*' 
When  Peggy,  nymph  of  Mountown,  beard  these 

sounds, 
She  6Tiev*d  to  hear  of  Muily's  futare  woands. 
**  What  crime,"  sa-d  she,  «*  has  gentle  Mully  done  ? 
Witness  the  rising  and  the  settingStin, 
That  knows  whai  milk  she  cunstantly  wouM  give ! 
Let  that  qaench  Robin^s  nigc,  and  Mully  lirę." 
•    Daniel,  a  sprigbtly  swain,  that  us'd  to  slash 
The  vigorous  steeds  that  drew  his  lord*8  calash, 
To  Peggy'8  sidf  inr!in*d ;  for  'twas  well  knowu 
How  well  he  lov*d  thosc  cattle  of  his  own. 
Thon  Terence  spoke,  oraoulous  an<l  sly, 
He'd  neitber  grant  the  qiiestion  nor  deny  j 
Pleading  for  milk,  his  thougłits  were  on  mince- 

pie: 
But  all  his  arguments  so  dnbious  were, 
That  Mully  thence  had  neither  hopes  nor  fear. 
"  You»ve  spoke,*'  says  Robin ;  **  but  now,  let 

me  tell  ye, 
Tis  not  fair  spoken  mrds  that  fitt  the  belhf: 
Pudding  and  beef  I  love;  and  cannot  stoop 
To  recommend  your  bonny-clopjier  soup. 
You  say  she^s  innocent:  but  what  of  that  ? 
Tis  morę  than  crime  sufficient  that  she*8/«/  / 
And  that  which  is  prevailiug  in  thiscase 
Is,  there»s  another  row  to  fit'  her  place. 
And,  granting  Mully  to  have  milk  in  storę, 
Yet  still  this  other  cow  will  gireus  morę. 
She  dies." — Stop  here,  my  Muse:  forbearthe  rest  : 
And  YeH  that  grief  which  cannot  be  expre8t ! 


ORPHEUS  AND  EURYDICE. 

Ttan  PRINTBD  BY  THE  AITTHOR  IN   1704. 

Al  poetfl  say,  one  Orphens  went 
To  Heli  upon  ao  odd  intent 
First  tell  tbe  story,  then  leVs  know, 
If  any  one  wi^  do  bo  now. 

This  Orpheus  was  a  jolly  boy, 
Bom  long  before  the  aiege  of  Troy ; 
His  parents  found  the  lad  was  sharp, 
And  taught  him  on  the  Irish  barp ; 
Andę  when  grown  fit  fi>r  marriage-life, 
Oave  him  Eurydice  for  wife ; 
And  tbey,  as  soon  as  match  was  madę. 
Set  up  the  ballad-singing  trade. 

Tbe  canning  yarlet  could  deyise. 
For  country  folks,  ten  tLousand  lies  ; 
Affirming  ałithose  monjctruasthings 
Were  done  by  force  of  harf  and  stringt ; 
Could  make  a  tiger  in  a  tnce 
Tamę  as  a  cat,  and  catcb  your  mice; 
CouM  Biake  a  lion*8  courage  flag. 
And  straight  could  animate  a  stag, 
And,  by  tbe  help  of  pleasing  ditties. 
Make  milł-stones  run,  and  build  up  eities  ; 
Each  had  the  use  of  fluent  tongue, 
If  Dice  scolded,  Orpbens  sung. 
And  80,  by  disoord  wttbont  stńfe, 
Compot'd  one  harmony  of  life  j 


And  thus,  as  all  their  mattera  stood, 
They  got  an  bonest  lirełihood. 

Happy  were  mortals,  could  they  bt 
From  any  sudden  danger  free ! 
Happy  were  poets,  could  their  song 
Tbe  feeble  thread  of  life  prolong ! 

But,  as  these  twowent  stroilingOD, 
Poor  Dice'8  scenę  of  life  was  done : 
Away  her  ffeeting  breath  must  fly, 
Yet  no  one  knows  wberefore,  ur  why. 

This  causM  the  generał  lamentation. 
To  all  that  knew  her  in  ber  statiop  ; 
How  brisk  she  was  still  to  advance 
The  harper*s  gain,  and  lead  the  dance, 
In  every  tune  obsenre  ber  thrill, 
Sing  on,  yet  cbauge  tbe  money  stilL 

Orpheus  be^t  knew  what  loss  he  had. 
And,  tliinking  on%  fell  alinost  mad. 
And  in  despair  to  LJnus  ran,  • 
Who  Was  esteem'd  a  cunning-man; 
Cried,  '*  He  again  must  Dice  haye, 
Or  else  be  buried  in  her  grave.*' 

2uoth  Linus,  "  So{t,refirain  your  sorrow  s 
What  fails  today,  may  speed  tomorrow. 
Thank  you  the  gods  for  whate^er  happens^ 
But  don't  fisU  out  Witb  your  fatcapons. 
'Tis  many  an  honest  man'8  petition, 
That  he  may  be  in  your  conditiou. 
If  such  a  blessing  migbt  be  had. 
To  change  a  living  wifie  for  dead, 
Pd  be  your  Chapman;  nay,  Pd  do% 
Though  I  gave  forty  pounds  to  booŁ. 
Consider  first,  you  sare  her  diet ; 
Consider  next,  you  keep  her  ąuiet: 
For,  pray,  what  was  she  all  along, 
£xcept  the  burthen  of  your  song  ? 
What,  though  yotir  Dicć^s  under  ground  ; 
Yet  many  a  woman  may  be  found, 
Who,  in  your  gains  if  she  may  part  take. 
Trust  me,  will  qułckly  make  your  beart  ach 
TheH,  rest  conten^  as  widowers  shookl — 
The  gods  best  know  what's  for  our  good !" 

Orpheus  no  longer  could  endure 
Such  wounds,  where  he  ezpected  cure. 

"  Ist  possibie  !"  cried  he:  **  and  can 
That  noble  creature,  married  mao, 
In  such  a  cause  hę  so  profiine  ł 
I'll  fly  tbee  far  as  I  would  Death, 
Who  from  my  Dice  took  her  breath." 

Which  said,  he  soon  outstriptthe  wiod« 
Whilst  puiiing  Boreas  laggM  behiod  ; 
And  to  lJiiganda'8  cave  be  came, 
A  lady  of  prodigious  fiame, 
Wbose  hollow  eyes  and  hopper  breedi 
Madecommon  people  cąll  herwitch; 
Down  at  her  feet  he  prostrate  lies, 
With  trembling  beart  and  blubbeiM  eyes. 

*'  Tell  me,"  said  be,  "  for  surę  you  know 
The  powers  above,  andthose  below, 
Where  does  Eurydice  remain  ? 
How  sball  1  fetch  her  back  again  ł" 

She  smilingly  replied,  "  PU  tell , 
This  easily  without  a  spell : 
The  wtfe  you  look  for's  gone  to  Hell«-« 
Nay,  never  start,  man,  for  tis  so  ; 
Eiccept  one  ilUbred  wifeor  two, 
The  fiishioa  is,  for  all  to  go. 
Not  that  she  will  be  damn'd ;  ne'ec  fear 
But  she  nay  get  preferment  tbere. 
Indeed,  she  might  be  fried  in  pitch, 
If  she  bad  been  a  bitter  bitch  ^ 
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Ifsbc  bad  leapt  atbwart  a  sword, 

And  afterwards  had  broke  ber  woind* 

But  your  Eurydice»  poor  soul ! 

'Was  a  good-natui^d  barmless  fool ; 

£xcept  a  little  cattenrawling. 

Was  always  painfii]  in  ber  calling; 

And,  1  dare  trust  ołd  Pluto  for^ty 

Sbe  will  find  fevour  in  bis  oourt : 

But  then  to  fetch  ber  back,  that  stiU 

Bemaioił,  and  may  be  past  my  skill ; 

For,  'tts  too  sad  a  thing  to  jest  od, 

Yoa*re   tbe  first  man    e'er   a8k*d  tbe  ques- 

tion; 
For  busbands  are  sucb  selfisb  elves, 
They  care  for  little  bnttbemselTes. 
And  tben  one  rogue  cries  to  another, 
Since  this  wife*s  gone,  e'en  get  anotber : 
Thougb  most  men  let  sucb  tbougbts  alone^ 
And  swear  tbey've  bad  enough  of  one. 
Buty  sinoe  you  aie  so  kind  to  Dice, 
Follow  tbe  course  wbicb  I  adyise  ye  j 
E'en  go  to  Heli  yourself,  and  try 
Th*  effect  of  music^s  harmony ; 
For  you  wUl  bardly  flnd  a  friend, 
"Wbom  you  in  sucb  a  case  might  send: 
Besides,  tbelr  Proserpine  bas  beeu 
Tbe  briskest  dancer  on  tbe  green, 
Before  old  Pluto  rarisb^d  ber, 
Took  ber  to  Heli— «nd  you  may  swear, 
Sbe  had  but  little  musie  there ; 
For,  sińce  sbe  last  beheld  tbe  Sun, 
Her  merry  dancing  days  are  done : 
Sbe  bas  a  cołt*8-tootb  still,  I  warrant. 
And  will  not  disapproye  your  errand.  . 
Tben  your  requestdoes  leason  seem. 
For  wbat^  one  single  ghost  to  them  ? 
Though  tbousand^iAoiifoifw  sbould  inrade  ye, 
Pfeus  on— ftiot  heart  ne*er  won  feir  lady ! 
The  bok!  a  way  will  (ind,  or  make  ; 
Remember,tis  for  Dice*s  sake." 

Notbing  pleaś^d  Orpheus  half  so  weUy 
As  news  that  be  must  go  to  Heli. 
Th'  impatient  wigbt  longMto  be  going, 
As  mostfolks  seek  tbeirown  undoing; 
Ne^er  tbougbt  of  wbat  be  left  bebind  ; 
Kever  cODsideT'd  be  sbould  find 
Scarce  any  passenger  beside 
Himifelf,  nor  couki  be  hire  a  guide. 

"  Will  musie  do^  ?'*  cried  be.  «  Ne>er  beed : 
My  harp  sball  make  the  raarble  bleed ; 
My  harp  all  daogers  sball  remove. 
And  dare  all  flames,.  but  those  of  loTe,'' 

Then  kneeling  begs,  in  terms  most  ciTil, 
Urganda's  passportto  the  DctU. 
Her  pass  sbe  kindly  to  him  gave, 
Tben  bade  him  'noiot  himself  with  salre  j 
Sucb  as  those  hardy  peopie  use, 
Who  walk  on  fire  without  their  sboea, 
Wbo,  on  occaskm,  in  a  dark  hole, 
Can  gormandize  on  ligbted  charcoal, 
And  drink  eigbt  quarts  of  flaming  fuel, 
As  men  tn  flux  do  water-grueU 
Sbe  bade  him  then  go  to  those  cares, 
Wbere  coojurers  keep  fairy  slave». 
Soch  sort  of  creatures  as  will  baste  y« 
A  kitcłien-wencb,  for  being  nasty, 
But,  if  sbe  neatly  sconr  ber  pewter, 
GiTe  ber  the  mdney  that  ts  due  t'  her. 

OrpbeiM  went  down  a  uarrow  hoi^ 
Tbat  WIS  9»  dwk  af  may  cgul  j 


He  did  at  lengtb  soroe  glimmf  ring  spy. 
By  which,  at  least,  be  might  desery 
Ten  thousand  little  fairy  elves, 
Who  there  were  solacing  themselves. 

All  ran  about  him,  cried,  **  Ob,  dear ! 
Who  tbougbt  to  have  seen  Orpheus  here  } 
Tis  that  queen'6  birtb-day  which  you  see. 
And  you  are  come  as  luckily : 
You  had  no  ballad  but  we  bought  it, 
Paid  Dice  when  she  little  tbougbt  it; 
When  you  beneath  the  yew-tree  sat, 
We^^e  come,  and  all  dancM  round  your  hat; 
But  whereaboutsdid  Dice  leave  ye  ? 
She  bad  been  welcome,  sir,  belicTe  me." 

"  Tbese  little  chits  wouk)  make  one  swear," 
duoth  Orpheus,  'twixt  disdain  and  fear. 
**  And  dare  tbese  urchins  jeer  my  citMseSy 
And  laugb  at  minę  and  I>ice*s  losses } 
Hands  off-— the  monkeys  boki  the  fiuter;  . 
Sirrahs,  Pm  going  to  your  master !" 

**  Good  words,"  quoth  Oberon :  "  don>t  flindi ; 
For,  every  time  you  stir.  Pil  pinch  ; 
But,  if  you  decently  sit  down, 
Pil  first. equip  you  with  a  crown ; 
Then  for  each  dance,  and  for  each  song» 
Our  pence  apiece  tbe  whole  night  long.*' 

Orpheus,  who  fouod  no  remedy, 
Madę  yirtue  of  necessity ; 
Thougb  al  I  was  out  of  tune,  their  dance 
Would  only  binder  bis  adrance. 
Each  notę  that  from  bis  fingers  fell 
SeemM  to  be  Dice*s  passing-bell ; 
At  last,  night  let  him  ease  bis  crupper,    > 
Oet  on  his  legs,  to  go  to  supper. 

Suoth  Nab,  *'  We  here  have  strangers  seldom. 
But,  sir,  to  what  we  baye  you^rs  welcome." 

**  Madam,  they  seem  of  light  digestion. 
Is  it  not  rude  to  ask  a  question, 
What  they  may  be,  fish,  flesb,  or  fruit } 
For  I  ne'er  saw  tbings  ao  minutę." 
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*'  A  roasted  ant,  tbat's  nicely  don^ 
By  one  smali  atom  of  tbe  Sun. 
Tbese  are  flies'  eggs,  in  moon-shine  poach'd ; 
This  a  flea'f  thigh  in  collops  8COtoh'd, 
'Twashunted  yesterday  i*th'  Park, 
And  like  t'  bare  'scap'd  us  in  tbe  dark. 
This  is  a  dish  entirely  new, 
Butterflies'  brains  dissoWd  in  dew  | 
Tbese  loyer^s  vow8|  tbese  courtiers*  bopes, 
Things  to  be  eat  by  microaoopes ; 
These  sueking  mites,  a  glow«woTm't  heart, 
This  a  delicious  rainbow-tart !" 

"  Madam,  I  find,  tbeyhre  Tery  nice. 
And  will  digest  witbin  a  trice  ; 
I  see  there^s  notbing  you  <<steem, 
Tbat*s  balf  so  groas  as  our  whipt^sream  ; 
And  I  infer,  from  all  these  neats, 
Tbat.8uc(i  light  suppers  keep  ctean  sheets." 

"  But,  sir,"  siiid  she,  «  pertiaps  you're  dry  !** 
Then,  speaking  to  a  fi»ry  by, 
"  You'Te  taken  care,  my  dear  £ndia» 
A]i*s  ready  fcr  my  ratifia," 
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*'  A  drop  of  water,  newly  toru 
Frosb  from  the  iroty^^ger^d  Mcir&f 
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A  peari  of  millc,  tbafs  f^ntly  prest 
From  blooming  Hebe*s~early  breast ; 
With  half  a  one  of  Cupid's  tears,  * 

When  he  in  embryo  first  appeara; 
And  hooey  from  an  infant  bee : 
Makes  Iiquor  for  the  god«  and  me  !'' 

'*  Madam,''  says  he,    *<  an*t  please   your 
prace, 
Tm  going  to  a  droughty  place ; 
And,  if  1  an*t  too  bold,  pray  charge  her, 
The  draught  1  have  be  somewhat  larger.*' 

•*  Fetch  me,"  said  she,  "  a  mighty  bowl, 
Like  Oberon's  capacious  soal. 
And  then  fili  up  tbe  burnishM  gold 
With  jttice  that  makes  the  Britons  bold- 
This  from  8even  barley-corns  1  drenr, 
Itsyear/are  se^en,  and  to  tbe  view 
^Is  clear,  and  sparkles  fit  for  yoa. 

"  Butstay— 
When  I  by  Fate  was  last  time  hurl'd. 
To  act  my  pranks  in  fother  world, 
1  saw  some  sparks  as  they  were  drinking, 
With  mighty  rairth  and  littlc  thinking, 
Tbeir  jests  were  supemaadum, 
I  saatchM  the  rubies  fttnn  each  thoBib» 
And  in  thift  ciystal  bave  them  hefe, 
Perhaps  you^Hlike  it  morethan  beer." 

Winę  and  late  hours  dissoiT'd  the  feast, 
And  men  and  fairies  went  to  rest. 

The  bed  where  Orpheuswas  to  lie 
Was  al  i  stufi*'d  fudof  harmony : 
Purling  streamsand  amorous  rills, 
Dying  sound  that  never  kills, 
Zephyrus  breathing,  łore  dełighting, 
Joy  to  slumbcr  soft  iniitiog, 
Tremblingsoonds  that  make  no  noise. 
And  songs  to  please  without  a  yotce, 
Were  mixt  with  down  that  fell  from  Jove, 
When  he  became  a  swan  for  love. 

>Twas  night,  and  Katare>t  self  lay  dead, 
Nodding  upon  a  featber-bed ; 
The  mountains  8eem'd  to  bend  thair  tops. 
And  shuttersclos^d  the  milleners*  shops, 
£xcluding  both  the  punks  and  fops ; 
Ko  ruffled  streams  to  mili  docome, 
Tbe  silent  flsh  were  still  raore  diimb ; 
Look  in  the  chimney,  not  a  spai^  there, 
And  darkness  dtd  itself  grow  darker. 

ButOrpheus  could  not  sleep  a  wink, 
He  had  too  many  things  to  think : 
But,  in  the  dark,  his  harp  he  straog. 
And  to  the  listening  ftiiries  snng. 

Prince  Prim,  who  pitied  so  mnch  youth 
JoinM  V,  ith  such  constancy  and  tnith, 
Soon  gave  him  thus  to  understand ; 

"  Sir,  I  last  night  receiv'd  command 
To  see  you  out  of  fatry  land, 
Into  the  realmof  Nosnotbocai ; 
But  let  not  fear  of  sulphur  choak  ye ; 
For  he's  a  flend  of  sense  and  wit. 
And  has  got  many  rooms  to  let." 

As  qaick  as  thought,  by  glow-worm  glimpse, 
Out  walk  the  fidler  and  the  prince. 
They  soon  arrive ;  find  Bocai  brewing 
Of  claret  for  a  irintiier^s  stowing. 

**  I  come  from  Oberon,"  quoth  prince  Prim. 

"  »Ti8  well,"  quoth  Bocai :  **  what  from  him?" 

'<  Why,  something  strange;  this  honestmaa 
Had  his  wif^  died  ;  now»  if  he  cau, 
He  says,  he^  hafre  ber  btck-a^n*.'^ 


Then  Bocai,  smiling,  cńed,  "  You  see^ 

Orphcns,  you'd  better  stay  with  me. 

For,  let  me  tell  you,  sir,  thi.H  place, 

Altbough  it  has  an  i}g1y  face, 

If  tu  its  Taliie  it  were  sold, 

Is  worth  tqn  thousand  ton  of  gold  ;  " 

And  ver^' famous  in  all story, 

Calfd  by  the  name  of  Purgotory. 

For,  when  some  ages  sh|iłl  have  run. 

And  Truth  by  Fałsehood  be  undone, 

Sball  rise  the  whore  of  Babylon  ; 

And  this  same  whoreshalł  be  a  DMia» 

Who,  by  his  lies  and  cheatia|p,  can 

Be  such  a  trader  in  oll  evil, 

As  to  outdo  our  fHend  the  Devll : 

He  and  his  pimpa  aball  say,  that  when- 

A  man  is  dying,  thither  then 

The  I>evił  comes  to  take  thą  soal. 

And  carry  him  down  to  this  hole ; 

But,  if  a  man  have  storę  of  wealth. 

To  get  some  prayers  for  his  souPs  hcalth, 

The  Devil  has  then  no  morę  to  do. 

But  mu«t  be  fbrc'd  to  let  him  go. 

But  we  are  no  morę  fbols  than  they, 

Thus  to  be  bubbled  of  our  prey. 

By  these  saifoe  pious  frauds  and  lies, 

Shall  niany  monasteries  rise : 

Friars  shall  get  good  meat  and  beer. 

To  pray  fblksout  that  ne*er  came  here ; 

Pans,  pots,  and  kettles,  shall  be  gtveń. 

To  fetch  a  man  from  hence  to  Heaven. 

Suppose  a  man  has  taken  pursea^ 

Or  stolen  sheep,  or  cows,  or  horaes. 

And  cbanoes  to  be  hangę^d;  yott'dcry» 

Let  him  be  hangM,  and  so  good-by. 

Hołd,  says  the  frtar ;  let  me  ałone,^ 

He's  but  to  Pnrgatory  gone  ; 

And,  if  youMI  let  our  oonvent  keep 

Those  purses,  cows,  horses,  and  she^, 

The  fellow  shall  find  no  morę  pain, 

Than  if  he  were  ałive  agaio." 

Here  Orpheus  sigh^d,  began  to  take  osi, 

Cried,  "  Could  1  find  tbe  whore  you  spake  oią, 

Pd  gi ve  him  jny  best  flitch  of  bacon : 

Pd  give  him  cake  and  sugar^d  sack, 

If  he  would  bring  my  Dicć  back : 

Hatber  than  she  should  lon^r  stay, 

rd  find  9ome  lusty  man  to  prAy. 

And  then  poor  njce,  let  htm  try  her, 

I  dare  say,  would  rerjuite  the  frian" 
Great  Nosnotbocai  smiPd  to  feee 

Such  goodness  and  simplicity. 

Then  kindly  led  them  to  a  celi, 

An  outward  granary  of  Heli; 

A  fillhy  place,  thafs  seldom  swept, 

Where  seeds  of  ▼iilany  are  kept. 

"  Orpheus,"  said  he,  "  Pd  bave  you  take 

Some  of  these  seeds  here,  fof  my  sake ; 

Which,  if  they  are  discreetly  hurl*d 

Throughoutthe  parts  oft*otber  world, 

They  may  obłige  the  fiend  you  sue  to. 

And  fili  the  palące  of  old  Pluto. 

"  Sow  pride-teed  uppermott;  then  above 
Envy  and  wandaŁ  plant  aelf-love, 
Here  tak*'  rroenge,  and  mnUce  wWumt  cause. 
And  ^«ere  conifmpi  tfhonnhf  mti  iam; 
This  hot  seed'8  tmger^  and  thii>  botter  hut, 
Best  sown  with  hreach  effńemM^,  and  rf  inuŁ: 

These  ttorm^kiuL  pt^ue^  anH  tempeU  seeds  j 

And  this  a  quiiiteMeiice  of  weeda^  ^ 
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Tbis  Łhe  woni  sort  of  aiUchoke, 
A  plant  that  Pluto  bas  himself  bcspoke, 
Naarish  it  wdl,  'tis  usefał  treaekery; 
This  18  a  chotce  though  little  seed,  a  Ue: 
Here  take  some  now  from  tbese  prodigioos  loada, 

Of  tender  tbingsthat  look  like  toads : 

In  futurę  tiines,  these,  fincly  drest, 

Shall  each  invade  a  prince'8  br«'ast ; 
'    Tis  fiattery  seed ;  though  thinly  aown, 

]t  is  a  mighty  plant  when  grown, 

When  rooted  deep,  and  ftUly  blown  ; 

Novr  see  tbese  things  like  bubblea  fly; 

These  are  the  seeds  of  v<mity, 
Take  tyrant  acoms,  which  wUl  best  adrance, 
If  aown  in  eastem  climates,  or  in  France ; 
Bat  tbese  are  tbings  of  most  prodłgious  bopes, 
-TheyYe  Jetuit  bulbs  tied  up  with  ropes. 
And  these  the  Devil's  grafts  for  fiiture  popes, 
Which  with  fanaticism  are  join^d  so  clean, 
You*d  scarce  beliere  a  knife  had  pass^d  between. 
False-wiineu  sced  had  almost  been  forgot, 
Twill  be  your  making^  sbould  there  be  a  plot. 
And  now,  dear  Orpbeus,  S(?atter  these  but  ivell ; 
A  od  youMl  deserve  the  gratitude  of  Heli." 
'^uoth  Ot-pheus,  '*  You  shall  be  obey'd 
'  In  erery  tbing  that  you  bave  said. 

For  mischief  is  the  poefs  trade : 

And  whatsoever  they  shall  bring, 

You  rnay  assure  yourself,  III  sing. 

But  pray  what  poets  shail  we  haye, 

At  my  retuming  from  the  grave  ?" 

'*  Sad  dogs !''  quoth  Bocal,— >"  let  me  see— 

But,  sińce  what  I  say  cannot  shame  them, 

1*11  e^en  resolre  to  never  name  them. 
**  But  now,"  says  Bocai,  "  sir,  you  may 

Ix)ng  to  be  going  on  your  way, 

Unless  you'11  drink  some  arsenie  claret ; 

Tis  bnmt,  you  see :  but  Sam  can  spare  it." 
Orpheus  replied,  **  Kind  sir,  'lis  neitfaer 

Brandy  nor  whets  that  brought  me  hither; 

But  love,  and  I  an  instance  can  be, 

Love  is  as  bot  as  pepper*d  brandy; 

Yety  gentłe  sir,  yon  may  command 

A  tune  from  a  departing  band ; 

The  style  and  passton  both  are  good, 

Tis  The  Three  Children  in  the  WoodJ* 

Hesang;  andpains  themseWes  foundease; 

For  grieft,  when  well  espressM,  can  please.^ 

When  be  describM  the  children^s  loss, 
And  bow  the  robinscoTer^d  them  with  moss; 

To  bear  the  pity  of  those  birds, 
£v'n'Bocai'8  tears  fełl  down  with  OrpbeoS'  words* 


*   nUFJNUS;  OR,  THE  FAVOUIUTEK 

IHITATEB  FROM  CŁ4CDIAN. 

Oft,  as  1  wondering  stand,  a  secret  doubt 
Puszles  my  reason,  and  disturbs  my  tbought, 
Wbether  this  lowg:  world.by  Cbance  does  mofe, 
Or  guided  by  the  guaidian  band  of  Jove.  "f 

'  The  essay,  to  which  tbis  poem  T^^8  originaUy 
«Bnexed,  was  written  in  1711,  as  a  harsh  satire  ,on 
the  duke  of  Marlborough,  dictated  perhaps  ra^ 
ther  by  party  ragę  than  tnith.  It  is  printed  in 
Dr.Ki0g*iworks,vot.ii.p.fl9Q*    K      v 


When  1.  surrey  tbe  world*t  btaiMMuous  frame, 
How  Naturę  lives  immutably  the  same  ; 
How  stated  bounds  and  ambient  sbores  rastraia 
Tbe  rolling  surges  of  the  briny  main ; 
How  constant  Time  revolves  the  circliQg  ycar; 
How  day  and  nigbt  ^temately  appear; 
Tben  am  I  well  oonvinc'd  some  secret  sool, 
Some  first  informing  power  directs  the  whole ; 
Some  great  intelligence,  wbo  tums  tbe  spheres, 
Who  rules  tLe  steady  motion  of  tbe  stars, 
Who  decks  with  bomw^d  Ught  the  waning  Moon, 
And  fills  with  tiaHve  Łight  th'  uuchanging  Sun, 
Who  bangs  the  Barth  amidstsurrounding  skies. 
And  bids  her  various  fruits  in  yarious  seasons  rtse. 

But,  soon  as  I  reflect  oahuman  state, 
How  blind,  how  unptoportion'd,  is  our  fate  ; 
How  iU  men,  crown*d  with  blessings^smootblypass 
A  golden  circle  of  dełightful  days ; 
How  good  men  bear  the  mgged  paths  of  life, 
CondemnM  to  endless  cares,  to  endless  strife; 
Then  am  I  lost  again  ;  reiigion  fails ; 
l'hen  Epicurus'  bolder  tcheme  prerails,    -    [dance, 
M''htch  through  the  void  makes  wandering  atom* 
And  calls  the  medley  world  the  work  of  Cbance^ 
Which  6od's  eternal  Providence  dcnies, 
And  feigns  htm  nodding  in  the  distant  skies. 

At  length  Rufinua'  fate  my  doubt  remoYes, 
And  God's  existence  and  his  Juttice  proYes. 
Nor  do  I  longer  undeceiv>d  complaiu, 
Tbe  wicked  flourish,  and  triumphant  reign  ; 
Since  they  to  Fortune**- heigbts  are  raisM  aione. 
To  rusb  with  greater  rain  beadlong  down. 

But  berę  instruct  thy  bard,  Pierian  damę, 
Whence,  and  of  whom,  the  dire  contagion  camct 

AIecto*s  breast  with  ragę  and  envy  glows. 
To  see  the  world  possess^d  of  sweet  repoae.      ^ 
Dowti  to  the  dreary  realms  below  she  bends, 
Tbere  summons  a  cabal  of  sister  fiends ;  / 

Thither  unnumber^d  plagues  4irect  their  flight, 
The  cursed  progeny  of  Heli  and  Night« 
First,  Disoord  rears  her  head,  the  nurse  of  War; 
Nex^  Famine  fiercely  stalks  with  haughty  air ; 
Then  Age  scarce  drags  her  limbs,  scarce  draws  ber 

«  breatb, 
But,  tottering  on,  approacbesneigbbouringDeatb  ^ 
Herę  grows  Disease,  with  tnbred  torturcs  worn ; 
Tbere  Enry  snarls,  and  others*good  does  mourn  ; 
There  Sorrow  sighs,  her  robę  to  tatters  torn  ; 
Fear  skulks  behind,  and  trembling  bides  ber  &ce, 
Bul  Rashness  headlong  thrusts  her  front  of  brass ; 
Then  Luxury,  Wealth*8  bane,  profusely  shines, 
Whilst  Want,  attending  in  a  ctotid,  repines. 
A  ti-ain  of  sleepless  self«tormenting  cares, 
Baughters  of  meagre  Ayarice,  appears; 
W  ho,  as  arodnd  her  wither*d  neck  they  cli  ng, 
Confessthe  parent  hag  from  whence  they  spring. 
Herę  ills  of  each  malignant  kind  resort, 
A  thousand  monsters  guard  the  dreadfol  oourt.  ^ 

Amidstth'  htfenuil  erowd,  Ałecto  stands. 
And  a  deep  silcnce  awftilly  commands ; 
Then,  in  tumuituous  terms  like  tbese,  express'd 
A  pansion  long  had  8well'd  within  her  breast: 

**  Shall  we  supine  permit  theae  peacefuŁ  dayt^ 
So  smooth^  so  gay,  so  undisturb'd,  to  pass  } 
Shall  Pity  mełt,  shall  Clemency  control, 
A  Fury*8  fierce  and  unrelenting  totU  9 
What  do  our  iron  whips,  our  braods,  ayail ; 
What  all  the  horrid  implements  of  Heli ; 
Since  mighty  Jove  debars  us  of  his  skitM, 
Since  Tiieodoaius  too  his  £artA  deaies  i 
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Such  were  the  days,  and  so  their  tenoiir  ran, 
When  the  fint  happy  grolden  age  began : 
Yittue  and  Concord,  with  their  heaveiiły  train, 
With  Piety  and  Faith,  securely  reigii ; 
Nay,'Ju8tice,  in  imperial  pomp  array'd, 
Boldly  explore8  this  everia»tiiig  fihade; 
Me  sbe,  insultiug,  menaces  and  awes; 
RefoiTns  the  world,  and  yindicates  ber  lawa. 
And  shall  we  then,  negłerted  and  forloro, 
From  every  region  banish*d»  idiy  moum  ? 
Asaert^yourselYes;  know  what,  and  whence,  you 

aret 
Attempt  8ome  glorious  mischicf  worth  yourcare; 
lnToive  tlie  aniverse  in  endless  war. 
Ob !  that  I  could  in  Stygian  Tapour  rise, 
Darken  tbe  Suth  pollute  the  balmy  tkiet ; 
Lei  łooK  the  rtoers,  deluge  erery  plain. 
Break  down  the  6arrter#  of  tbe  roaring  main. 
And  shatter  Naturę  into  chaos  once  agaiu !" 

So  rag^d  the  fiend,  and  tossM  ber  tipert  roand, 
Which  hissing  pourM  their  poison  on  the  ground. 
A  murmur  through  the  jarring  audience  rung, 
Difierent  resolves  from  different  reaaons  sprung. 
So  when  the  fury  of  the  storm  is  past, 
When  the  rough  winds  in  aofter  murmurs  waste  / 
So  sounds,  so  fluctuates,  the  troubled  sea, 
As  the  expiring  tempeti  plows  its  way. 

Megaera,  rising  then,  address^d  the  throng, 
To  whom  Sedition,  Tumult,  Ragę,  beloog : 
Whose  food  is  entrails  of  tbe  guiltless  dead, 
Whose  drink  is  children*8  blood  by  pacents  shed. 
Sbe  scorch^d  Alcides  with  a  franttc  flame,    - 
She  broke  tbe  bow,  the  «avage  world  did  tamę ; 
Sbe  nerv*d  tbe  arm,  she  fliing  the  deadly  dart, 
When  Atbamas  transfiy^d  Learchus*  heart : 
Sbe  prompted  Agamemnon's  monstrous  wife 
To  take  ber  injur^d  lord's  devoted  life : 
She  breath*d  revenge  and  ragę  into  tbe  8on» 
So  did  the  mother's  blood  tbe  sire^s  atone : 
She  blinded  Oedipus  with  kindred  channs,  • 
FofC^d  him  incestuous  to  a  motber^s  arms : 
She  stung  Tbyestes,  and  his  fury  fcd ;  ' 

Sbe  taught  bim  to  pollute  a  daughter'8  bed. 
Such  was  ber  dreadful  speech : 

«  Your  łchemet  not  practical  nor  lawful  are, 
With  Heaven  and  Jove  to  wagę  unequal  war : 
But,  if  tbe  peace  of  man  you  would  invade, 
If  o'er  the  raTag*d  £arth  destruetum  spread'; 
Then  shall  Rufinus,  framM  for  erei-y  iU, 
With  your  own  vengeance execute  your  will; 
A  prodigy  from  savage  parents  sprung, 
Impetuous  as  a  tigress  new  with  young ; 
Fierce  as  the  hydra,  fickle  as  tbe  flood, 
And  keen  asmeagre  harpies  for  their  fbod. 

**  Soon  as  tbe  infant  drew  tbe  vital  air, 
I  fint  receiv'd  bim  to  my  nursingcare ; 
And  often  be,  when  tender  yet  and  young» 
Cried  for  the  teat,  and  on  my  bosom  hung : 
Whilst  my  kom*d  serpenlt  round  hhtńiage  play^d, 
His  features  ibnii^d,  and  there  tbeir  vetwm  8bed{ 
Whilst  I,  infustng,  breatb^d  into  his  beart 
Deeeit  and  cro^,  and  erery  hurtfiil  art ; 
Taught  him  t'  imroive  his  soul  in  aecret  clouds, 
With  ialse  dissembling  smile&to  veil  bis  firaudis. 

«  Not  dying  patriota'  toitures  can  asiuage 
His  inbom  cmeliy,  his  native  ragę : 
Kot  Tagus'  yeliow  torrent  can  sufilce 
His  boundlcss  and  unsated  onartee  : 
Nor  all  tbe  metal  of  Pactolus'  streams,    . 
Npr  Hermua  gUttering  ai  tbe  Mlitf  bóans. 
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If  you  the  stntagem  pioposM  appnnre, 
Let  us  to  court  this  hane  of  eroums  remcye. 
There  shall.  be  soon,  with  his  inŁriguiiig  art, 
Ouide  uncoutroPd  tlie  willing  priuce*8  hestrU 
Not  Numa'6  wisdom  shall  tbat  heart  defeiid, 
When  tbe  false  fawmriu  acts  tbe  faithful^eiui.^ 
-    Soon  as  she  ended,  the  surrounding  crowd 
With  peals  of  joy  the  black  design  applaud. 

Now  with  an  adamatit  ber  hair  sbe  bound, 
With  a  blue  terpent  girt  ber  vest  around; 
Then  bastes  to  Pblegetbon*s  impetuous  stream, 
Whose  pitcby  waves  are  flakes  of  rolling  flame ; 
Tbere  lights  a  toreb,  and  straight,   with  wings 

di8play'd» 
Shoots  swittly  through  the  dun  TarUrian  glade. 

A  place  on  Gallia*8  utmost  verge  there  lies» 
Eztended  to  the  sea  and  sootheru  skies  ; 
Where  once  Ulysses,  as  old  fables  tell, 
]nvok'd  and  rais'd  th'  inhabiUnU  of  Heli ; 
Where  oft\  with  staring  eyes,  the  trembling  kind 
Sees  Siiry  phantonu  skim  before  the  wir.d: 
Hence  springs  the  Fury  into  upper  skies, 
Infecting  all  the  region  as  she  flies : 
Sbe  roars,  and  shakes  the-  atmosphere  around. 
And  earth  and  sea  rebellow  to  tbe  sound. 
Then  straighttransformM  hersnakes  to  siUer  hairs. 
And  like  an  old  decrepid  tage  appears ; 
Slowly  she  croep*^  along  with  trembling  gait, 
Scarce  can  ber  languid  limbs  sustaio  h&t  weigbt. 
At  length,  amving  at  Rufinus*  celi, 
Which,  firom  his  monstrous  birtb,  she  knew  so 

well, 
She  mildly  thus  Heirs  darling  htpe  addressM, 
Sooth*d  his  ambition,  and  inflamM  his  breast : 

**  Can  sloth  dissoWe  Rufinus;  canst  thou  pass 
Thy  sprightly  youth  in  soft  inglorions  ease  ? 
Know,  that  thy  better  fate,  thy  kinder  sUr, 
Ooes  morę  exalted  paths  for  thee  prepare. 
If  thou  an  old  roan^s  counsel  canst  obey , 
Tłie  subject  world  shall  own  thy  sovcreign  sway^ 
For  my  enligbt*d  soul,  my  conscious  breast, 
Of  magic^s  secret  science  is  possess^d. 
Oft'  have  I  fbrc'd,  with  mystic  midnight  spells. 
Pało  tpcctrts  from  their  subterranean  cells : 
Old  Hecate  attend»  my  powerful  song, 
Powcrful  to  bastcn  fate,  or  to  prolong ; 
Poa^erfiil  the  rooted  stubbom  oak  to  morę. 
To  stop  tbe  thunder  bursting  from  above. 
To  make  the  rapid  flood's  descending  stream 
Flow  backward  to  the  fountain  whence  it  came. 
Nor  doubt  my  trutb — behold,  with  just  surprise, 
Au  effort  of  my  art— «.  palące  rite,*^ 

She  said ;  and,  lo !  a  palące  toweriiig  scems, 
With  Parian  pillars  and  metallic  beams. 
Rufinus,  revisb*d  with  tbe  v^ast  dclight, 
Gorges  his  mMirice,  and  gluts  bis  sight. 
Sucb  was  his  transport,  such  his  sudden  pride, 
When  Midas  first  bis  golden  wish  eiijoyM : 
But,  as  his  stiffening  food  to  metal  turn'd, 
He  found  his  rasbness,  and  his  ruin  rooum*<^ 

"  Be  thou  Ol*  man  or  god,*^  Rufinus  said, 
"  I  follow  wberesoe^er  thy  dictates  lead." 

Then  from  his  hut  be  flies,  a^umes  the  state 
Propounded  by  the  fiend,  prepar*d  by  Fate. 
Ambition  soon  began  to  lift  her  bead, 
Soaring.  sbe  mounts  with  restłess  pinions  spread^ 
But  Justice,  conscious,  shuns  tbe  poison*d  air, 
Where  only  prortUuted  tooU  repair  ; 
Where  Stilico  and  Yiitue  notavai] ; 
Where  ro^alfaoowrs  stand  exposM  to  sale  ^ 
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Wbece  now  Roflnas;  leaiidalbiisly  great,    , 
Loads  laboarii^  nations  with  oppres8ive  weight ; 
Keeps  the  ot>seqaiou8  worid  dependiDg  still 
On  the  proud  dictates  of  his  ławless  will ; 
Advance8  tbose,  whose  fierce  and  fiictious  zeal 
Prompts  erer  to  resut^  and  to  rebel ; 
Bot  those  itnpeachet^  who  thcir  prince  commendi 
Who,  daunticss,  dare  bis  tacrtd  rightt  dcfeud  ; 
Expouoda  smali  riat*  into  highe$t  crimu, 
BraDds  IcytJty  as  tttuton  to  the  iimet. 
An  haughty  mmioM,  mad  with  empire  grown, 
Ent!aves  the  subjects,  and  hisiilts  the  throne, 

A  thousand  dłsemboguing  rtoerf  pay 
Their  everlastłng  homage  to  the  sea; 
The  Nile,  th*"  Rhinc,the  Danubc,  and  the  Thames, 
Pooc  coostant  down  their  tńbatary  streams : 
But  yet  the  tea  confesses  no  increase, 
For  all  is  swallow^d  in  the  deep  abyss. 

In  craring,  still  Ruflnus'  soul  remains, 
nough   fed  with  showers  of  gold,  and  floods  of 

gains; 
For  Jle  despoils  and  rarages  the  land. 
No  State  is  fiee  firom  his  rapacious  band  ; 
Treasures  immense  he  hoards ;  erects  a  tower, 
To  Icdge  the  plunder*d  worid'8  coUected  storę : 
Uumcasur^d  is  his  wealth,  unbounded  is  his  power. 

Oh !  whither  would^st  thoii  rove,  mittaken  man  f 
Vaia  are  thy  hopes,  thy  acquisitions  Tain : 
For  now,  suppose  thy  aoarice  possessM 
Of  all  the  spiendour  of  the  glitteriiig  East, 
Of  Croesus'  mass  of  wealtb,  of  Cynis*  crown, 
Suppose  the  ocean's  treasure  all  thy  own ; 
Still  wuuld  thy  soul  repine,  still  ask  for  morę, 
Unblest  with  plenty,  with  abundance  poor. 

Fabricius,  in  himself,  in  virtuc  great, 
Disdain^d  a  monarch's  bribe,  despis^d  his  state. 
Serranus,  as  he  grac^d  the  consul^s  chair, 
80  could  he  guide  the  plongh'8  laborious  share. 
The  iam'd,  the  warlike,  Curii  deign'd  to  dwell 
In  a  )»oor  lonely  cot  and  humble  celi. 
Sueb  a  retreat  to  me^s  morę  glorious  far, 
Than  all  thy  pomp,  than  all  thy  trinmphs  are: 
6i  ve  me  my  solitary  native  home, 
Take  thou  thy  rising  tower,  thy  lofty  dome  ; 
Thougfa  there  thy  ftirniture  of  radiant  dye 
Abstracts  and  raTishes  the  curious  eye ; 
Thougb  each  apartn^nt,  every  spacious  room, 
Shines  with  the  glories  of  the  Tyrian  loom; 
Yet  here  I  ^iew  a  morę  delighdul  scenę, 
Where  Natnre*8  firesbest  bloom  and  beauties  reij^; 
Where  the  warm  ZephyT'8  geniat  balm^  wing, 
Playingy  diffuses  an  ctemal  spring : 
Hiough  there  thy  lewd  lascirious  iimbs  are  laid 
On  a  rich  downy  couch,  or  goUeti  bed  : 
Yet  here,  extended  on  the  flowcry  grass, 
Morc  freefrom  care,  my  guiltless  hoursipass: 
Though  there  thy  tycapkants,  a  senrile  race, 
Cringe  at  thy  lerees,  and  resound  thy  praise ; 
Yet  here  a  murmnring  stream,  or  waifoling  bird. 
To  medoes  swceter  harmony  a£ror<t 

Naturę  on  all  the  power  of  bliss  bestows, 
Whicb  from  ber  bounteous  source  perpetual  flows. 
But  he  alone  with  happiness  is  blest, 
Who  kuows  to  use  it  righUy  when  possest : 
A  doctrine,  if  well  poiz'd  in  Reason^s  scalę. 
Nor  luzury  nor  want  would  thos  prerail ; 
Nor  wouU  our  fleets  so  fiequent  plough  the  maini 
Nor  our  embattled  anmet  strew  the  plain. 

But,  oh  !  Rufinus  is  to  reason  blind ! 
A  strange  bydropic  tlurstinflames  bit  miód, 
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No  bribet  his  growing  appetite  can  sate ; 
For  new  possessions  new  desires  crcate. 
No  sense  of  shame,  no  modesty,  restrains, 
Where  Ararice  or  where  Ambition  reigns. 
When  with  stricŁ  oaths  his  proffer^d  iaith  he  hinds, 
False  are  his  yows,  and  treacherous  bis  designs. 

Now,  shouM  a  patriot  rise,  his  power  oppose, 
Sbould  be  assert  a  sinking  naHon's  cause, 
He  stirs  a,vengcance  notbing  can  control. 
Soch  is  the  rancour  of  bis  haughty  soul ; 
Feli  as  a  liones8  in  Libya*s  piain, 
When  tortur^d  with  the  javelin*s  pointed  pain ; 
Or  a  spum'd  serpent,  as  she  shoots  along, 
With  lightning  in  ber  eyes,  and  poison  in  her 
Nor  will  those  iamilies  eraz'd  suffice ;      [tongue. 
But  proWnces  and  cities  he  destroys : 
Urg^d  on  with  blind  revenge  and  settled  bate, 
He  laboors  the  confusion  of  the  ttate ; 
Subverts  the  nation's  old-establish^d  frame, 
£xplodes  her  laws,  and  tramples  on  ber  famę, 

If  e'er  in  mercy  he  pretends  to  8ave 
A  man,  pursu^d  by  Faction,  firom  the  grooe  ; 
Then  he  invents  new  punishmeuts,  new  pcwif, 
Condemns  to  «f7ence,  and  from  trtUh  restrains '; 
Then  racks  and  piUoriet,  and  bonds  and  bart, 
Then  ruin  and  impeackments  he  prepares. 
O  dreadful  mercy !  morę  than  Death  severe ! 
That  doubly  tortures  whom  it  seems  to  spare ! 

AU  seem  enslayM,  all  bow  to  him  alone ; 
Nor  dare  their  bate  their  just  resentments  own ; 
But  inward  grieye,  their  sighs  and  pangs  confin*d9 
Wbich  with  conmdtioe  sorrow  tear  the  mind, 
Envy  is  mute— >*tl8  treason  to  disclose 
The  baneful  source  of  their  etemal  woes. 

But  Stilićo^s  superior  soul  appears 
UnshockM,  unmovM,  bybasc  ignoblefears, 
He  is  the  polar  star,  directs  the  ttaie^ 
When  pariiet  ragę,  and  pubUe  tempestt  beat ; 
He  is  the  safe  retreat,  the  sweet  repose, 
Can  sooth  and  calm  aiBirted  Virtue*8  m>e$: 
He  is  the  solid,  firm,  unshaken  force, 
That  only  knows  to  stem  th'  invader's  coone. 

So  when  a  rirer,  sweird  with  winter*s  rains,  • 
The  limitf  of  its  wonted  shore  disdains ; 
Bridges,  and  Stones,  and  trees,  in  vain  oppoąt  $ 
With  unresisted  ragę  the  torrent  flows ; 
But  as  it,  rolling,  meets  a  mighty  rock, 
Whose  fix*d  foundations  can  repel  tbe  shoek, 
Elided  turges  roar  in  eddiet  round, 
The  rock,  ttnmoo'd,  rcyeiberates  the  sound. 


THE  EAGLE  AND  THE  BOBINA 

AN  APOŁOGUE; 

Translated  firom  the  original  of  iEsop,  written  two 
thousand  years  sińce,  and  now  rendered.in  fa* 
miliar  yerse  by  U.  O.  L.  Afc^. 

GooD  precepts  and  trae  gold  are  morę  valnable 
ibr  their  antiąuity.    And  here  I  piesent  my  good 

'  Allnding  to  the  gentence  then  reoently  passed 
on  Dr.  SacheTerdl,  fbr  whom  our  author  was  % 
profiessed  advocate.    N. 

*  The  political  morał  of  this  little  apologue  is  too 
evident  to  need  any  otber  comment,  than  barely 
mentioning  that  the  lady  was  queeii  Annę  j  detir* 
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reader  with  one,  deli^ered  by  tbe  fint  founder  of 
mythology,  ^sop  himselŁ  MucimuB  PJanudes 
takes  notice  of  it,  as  a  very  esodlent  part  of  his 
productioii;  and  Phasdnis,  Camerarias,and  others, 
seem  to  agree,  that  his  Eagle,  and  five  others  ńot 
yet  translatedy  are  eąoal  to  any  of  his  that  are 
handed  down  to  us.  Though  Mr.  Ogleby  and  sir 
Roger  Ł'£8trange  had  tbe  unfaappiness  to  be  unac- 
quainted  with  them,  yet  I  had  the  good  fortunę  to 
discoyer  them  by  the  removal  of  my  old  library, 
which  has  madę  me  amends  for  the  troubJe  of 
getting  to  where  1  now  teach.  They  were  written, 
or  dictated  at  Jeast,  by  JEsop,  in  the  fifty-fourth 
Olympiad :  and  though  I  desig^ned  them  chiefly 
for  the  use  of  my  school,  (ttfis  being  translated  by 
a  youth  desigpaed  for  a  Greek  professor)  yet  no 
man  is  so  wise  as  not  to  need  instruction,  aye,and 
by  the  way  of  &ble  too ;  sińce  the  holy  scriptures 
themselres,  the  best  instructors,  teach  ^s  by  way 
of  parable,  symbol,  image,  and  figurę ;  and  Dayid 
was  morę  moved  with  Nathan*s  "Thou  art  tbe 
man,"  than  idl  the  most  rigid  lectures  in  the  worM 
would  haye  done.  Whoever  will  be  at  the  trouble 
of  comparing  this  yersion  with  the  original,  let 
them  b^;in  at  the  tenth  linę,  and  they  will  find  it 
metaphrastically  done,  verhian  verbo,  as  the  best 
way  of  justice  to  the  author.  Those  that  are  merę 
adorers  of-^lhu  xóyoi  will  not  be  angry  that  it  is  in 
this  sort  of  metre,  for  which  I  gave  leaye,  the  lad 
h&ying  a  tum  to  this  sort  of  measure,  which  is 
pleasant  and  agreeable,  though  not  lofty.  For  my 
own  part,  I  concur  with  my  master  Aristotle,  that 
fv9lMc  1$  •pfAOYifli  are  yery  iar  from  being  unoeces- 
sary  or  unpleasant.  May  this  be  of  use  to  thee ; 
and  it  will  pjease  thinie  in  all  good  wishes, 
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THE  EAGLE  AND  THE  ROBIN, 

A  LADY  liv'd  in  former  days, 
That  well  de8ery'd  the  utmost  praise ; 
For  greatiiess,  birth,  and  justice  fam^d. 
And  eyery  virtue  could  be  nam*d ; 
Which  madę  heroourseof  life  so  even, 
That  8he'8  a  saint  (if  dead)  in  HeaveQ« 

This  lady  had  a  littie  seat 
Just  Iłke  a  palące,  'twas  so  neat, 
From  aught  (but  goodness)  ber  retreat. 

One  morning,  in  ber  giying  way, 
As  was  ber  custom  eyery  day , 
To  cheer  the  poor,  the  sick,  and  cold> 
Or  with  apparel,  food,  or  gold, 
Tbere  came  a  gazing  stranger  by, 
On  whom  she  qnickly  cast  an  eye. 

The  man,  admiriog,  madę  a  stand; 
He  had  a  bird  upon  his  band ; 
^  Whafs  that,*'  say  s  she, "  that  hangs  its  head, 
Sinking  and  feint  ?  ^is  almost  dead.** 
*<  Madam,  a  red-hreasttbat  I  found, 
By  this  wet  seaton  almost  drown*d.** 
<<  Oh !  bring  him  in,  and  keep  him  warm ; 
Robins  do  nerer  any  hann.** 

Ing  the  reader  to  rccollcct  the  change  which  she 
madę  in  ber  ministry  in  1709,  the  year  in  which 
this  poem  was  written ;  and  referring  to  Rufinus. 
Ił. 


They  soon  obey*d,  and  chopt  him  met^ 

Oaye  him  whateyer  be  would  eat; 

The  lady  care  herself  did  taka, 

And  madę  a  nest  for  Robin*s  sake  : 

But  he  perkt  np  into  ter  chair, 

In  which  be  plenteousty  did  fm, 

Assuming  quite  another  air. 

The  neighbours  tbought,  wheu  this  they  spy^d, 

The  world  well  mended  on  his  side. 

With  well-tun*d  throat  he  whistled  long^ 
And  eyery  body  likPd  his  song. 
«  At  last,»*  said  they,  « this  littie  thing 
Will  kill  itsdf,  80  loDg  to  sing ; 
We*Il  closet  him  among  tbe  rest 
Of  those  my  lady  loyes  the  besf 
They  littie  thought,  that  saw  him  comej 
That  Robins  were  so  ąuarrelsome: 
The  door  they  open'd,  in  he  pops. 
And  to  the  bighest  perch  he  hops ; 
The  party-colonr^d  biids  he  cbose^ 
The  gold-finches,  and  such  as  those; 
With  them  he*d  peck,  and  bill,  and  feed. 
And  yery  well  (at  times)  agreed : 
Canary-birds  were  his  delight, 
With  them  he«d  tite^a-tite  all  nigfat ; 
But  the  brown  linnets  went  to  pot, 
He  kilPd  them  all  upon  tbe  spot. 

The  seryants  were  employM  eachday, 
Instead  of  work,  to  part  some  fray. 
And  wish*d  the  aukward  fellow  curst 
That  brought  him  to  my  lady  first. 
At  last  they  all  resoly*d  upont, 
Some  way  to  tell  my  lady  on*t. 

Meanwbile  be'hd  had  a  noble  swing. 
And  ruPd  just  like  the  Gallic king; 
Ha V  ing  ki  ll'd  or  wonnded  all, 
Unless  the  Eagle  in  the  hall ; 
With  whom  he  durst  but  only  jar, 
He  being  the  yery  soul  of  war. 
But  hated  him  for  his  desert. 
And  borc  him  malice  at  his  heart. 

This  Eagle  was  my  lady*8  pride, 
The  guardian  safety  of  her  side : 
He  often  brought  home  foreign  prey, 
Wbich  humbly  at  herfeet  belay. 
For  colour,  pinions,  and  statuie, 
The  iairest  workmanship  of  Naturę; 
*Twoułd  do  one  good  to  see  him  moye, 
So  fuU  of  gimndeur,  grace,  and  lorę : 
He  was  indeed  a  bird  for  Joye. 
He  soar'd  aloft  in  Brucum*8  field, 
And  thottsand  kitesand  yultures  ki]l*d  } 
Which  madę  htm  doar  to  all  that  flew, 
Unless  to  Robin  and  his  crew. 

One  day  poor  Bob,  puffM  up  with  pńde^ 
Thinking  the  combat  to  abide, 
A  goose^quiIl  on  for  weapon  ty \i, 
Rnowing  by  tise,  that,  now  and  thea, 
A  sword  less  hurt  does  than  a  pen. 

As  for  cxampl(s->What  at  home 
You*ye  well  contriyM  to  do  at  Romę, 
A  pen  blows  up— before  you  obme. 
You  are  suppos'd  to  undermine 
The  foe<i«»in  some  immense  design. 
A  pen  can  bite  you  with  a  linę  ; 
Thcre's  forty  ways  to  giye  a  sign. 

Well — all  on  flre  away  he  stalk^, 
Till  com^  to— where  tbe  Eagle  walk*d. 

Bob  did  not  shill-I  shall-I  go. 
Nor  said  ofM  wocd  of  iżieiid  or  foe  ; 
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Bat  flirting  at  łiim  madę  a  blow, 

As  game-cocks  urith  their  gauntleta  do. 

At  which  the  eagle  gnicefully 

Cast  a  disdaining,  sparkliiig  eye ; 

Aa  who  sbould  say— >What*8  this,  a  fly  ? 

But  no  revenge  at  all  did  take, 

He  spar^d  bim  ^r  their  lady'8  sake, 

Who  pondeWd  theae  things  in  her  mind. 

And  took  the  conduct  of  the  eagle  kind. 

Upop  redectJOD  now — ^to  show 

What  harm  the  least  of  things  may  do. 

Mad  Robin,  with  his  cursed  flirt. 

One  of  the  eagle*8  ^  eyes  bad  hurt ; 

InflamM  it,  madę  it  red  and  sore : 

But  the  affront  iiiflamM  it  morę. 

Oh,  how  the  (aroily  did  tear ! 

To  fire  the  house,  coold  scarce  (brbear: 

With  sconi,  not  pahi,  the  eagle  fir'd, 

MurmurM  disdain,  and  so  retir*d. 

Robin,  to  ofier  some  relief, 
In  irords  like  these  would  heal  their  grief : 
"  Should   th*    Eagle    die    (which    HeaTcn 

foi4>id !) 
We  ought  some  oŁher  to  provide. 
I  do  not  say  that  any  now 
Are  fit,  bot  in  a  year  or  two : 
And  8hoqld  this  migbty  warrior  &11, 
They  sbould  not  want  a  generał." 

As  men  bare  long  ob8erv*d,  that  one 
Misfortune  seldom  oomes  alone ; 
Just  in  the  moment  this  was  done. 
Ten  thousand  foes  in  sight  were  come : 
Vulture8,  and  kites,  and  biids  of  prey, 
In  flocks  so  thick — ^they  darkenM  day. 
A  long-concerted  force  and  strong, 
Vermin  of  all  kinds  madę  the  throng; 
Foxe8  were  in  the  faction  join'd, 
Who  waited  their  approach  to  ground. 

By  eyery  band,  from  common  feme, 
The  frightiul  lace  of  danger  came. 
One  cries,  "  What  help  now — who  can  teU  ? 
I'm  glad  the  £ag]e's  here,  and  well !" 
AnoŁher  out  of  breath  with  fear, 
Says,  «  Thousands  morę  near  sea  appear ; 
Tbey*ll  swop  our  chicken  from  the  door  ; 
We  ne^er  were  so  set  befbre : 
WCreglad  the  Eagle  will  fbrget, 
/knd  the  inraders  kiU  or  beat.*' 

Resery^d  and  great,  bis  noble  mind, 
Above  all  pretty  things  inclinM, 
Abhonfd  the  thougbts  of  any  thing. 
But  what  bis  lady*s  peacecould  bring : 
Who  bless^d  bim  first,  and  bade  bim  do 
As  be  was  wont,  and  beat  tbe  foe. 

Buming  and  restłess  as  tbe  Sun» 
Untłl  this  willing  work  was  done; 
He  wbets  histalons,  stretchM  his  wings. 
His  łigbtning  darts,  anAerrour  flings  j 
Towers  with  a  flight  into  tbe  sky, 
These  million  monstera  to  desery, 
Prepar'd  to  conąuer,  or  to  die. 

The  party,  that  so  far  was  come, 
Thought  not  the  eagle  was  at  borne : 
To  fisme  and  danger  usM  in  field, 
They  knew  he'd  guickly  make  them  yields 
But,  on  assurance  be  was  near, 
Incnmber^d,  iainty  and  dead  with  fear, 

3  09^Xfc^,  amongstihe  Greeks,8igmfie8  ^  Ho- 
nour  as  tender  as  the  eye<"    KIŃG^ 


They  mude  with  hurry  towards  the  lakes  ; 
And  he  his  pinions  o'er  them  shakes. 
They  bad  not  (with  such  horrour  filPd) 
The  courage  to  let  one  be  kill'd : 
They  fled,  and  left  no  foe  behiud, 
Unless  it  were  the  fleetingwind: 
Only — a  man  by  water  took 
Two  fine  young  merllns  and  a  rook* 

The  family  bad  now  repose : 
But  with  the  Sun  tbe  Eugle  rosę ; 
Th*  imperial  bird  pursuM  the  foe. 
Morę  toil  than  rest  inur^d  to  know. 
He  wing'd  his  way  to  Latiali  land, 
Wbere  first  was  batchM  this  murdering  ban^^ 
He  darted  death  where'er  be  came, 
Some  of  them  dying  at  his  name. 
Their  migbty  foe—a  fatal  pledge, 
Their  bowelB  tore  through  every  hedge : 
They  flutter,  shriek,  and  caw,  and  hiss, 
Their  strength  decays,  and  fears  increase ; 
But  most  the  cberaliers  the  geese. 
So  many  slaugbter^d  fowl  there  was, 
Their  carcases  block'd-up  tbe  ways ; 
The  rcst  be  drove,  half  spent,  pell-mell, 
<^ite  to  the  walls  of  Pontifell.. 

Robin  at  borne,  though  mad  to  bear 
He  should  so  conquer  every  where, 
Espostułated  thus  with  fear : 
"  Ungrateful  I,  that  so  bave  stirr^d 
Against  this  genenous,  noble  bird, 
Wast  thou  not  first  by  bim  preferr»d?  »• 
Let*s  leave  bim  in  bis  gaU  to  bum. 
And  back  to  Pontifell  return. 

There  some  to  chimney-tops  aspire. 
To  turrets  some  that  could  fly  hiąher ; 
Some  'bove  a  hundred  miles  were  gone. 
To  roo^t  them  at  Byzantium. 
Alas !  in  vain  was  tbeir  pretence, 
He  broke  through  all  their  strong  defence ; 
Down  went  their  feoces,  wires,  and  all ; 
Perches  and  birds  together  foli. 

Nonę  hop*d  his  power  to  withstaud. 
But  gaTO  the  nest  to  bis  command : 
They  told  htm  of  ten  thousand  morę, 
In  flocks  along  the  Ganges'  shore, 
Safe  in  tbeir  fdrrows,  firee  from  trouble, 
Like  partridges  among  the  stubble.    ' 
He  spreads  bimself,  and  cuts  the  air> 
And  steady  flight  soon  brought  him  there. 
Lord,  how  deceiv>d  and  vex'cl  be  was ! 
To  find  they  were  but  meer  jackdaws. 
A  hundred  thousand  all  in  ligbt, 
They  all  coold  chatter,  not  one  figbŁ 
"  Pil  deal  by  them  as  is  their  due  : 
Sboogb  !»>  cry»d  the  eagle ;  off  they  flew. 
His  flashing  eye  their  bearts  confounds, 
Though  by  their  flight  secure  from  wounds^ 
Which  was  a  signal,  fiital  baulk 
To  a  late  swift  Italian  hawk. 

Tbe  Eagle  would  no  rest  afibrd, 
Till  he  Mu)  sent  my  lady  word  $ 
Wbo  wben  she  heard  the  dear  soiprise, 
Wonder  and  joy  stood  in  her  eycs. 

<<  My  faitiiful  Eagle,  bast  thou  then 
My  mortal  foesdestroyM  again  ? 
Return,  return,  and  on  me  wait ; 
Be  thou  the  guaidian  of  my  gate ; 
Thee  and  tby  friends  are  wortb  my  care, 
Thy  foes  (if  any  such  there  are) 
Sball  oiy  ayenging  aoger  sbsre." 
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So — ^lest  new  ilU  shouUl  intenrene, 
She  tuni'd  the  Robin  out  again. 

Tbe  Samians  now,  in  va8t  deligbt, 
Blera  the  good  lady  day  and  night; 
Wish  that  ber  Itfe  migłit  ne^er  be  done, 
But  ererlastingas  the  Sun. 
The  Eagle  high  again  did  soar; 
The  lady  was  disturb^d  no  morę, 
But  all  thińgs  flourish^d  as  before* 


ROBIN  RED  SREAST,  WJTH  THE  BEASTS, 

AN  OŁD  CAT*8  PROPHECY  ^ 

Taken  out  of  an  oM  copy  of  yerses  supposed  to  be 
writtęn  by  John  Łidgate,  a  monk  of  Bury. 

One  that  had  mĄier  infant  state, 
While  płaying  at  her,faŁher's  gate, 
.  Seen  apd  was  most  hu^ely  sraitteu 
With  young  dog  and  dirty  kitten, 
Had  tookJthem  up  and  lug'd  them  ir;. 
And  ma^e  the  ser\'ants  wash  them  ciean '. 

AYben  she  to  a  fitage  was  grown, 
To  be  sole  mistress  of  her  own,. 
Then  to  her  favour  and  strange  trust 
She  rars'd  these  two ;  in  rank  the  Qrst 
llie  dog :  who,  with  gilt  coUar  grac'd, 
Strutted  about.    The  cat  was  plac'd 
0'er  all  the  house  todoroioeer. 
And  kept  each  wight  of  her  in  fear ; 
While  be  o^er  all  the  plains  had  power, 
That  sayage  wolres  might  notdevour 
Her  flocks.    She  gave  him  charge  great  care 
To  take :  but  beasts  uncertain  are ! 

Now  see  by  these  what  troubles  rise 
To  those  who  in  their  choice  unwise 
Put  trust  in  such ;  for  he  soon  join'd 
With  beast  of  prcy  the  dog  combin'd, 
Who  kilPd  tho  sheep,  and  tore  the  hind ; 
While  he  would  stand,  and  grin,  and  bark, 
Conoealing  tbus  his  dealings  dark. 
A  wolf,  or  so|  sometimes  he'd  take. 
And  then,  O  what  a  noise  he'd  make ! 
But  with  wild- beasts  o'er-run  yet  are 
The  plains :  soroe  die  for  want  of  fiare, 
Or  tom,  or  kiU'd ;  the  shepherds  find 
Each  day  are  lost  of  every  ki  od. 

Thy  silly  sheep  laipent  in  vain ; 
Of  their  hard  fate,  not  him,  complain. 
The  shepherds,  and  the  servant8  all, 
Against  the  tcaitor  ioudly  bawi : 
But  there  was  nonę  that  darM  to  tell 
Their  lady  what  to  them  befel ; 
For  puss  a  fos  of  wondrous  art 
Brought-in,  to  help,  and  take  their  part. 
By  whose  assistance  to  deceive, 
She  madę  her  every  lye  believe. 

One  lucky  day,  when  she  was  walkiog 
In  ber  woods,  with  servaots  taiking, 
And  8topp'd  to  hear  how  very  well  , 

A  red-breast  sung,  then  him  to  dwell 
With  her  she  caJPd :  he  came,  and  took 
His  place  next  to  a  £iTOuritc  rook ; 

*  Tfhe  political  drift  of  this  intended  prophecy  is 
still  morę  evident  than  that  of  the  preceding  poem; 
the  satire  being  abundantly  morę  persona].    JV. 


Where  Robin  soon  began  to  sing 
Sucii  songs  as  madę  the  house  to  ring  ; 
He  sung  the  loss  and  death  of  sheep, 
In  notes  that  madę  the  lady  weep : 
How  for^is  charge  the  dog  unfit, 
Took  part  with  foes,  and  shepherds  bit ; 
Ev*n  from  his  birth  he  did  him  trace« 
And  show  him  cur  of  shabby  race ; 
The  first  by  wanderiog  beggars  fed. 
His  sire,  advanc*d,  tum'd  spit  for  bread  ; 
Himself  each  trust  had  still  abus*d ; 
To  steal  what  he  should  guard,  was  us*d 
From  puppy :  known  wberen^^er  be  came 
Both  viie  and  base,  and  void  of  shame. 

The  cat  he  sung,  that  nonę  could  match 
For  venom*d  spite,  or  cruel  scratch ; 
That  from  a  witch  transform^d  she  came, 
Who  kitten'd  three  of  equal  famę : 
This  first,  one  dcad,  of  tabby  fur 
The  third  survives,  much  noise  of  her 
Had  been :  .a  cat  well  known,  with  ease 
On  errands  dark,  o'er  land  and  scas, 
SheM  joumies  take  to  cub  of  bear, 
From  these  intriguiug  beasts,  who  swear 
They^ll  bring  him  to  defend  the  wroog 
That  they  have  done.     Again  he  sung, 
How  tabby  once,  in  moon-light  night, 
Trotted  with  letter  fox  did  write; 
In  which  he  sends  his  best  respects 
To  the  she»bear,  and  thus  dirccts : 
"  Madam,"  said  he,  "  your  cub  safe  seod. 
Nonę  słiall  his  worship  soon  offend  ; 
It^s  all  I  can  at  prescnt  do 
To  serve  him,  as  his  friends  well  know.** 

At  this  the  beasts  grew  in  such  n^, 
That  nonę  their  fury  could  assuage ; 
Nay,  puss  her  lady  would  have  scratch*d> 
And  tore  her  eyes,  but  she  was  watch^d; 
For  she'd  set  up  ber  back,  and  mew. 
And  thrice  ev'n  la  her  face  she  flew. 
The  dog,  like  an  ungratcful  spark, 
At  her  would  dare  to  snarl  and  bark. 
Her  tenants  wondering  stood  to  hear 
That  she  their  iiisolence  would  bear; 
And  ofTer^d  their  as&istance  to 
Soon  make  them  better  maimers  know : 
But  she,  to  avoid  all  iarther  rout, 
Her  window  opening,  tum*d  Bob  out  j 
Hoping  that  then  her  beasts  woxild  liva 
In  peacc,  and  no  disturbance  give. 

Yet  nothing  she  can  do  arails, 
Their  ragę  agaiiist  her  still  prevails ; 
Tbough  puss  was  waroM  to  fear  their  fate 
In  iines  (by  old  prophetic  cat 
Writ  before  her  transformation, 
When  sho  was  in  the  witcl^s  station) 
ForetclJing  thus :  '*  When  beasts  are  grown 
To  certa  :u  height^  before  unknown 
Of  human  race,  some  shall  aloud 
Inflame  and  arm  a  drcadful  crowd, 
Who  in  vast  numbers  shall  advance. 
And  to  new  tunes  shall  make  them  dance  : 
When  this  begins,  no  longer  hope, 
For  ttll  remains  is  axe  and  ropc.*' 

But,  not  deterr»d  by  this,  they  dai^d, 
With  some  who  of  their  plunder  shar^, 
T'  affrout  their  lady,  and  conspire 
To  many  with  her  money  hire ; 
Contemning  her,  to  pay  undue 
Regards  unto  this  bestial  crew : 
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Though  thcse  resembled  human  sbapcs, 
They  were  indeed  no  morę  thau  apcs ; 
Who  somc  in  house,  and  some  in  wood, 
And  others  in  high  boxe8  stood, 
That  chattering  madę  such  noise  and  stir, 
How  all  was  due  to  fox  and  cur; 
Till,  by  their  faUe  deluding  way, 
Sbe  fuond  her  Bocks  begiu  to  stray. 

Still  Robin  does  for  hor  his  care 
And  zeal  espress;  on  whom  yet  are 
His  tłioughts  all  fix'd.     On  her  hc  dreams 
Each  night.     Her  praises  are  his  themes 
In  songs  all  day.    Now  perchM  on  tree, 
Finding  himsclf  sccure  and  frce, 
He  pertly  shakcs  his  little  wins;s, 
Sets  up  his  throat  *  asnin  he  sings, 
**  That  shc  had  left  no  other  way 
To  save  her  flucks,  and  end  this  fray, 
But  soon  to  ber  assistance  take 
One  who  could  make  the!>e  monsters  shake; 
A  wcll-known  huntsman,  who  bas  skill 
The  fiercest  beasts  to  tamę  or  kill : 
At  ber  command  he  *d  come,  and  be 
Would  make  her  great,  and  set  them  freej 
Tbaty  shoiild  these  beasts  Some  evil  day 
Bring  cub  into  her  grounds,  shc  may 
Depeod  that  not  herself  they  Ml  spare, 
Since  to  insult  her  now  they  dare : 
All  she  at  bcst  can  hope  fur  then, 
I s  to  be  safe  shiit  up  in  den ; 
Since  by  surę  sigi^s  al  i  these  intrrate 
Are  known  to  bear  her  deadly  hate.** 

He  ends  his  song,  ^nd  prays  to  Heavcn 
That  she  may  bare  the  wisdom  given, 
Before  it  be  too  late,  to  take 
Such  resolntions  as  may  make 
Her  safe,  and  that  these  beasts  no  morę 
To  nivage  in  the  plains  have  power. 


BRITAIN^S  PALLADIUM} 

OR, 

LORD  BOUNGBR0KE»S  WELCOME  FROM 

FRANCE'. 

Et  thnre,  et  fidibus  juvat 

Placare,  et  vituli  sanguine  debito 
Custodes  Numidse  Deo«« 

Hor.  lib.  i.  Od.  xxxvi,  ad  Pomponinm 
Nomidam,  ob  cujus  ex  Hispanil  red- 
ditum  gaudio  exaltat. 

What  noise  is  this,  that  intemipts  my  sleep? 

What  echoing  shouts  rise  fh>m  the  briny  deep? 

Neptune  a  solemn  festiyal  prepares, 

And  peace  tbrougb  all  his  flowing  orb  declares : 

That  dreądful  trident  which  be  %is*d  to  shake, 

Make  Earth's  foundations  and  Jove'8  palące  quake, 

Now,  by  his  side,  on  ouzy  coucb  reclin'd, 

Gires  a  smootb  surfisce  and  a  gentle  wind: 

Innomerabie  Tritons  lead  tbe  way, 

And  crowds  of  Nereids  ronnd  his  chariot  play. 

'  Lord  Bolingbroke  set  ont  for  France  (accom- 
panied  by  Mr.  Hare,  one  of  his  under-secretaries, 
Mr.Prior,  and  the  Abbe  GuaJiier)  Aug.2;  and 
arrirad  again  in  London,  Aog.  81,  I71S.    i^ 


The  ancient  8ea*gods  with  attention  wait. 
To  leam  whafs  now  the  last  resałt  of  Fate ; 
What  earthly  monarch  Neptune  now  decrees 
Alone  his  great  vi  egerent  of  the  seas. 

By  an  auspicious  gale,  Britannia^s  fleet 
On  6allia*s  coast  this  shining  triumph  meet; 
These  pomps  divine  their  mortal  sense  snrprise, 
I/>od  to  the  ear,  and  dazzling  to  the  eyes: 
Whiist  scaly  Tritons,  with  their  sbeHs,  proclaim 
The  names  that  must  survi  ve  to  futurę  fiune  * 
And  nymphs  their  diadems  of  pearl  prepare 
For  monarchs  who,   to  purchase  peace,   make 

war: 
Then  Neptune  his  majestic  silence  broke, 
And  to  the  trembling  sailors  mildly  spoke: 
"  Throughout  the  world  Britannia^s  flag  display ; 
Tis  my  command,  that  all  the  globe  obey; 
Lct  British  streamers  ward  their  heads  on  high. 
And  dread  no  foe  beneath  Jove*s  azure  sky; 
The  rest  let  Nereus  tell"— 

"  If  I  have  truth,"  says  Kereus,  "  and  fbresee 
Thn  intricate  designs  of  Dcstiny; 
I,  that  have  view'd  whaterer  fleets  have  rode 
With  sharpen'd  keels  to  rut  the  yiolding  flood; 
1,  that  couM  weigh  the  fates  of  Greece  and  Rome^ 
Phcenician  wealth,  anill  Carthaginian  doom; 
M  ust  surely  know  what,  in  the  womb  of  Time, 
Was  fore-ordain*d  for  Britain*s  happy  dime; 
How  wars  upon  the  watery  realm  shałl  cease. 
And  Anna  give  the  world  a  glorious  peace;  , 
Restore  the  spicy  trafilc  of  the  east. 
And  stretch  her  empire  to  the  distant  west: 
Her  fleets  desery  Aurora^s  purple  bed. 
And  Phcebus*  steeds  after  their  labours  fed. 
The  southem  consts,  to  Britain  scarcely  known, 
Shall  grow  as  hospitkble  as  their  own :   . 
No  monsters  shall  be  feign*d,  to  guard  their  stort, 
When  British  trade  secures  their  golden  ore: 
The  fleecy  product  of  the  Cotsifold  field 
Shall  equal  what  Peniyian  mountains  yield : 
Iron  shall  there  intrinsic  value  show, 
And  by  Yulcanian  art  morę  precious  grow. 

"  Britannia*5  royal  fishery  shall  be 
Improv*d  by  a  kiod  guardian  deity:  , 

That  mishty  task  to  Glaucus  we  assign, 
Of  morę  importance  than  the  richest  minę; 
He  shall  direct  them  how  to  strike  tbe  whale» 
How  to  aroid  the  danger,  when  pre^ail ; 
What  treasure  lies  upon  the  frozen  coBst 
Not  yet  explor'd,  nor  negligently  lost. 

"  In  rast  Arcadia's  plains,  new  theme  for  fiune^ 
Towns  shall  be  built,  sacred  to  Anna^s*  name: 
The  8iiver  fir  and  lofty  pine  shall  rise 
From  Bntain*s  ownunited  colonies; 
Which  to  the  mast  shall  canvas-wing8  aflord ; 
And  pitch,  to  strengthen  the  unfiuthful  board  ; 
Norway  may  then  her  naval  storet  with-bold, 
.And  proudly  starre  ibr  want  of  British  gold. 

'*  O  happy  isle !  to  such  advantage  plac^d, 
That  all  the  worid  is  by  thy  counscls  gracM ; 
Thy  nation*8  genias,  with  industrious  arts, 
Renders  thee  lovely  to  rcmotest  parts* 
Eliza  first  the  sable  scenę  witbdrew, 
And  to  the  ancient  world  display*d  the  new; 
When  Burleigh  at  the  hełm  of  state  was  seen, 
The  truest  subject  to  the  greatest  ąneen ; 
Tbe  Indians,  from  the  Spanish  yoke  madę  fiee^ 
Bless'd  the  effects  of  English  liberty; 

*  Anaapolif,  the  capital  of  Nova  Scotia. 
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D  tBke  rouiid  theworld  bis  soTereign^shonour  spread, 
Through  straits  and  gulphs  immeDse  ber  famę 

coiivey'd; 
Nor  rests  inquiry  berę;  bis  curions  eye 
l^escrics  new  constellations  in  the  sky, 
In  which  yast  space,  ambitioas  mariners 
Might  place  ibeir  names  on  bigh,  and  choose  tbeir 

stars. 
Ralcigh,  witb  bopes  of  new  discoYeries  fir'd. 
And  all  the  deptiis  of  buman  wit  inspir^d, 
Rov*d  o'er  tbe  western  world  in  search  of  iiune, 
Adding  fresh  glory  to  £liza*s  name; 
Subdued  new  empires  that  will  records  be 
Immortal  of  a  qaeen*8  virginity'. 

"  But  tbink  not,  Albion,  tbat  thy  sons  decay, 
Or  that  thy  princes  bave  less  power  to  sway; 
Wbatever  in  Eliza^s  reign  was  seen, 
Witb  a  redoubled  vigour  springrs  agaiti : 
Imperial  Anna  shall  the  seas  controul. 
And  spread  ber  naval  laws  from  pole  to  pole: 
Nor  tbink  ber  conduct  or  ber  counsels  less, 
In  arts  of  war,  or  treaties  for  a  peace; 
In  thrifty  management  of  Britain*s  wealtb, 
Embezzlcd  lately,  or  purloinM  by  stealtb. 
No  nation  can  fear  want,  or  dread  surprise, 
Where  Oxford's  prudence  Biftleigh^s  loss  supplies; 
On  bim  the  public  most  secarely  leans. 
To  ease  the  burtben  of  tbe  best  of  queens: 
On  him  the  merchants  fix  tbeir  longing  eyes, 
Wben  war  shall  cease,  and  Britisb  commerce  rise. 

"  Aicides*  strengtb  and  Atlas'  firmer  mind 
To  narrow  straights  of  Europę  were  confin^d. 
Tbe  Britisb  sailors,  from  tbeir  royal  change, 
May  find  a  nobler  liberty  to  rangę. 
Oxford  shall  be  tbeir  pole-star  to  the  south, 
And  there  reward  tbe  efforts  of  their  youth : 
Wbence,  through  his  conduct,  traffio  shall  increase, 
£v*n  to  those  seas  which  take  tbeir  name  from 
peace  ^. 
**  Peace  istbe  sound  must  glad  tbe  Briton8*ear8: 
But  see !  the  noble  Bolingbroke  appears ; 
Gesture  compos*d  and  looks  serene  declare 
Th*  approacbing  issue  of  a  doubtful  war. 
Now  my  cerulean  race,  safe  in  tbe  deep, 
Shall  hear  no  cannons'  roar  disturb  tbeir  sleep ; 
But  smootbcst  tides  and  the  most  halcyon  gales 
Shall  to  their  port  direct  Britannia's  sails. 

«  Ye  Tritons,  sons  of  gods!  'tis  my  command, 
That  you  sec  Bolingbroke  in  safety  land ; 
Your  concave  shells  for  softest  notes  prepare, 
Wbilst  Echo  shall  repeat  the  gcntlest  air; 
The  riTer-gods  shall  there  your  triumphs  meet. 
And,  in  old  Ocean  mix*d,  your  bero  greet ; 
Tbames  shall  stand  wondering,  Isis  shall  rejoice, 
And  both  in  tuneful  numbers  raise  their  voice ; 
The  mpid  Medway,  and  the  fertile  Trent, 
In  swiftest  streams,  confess  their  true  content; 
ATon  and  Seyem  shall  in  raptures  join, 
And  Famę  convey  them  to  thie  northem  Tinę. 
Tweed  tben  no  morę  the  Britons  shall  diride. 
But  peace  and  plenty  flow  on  eitbcr  side ; 
Triumphs  proclaim,  and  mirth  and  joTial  fcasts, 
And  all  the  worid  invite  for  welcome  guests." 

Faction,  that  through  tbc  land  so  iktal  spread. 
Ko  morę  shall  dare  to  raise  ber  H3rdFa's  bead  ; 
But  all  ber  rutaries  in  si lence  mourn 
Tbe  happiness  of  Bolingbroke^s  return ; 

«  Alhiding  to  the  first  settlement  of  Yirginia. 
4  The  Pacific  Ocean. 


Far  from  the  common  pitch,  be  shall  arise, 
Witb  great  designs,  to  dazzle  Envy's  eyes ; 
Search  deep,  to  know  of  whiggisb  plots  the  soaroe, 
Their  ever-tuming  schemes,  and  restless  coursc. 

Who  shałl  bereafter  British  annals  read. 
But  will  reflect  witb  wonder  on  tbis  deed  ? 
How  artfully  his  conduct  overcame 
A  stubbom  race,  and  quench*d  a  raging  flame  ; 
RetrievM  the  Britons  from  unruly  Fate, 
And  overtbrow  tbe  Phaetons  of  state ! 
These  wise  exploits  through  Gallia^s  nation  ran. 
And  fir*d  their  souls,  to  see  the  wond'rous  man : 
The  aged  counsellors,  without  surprise, 
Found  wit  and  prudence  sparkłing  in  his  eyes ; 
'^  Wisdom  that  was  not  gainM  in  course  of  years, 
Or  reverence  owing  to  bis  boary  hairs. 
But  struck  by  force  of  genius ;  such  as  drove 
Tbe  goddess  Pallas  from  the  brain  of  Jove. 
The  youth  of  France,  with  plcasuie,  look'd  to  see 
His  graoeful  mień  and  beautcous  symmelry : 
The  viig;ins  ran,  as  to  unusual  show, 
Whea  be  to  Paris  came,  and  Fontainbleau  | 
Yiewingtbeblooming  minister  desir'd. 
And  stiU,  the  morę  they  gaz*d,  the  morę  admir^d. 
Nor  did  tbe  court,  that  best  true  grandeur  kuows, 
Tbeir  sentiments  by  lesser  focts  disclose. 
By  commou  pomp,  or  ceremonious  train, 
Seen  heretofore,  or  to  be  seen  again ; 
But  they  devis'd  new  honours,  yet  unknown, 
Or  paid  to  auy  subject  of  a  crown. 

The  Gallic  king,  in  age  and  counsels  wise, 
Sated  with  war,  and  weary  of  disguise, 
With  open  anns  salutes  tbe  Britisb  peer. 
And  gladly  o?ms  his  prince  and  character. 
As  Hermes  from  tbe  throne  of  Jove  descends, 
With  grateful  errand,  to  Heayen^s  choicest  frióids; 
As  Iris  from  the  bed  of  Juno  flies,  [skies. 

To  bear  ber  queeu^8  commands  through  yielding 
Wbilst  o*er  ber  wings  fresh  beams  of  glory  flow, 
And  blended  colours  paint  ber  wondrous  bow  ; 
So  Bolingbroke  appears  in  Louis'  sight, 
With  message  heavenly ;  and,  witb  equa]  lig^t, 
Dispels  all  douds  of  doubt,  and  i«ar  of  wars. 
And  in  his  mistress'  name  for  peace  declares: 
Accents  divine !  which  the  great  king  recei^es 
With  the  same  grace  that  mighty  Anna  gives. 

Let  others  boast  of  blood,  the  spoil  of  foea, 
Rapine  and  murder,  and  of  endless  woes, 
Detested  pomp!  and  trophies  gain'd  from  £sr, 
With  spangled  ensigns,  streaming  in  the  air; 
Count  bow  they  madę  Bavarian  subjects  fecl 
The  ragę  of  firc,  and  edge  of  barden^d  steel ; 
Fatal  effccts  of  foul  insatiate  pride; 
That  deal  their  wounds  alike  on  either  side. 
No  limits  set  to  their  ambitious  ends; 
For  who  bounds  them,  no  lonser  can  be  friendsi 
By  different  methods  Bolingbroke  shall  raise 
His  growing  honours  and  immoital  praise. 

He,  flr'd  with  glory  and  the  public  good, 
Betwixt  the  people  and  tbeir  danger  stood : 
Arm*d  with  conrincing  truths,  be  did  appear; 
And  all  be  said  was  sparkling,  bright,  and  elear. 
The  listening  senate  with  attention  heard. 
And  some  admir*d,  wbile  others  trembłing  fear^; 
Not  from  the  tropes  of  fonnal  eioquence. 
But  Demosthenic  strengtb  and  weight  of  sense, 
Such  as  fond  Oxfonl  to  ber  son  supplied, 
Design'd  her  owa,  as  well  as  Britain's  pnde  ; 
Who,  less  behoklen  to  the  ancient  stimins, 
Might  show  a  nobler  Ueod  in  Eogliah  ▼mns; 


THE  LAST  BILLET. 


295 


Ont^  whaterer  Homer  aweetly  sung 
Of  Nestor»s  counsels,  or  Ulysses'  tougue. 

Oh !  all  yenympbs,  whłlst  time  and  youth  allow, 
Piepare  thc  lose  and  lily  for  his  brow. 
Mach  be  has  done,  but  still  has  morę  in  riew ; 
To  Amui's  interest  and  his  connt^  trae. 
Morę  1  could  propbesy ;  but  must  refrain : 
Sach  truthi  would  make  another  mortal  \'ain ! 


TO  THE 

DUKE  OF  BEAUFORTA 

A  PARAPBRASE  ON  NAUD.£US'S  ADDRES9  TO 
CARDINAL  OB  BA6NI. 

The  time  wili  come  (if  Fate  śhall  please  to  give 
This  feeble  thread  of  minę  morę  space  to  live) 
When  I  shall  you  and  all  your  acts  rehearse, 
In  a  much  lofÓer  and  morę  fluent  verse^ 
To  Ganges*  banks,  and  Chi  na  iarther  east. 
To  Carolina,  and  the  distaut  west, 
Yonr  name  shall  fly,  and  every  where  be  blest; 
Throagh  Spain  and  tracts  of  Lybian  sands  shall  go 
To  Ruasian  limits,  and  to  Zembla'8  snów. 
Then  shall  my  eager  Mu^e  expand  her  wing, 
Yonr  love  of  justice  and  your  goodness  singj 
YouT  greatness,  equal  to  the  state  you  hołd ; 
In  coansel  wise,  in  execution  bold  ; 
Uow  there  appears,  in  all  that  you  dispense, 
Beauty^  good-nature,  and  the  strength  of  sense. 
These  let  the  world  admira— From  you  a  smile 
la  mon  than  a  leward  of  all  my  toil. 


MISCELLANY  POEMB. 

SONG. 

You  say  you  love ;  repeat  again, 

Bepeat  th'  amazing  sound, 
Repeat  the  ease  of  all  my  pain, 

The  cure  of  every  wound. 

What  you  to  thousands  have  denied. 

To  me  you  freely  give; 
Whilft  I  in  humble  silence  dicd, 

Your  mercy  bids  me  live* 

So  upon  Latmos'  top  cach  night, 

Eiidymion  sighing  lay; 
GazM  on  the  Moon*s  transcendent  light, 

Despair^d,  and  durst  not  pray. 

But  divine  Cjrnthia  saw  his  grief, 
Th'  effect  of  conqucring  channs : 

Unask*d  the  goddess  brings  relief. 
And  falls  into  his  arms. 


You  know  the  captires  she  has  madę, 

The  torment  of  her  chain  : 
Let  her,  let  her  be  once  bclray'd, 

Or  rack  her  with  disdain! 

See  tears  flow  from  her  piercing  eye«, 

She  bends  her  kneę  dirine; 
Her  tears,  fo^  Damon^s  sake,  despisej 

Let  her  kn^  still,  for  minę. 

Pursue  thy  conquest,  charming  youth, 

Her  haughty  beauty  tci, 
Till  trembling  virgins  Icam  this  truthi— 

Men  cań  revenge  their  sex! 


THE  LkST  BILLET, 

Septehbbr  and  November  now  were  past, 

When  men  in  bonfires  did  their  firing  waste: 

Yet  still.my  monumental  log  did  last : 

To  begginf  boys  it  was  not  madę  a  prey 

On  the  king^s  birth  or  coronation  day. 

Why  with  those  oaks,  under  whose  sacred  shade 

Charles  was  pre8erv*d,  should  any  fire  be  made^ 

At  last  a  frost,  a  disi^al  frost,  there  came, 

Like  that  which  madę  a  market  upon  Thame : 

Unruly  company  would  then  haTe  madę 

Fire  with  this  log,  whilst  thus  its  owner  pray»d  s 

"  Thou  that  art  worship^d  in  Dodona»s  grove, 

From  all  thy  sacred  trees  fierce  flames  rcmove: 

Presenre  this  groaning  branch,  O  hear  my  prayer, 

Spare  me  this  one,  this  one  poor  billet  spare; 

That,  having  many  fires  and  flames  withstood, 

Its  ancient  testimonial  may  last  good, 

In  futurę  time*  to  prove,  I  once  had  wood!" 


TO  LAURA. 

IN  IMITATION  OF  PETRARCH. 

At  sight  of  murder*d  Pompey^s  head 

Ca^sar  foigets  his  sex  and  state, 
And,  whilst  his  generous  tears  are  shed, 

Wishes  he  had  at  least  a  milder  fate. 

At  Absalom's  untin^ely  &11, 

David  with  grief  his  conąuest  views: 

Nay,  weeps  for  unrelenting  Saul, 
And  in  soft  Terse  the  moumful  theme  pursuet. 

The  mightier  Laura,  from  Lotc^s  darts  secure, 
Beholds  the  thousand  deaths  that  I  ciidure, 
Each  death  madę  horrid  with  most  cruel  pain  ; 

Yet  no  frail  pity  in  her  looks  appears; 

Her  eyes  betray  no  careless  tears, 
But  persecute  me  still  with  auger  and  disdaiiL 


SONG. 

to  CiEŁIA. 

The  cruel  Cielia  lo^es,  and  burns 

In  flames  she  cannot  hide ; 
Make  her,  dear  Tbyrsis,  cold  retums, 

Treat  her  with  scorn  and  pride. 

1  Dr.  King  dedicated  his  Englisb  TerslPB  of 
that  work  to  the  duke  of  Beaufort. 


TO  THE  RI6HT  HON. 

THE  LATE  BARL  OF 


UPON  HI8  DISPirriNG  PUBUCŁT  AT.  CHRIST 
CUURCB,  OXFORD. 

Mu8B,  to  thy  masteifs  lodgings  qmckly  fly*. 
Entrance  to  thee  his  goodness  won't  deny : 

{  Probably  James  the  third  eari  of  Anglesea.  K 
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With  due  sobmission,  tell  him  yoii  are  minę, 
And  that  youtrouble  him  with  this  design, 
ExacŁly  to  inform  bis  noble  youth 
Of  what  you  heard  just  now  from  yanquish*d 
Truth:  [be 

**  Conquer'd,ondone!  Tisstran^thatŁheresbouId 
In  this  conf^ion  pleasure  ey'n  to  me. 
With  well-wrought  terms  my  hołd  I  strongly  barr'd, 
iVnd  rough  distinctions  were  my  surly  giiard. 
Whiist  I,  surę  of  my  cause,  this  strengtb  posseas; 
A  noble  youth,  adyancing  with  address, 
Led  glittering  Falsehood  on  with  bo  much  art, 
That  I  soon  felt  sad  omens  in  my  heart. 
Words  with  that  grace,"  said  I,  "  must  needs  per- 
I  find  myaelf  insensibly  betray^d.  [suade; 

Whiist  he  pursues  his  conąaest,  I  retreat, 
And  by  that  uame  would  palliate  my  defeat. 
"  But  here  methinks  I  do  the  prospect  see 
Of  all  those  triumphs  he  prepares  for  me, 
When  Virtue  or  when  Innocence  opprest 
Fly  for  surę  refuge  to  his  generous  breast; 
When  with  a  nobłe  mień  his  youth  appears, 
And  gentle  voice  pereuades  the  listening  peen, 
Judges  shall  wonder  when  he  cłears  the  laws, 
JHspelling  mists,  which  longhaye  hid  their  cause: 
Tfaen,  by  his  aid,  aid  that  can  never  fiiii, 
£T'n  I,  thougb  conquer'd  now,  sball  surę  prerail: 
Tbousandsof  wreaths  to  me  he  shall  repay. 
For  that  one  laurel  Eirour  wears  UMlay." 


A  GENTLEMAN  TO  HIS  WIFE, 

When  your  kind  wishes  first  I  songht, 
Twas  in  the  dawn  of  yóuth  : 

I  toasted  you,  for  you  I  fought, 
But  never  thought  of  truth. 

You  saw  how  still  my  iire  increas*d ; 

I  grierM  to  be  denied: 
You  said,  "  Till  I  to  wander  ceas'd, 

YouM  guard  your  heart  with  pride.*» 

I,  that  ouce  feign'd  too  many  lies, 

In  height  of  passion  swoce, 
By  you  and  other  deities, 

lliat  I  would  rangę  no  morę. 

I've  swon^^and  therefore  now  am  fiz^dy 

No  longer  felse  and  vain : 
My  passion  is  with  honour  mii('dy 

And  both  shall  ever  reign. 


THE  MAD  WrER, 

T*Łh  from  my  breast  tear  fond  desire, 

Since  Laura  is  not  minę : 
I  '11  8trive  to  cure  the  amorous  fire, 

And  ąuench  the  flame  with  winę. 

Perhaps  in  groves  and  cooling  shade 

Soft  slumbers  I  may  find : 
There  all  the  vows  to  Laura  madę, 

ShaJl  Yanisb  with  the  wind. 

The  speaking  strings  and  charming  song 

My  passion  may  remove : 
Oh,  musie  will  the  pain  prolong, 

And  is  the  food  of  love. 


I  '11  search  Heaven,  Earth,  Heli,  seas,  and  air. 

And  that  shall  set  me  free: 
Oh,  Laura'8  image  will  be  there 

Where  Laura  will  not  be. 

My  sonl  must  still  endure  the  pain. 

And  with'fresh  tonnent  rave: 
For  nonę  can  ever  break  the  chain 

Thiit  once  was  Laura'8  slave. 


THE  SOLDIBR>S  WBDDING. 

A    80I.IŁ0QUY    BY    NAN   THRASHERWEŁI. 

Being  part  of  a  play  called  The  New  Troop. 

O  MY  dear  Thrasherwell,  you  »re  gone  to  sea. 
And  happiness  must  evcr  banish'd  be 
From  our  flock-bed,  our  ?arret,  and  from  me! 
Perhaps  he  is  on  land  at  Portsmouth  now 
In  the  embraces  of  some  Hampshirc  sow, 
Who,  with  a  wanton  pat,  cries,  "  Now,  my  dear, 
You  're  wishing  for  some  Wapping  doxy  here."-!. 
"  Pox  on  them  all !  but  most  on  bouncing  Nan, 
With  whom  the  torments  of  my  life  begans 
She  is  a  bitter  onc!'»— You  lye,  you  rogue; 
You  are  a  treacherous,  falsc,  ungratefnl  dog. 
I>id  not  I  take  you  up  without  a  shirt?         [dirt* 
Woe  worth  the  hand  that  scrubb»d  off  all  your 
Did  not  my  iuterest  list  3'on  in  thc^gnaid? 
And  had  not  you  ten  shillings,  my  reward? 
Did  I  not  then,  before  the  serjeanrs  face, 
Treat  Jack,  Tom,  Will,  and  Martin,  with  di^iuce^ 
And  Thrasherwell  before  all  othcrs  choose, 
When  I  had  the  whole  regiment  to  loose  ? 
CursM  be  the  day  when  you  producM  your  sword, 
The  just  rerenger  of  your  injurM  word  ! 
The  martial  youth  round  in  a  circle  stood, 
With  envious  łooks  of  love,  and  itching  blood: 
You,  with  some  oaths  that  signified  ćonsent, 
Cried  "Tom  is  Nan's!"  and  o'erthe  sword  you 

went 
Then  I  with  some  morę  modesty  wonld  step: 
The  ensign  thump'd  my  bum,  and  madę  me  leap. 
I  lcap»d  indeed;  and  you  preyailing  men 
Leave  us  no  power  of  leaping  back  again. 


THE  OLD  CHEESE. 

YouNO  Slouch  the  ikrmer  had  a  jolly  wife. 
Tbat  knew  all  the  conyeniences  of  life, 
Whose  diligenro  and  cleanliness  supplied 
The  wit  which  Nalure  had  to  him  denied : 
But  then  she  had  a  tongue  that  would  be  kcanl 
And  make  a  better  man  than  Slouch  afeard.      ' 
This  madę  consorious  persons  of  the  town 
Say,  Slouch  could  hardly  cali  his  soul  his  own : 
For,  if  he  went  abroad  too  much,  she  'd  use 
To  give  him  slippers,  and  lock  up  his  shoea. 
Talking  he  lovM,  and  ne^cr  was  morę  afflicted 
Than  when  he  was  disturfo'd  or  contradicted: 
Yet  still  into  his  story  she  would  bnak 
With,  "  Tis  not  so— pray  give  me  leave  to  speak.* 
His  fnends  thought  this  was  a  tyrannic  rule. 
Not  differing  much  from  calling  of  him  fooh 
Told  him,  he  must  exert.  himself,  and  be 
In  fact  the  master  of  his  family. 


THE  nSHERMAŃ. 
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He  nid,  "  Tłiat  the  iiext  Tuesday  noon  woald 
show 
Whether  he  were  the  lord  at  home,  or  no ; 
When  their  good  company  he  would  entreat 
To  well-brew*d  ale,  and  clean,  if  homely,  meat." 
Wlth  acbing  heart  home  to  his  wife  he  gocs, 
And  on  his  knees  does  his  rash  act  disclosc, 
And  pnys  dear  Sukey,  tbat,  one  day  at  least, 
He  might  appear  as  master  of  the  feast.  [see 

"  III  grant  yom*  wish,"  cries  she,  «  that  you  may 
TVcre  wisdom  to  be  govem*d  stiil  by  me.'* 

The  guests  apon  the  day  appointed  came, 
Each  bowsy  fanner  with  his  simpcrin*?  damę. 
**  Ho  !  Sne!'*  cries  Slouch,  '*  wby  dost  not  tbou 

appear  1 
Are  theśe  thy  manners  when  aunt  Snap  is  here  ?" 
"  I  pardon  ask,**  says  Sue ;  *'  lid  not  oiTend 
Aoy  my  dear  inyites,  much  less  his  friend.^ 

Slouch  by  his  kinsman  Gruffy  had  been  taught 
To  ęntertain  his  friends  with  finding  fault, 
And  make  the  main  ingredient  of  his  treat 
His  sajnng,  **  There  was  nothing  fit  to  eat : 
Theboil*d  pork  stinks,the  roast  beef' s  not  enongb, 
The  bacon'8  nuty,  and  the  hens  are  tough ; 
The  Teal^s  all  rags,  the  butter's  tumM  to  oil ; 
And  thus  I  buy  good  meat  for  sluts  to  spoil. 
Tis  we  are  the  first  Slouches  erer  sate 
Down  to  a  pndding  without  plumbs  or  lat. 
What  teeth  or  stomach's  strong  enongh  to  feed 
Upon  a  goose  my  grannnm  kept  to  brecd  ? 
Wby  must  old  pigeons,  and  they  stale,  be  drest, 
When  therc*8  so  many  squab  ones  in  the  nest } 
This  beer  is  sour ;  this  musty,  thick,  and  stale, 
And  worse  than  any  thing,  except  the  ałe." 

Sue  ail  this  while  many  excuses  madę : 
Somc  things  she  ownM ;  at  other  times  she  laid 
The  lault  on  chance,  but  oftener  on  the  maid. 

Then  chcese  was  brought.  Says  Sluuch,  "  This 
e*en  shall  roU : 
Ę*m  sore  ^tis  bard  enough  to  make  a  bowl : 
This  is  skim-milk,  and  tberefore  it  shall  go ; 
And  this,  because  >tłs  Suffolk,  follow  too." 
But  now  Sue^s  patience  did  begin  to  waste ; 
Nor  longer  could  disslmulation  last. 
"  Pray  Ict  me  rise,"  says  Suft,  "  my  dear;  PU  flnd 
A  cheese  perfaaps  may  be  to  lory^s  mind." 
Then  in  an  entry,  standing  close,  where  he 
Alooe,  and  nonę  of  all  his  friends,  might  see ; 
And  brandishing  a  cudgel  he  had  felt. 
And  iar  enough  on  this  occasion  smelt ; 
•«  IMI  try,  my  joy !"  she  cried,  "  if  I  can  please 
My  dearest  w\th  a  taste  of  his  old  cheese !" 

Slouch  tum'd  his  head,  saw  his  wifc*s  ricrorous 
Wielding  her  oakcn  sapling  of  coramand,  [hand 
Knew  well  the  twang:  "  Ist  the  old  cheese,  my 

dear? 
No  nced,  no  need  of  cheese,"  cries  Slouch :  "  Tli 

swear, 
I  think  l*ve  din'd  as  well  as  my  lord  mayor !» 


THE   SKILLET. 

Two  neighbours,  Clod  and  Jolt,  would  married  be ; 
But  did  not  in  their  choice  of  wires  agree. 
Clod  thought  a  cuckold  was  a  monstrous  beast, 
With  two  huge  glaring  eyes  and  spreading  crest : 
Tberefore,  resoWing  neverto  be  sach, 
Married  a  wife  nonę  but  himsdf  coukl  toach. 


Jolt,  thinking  marriage  was  decreed  by  Fate, 
Which  sbows  us  whom  to  love,  and  whom  to  hat^ 
To  a  young,  handsome,  jolly  lass,  madę  court. 
And  gare  his  friends  conrincing  reasons  for*t, 
That,  sińce  in  life  snch  misL^hitsf  must  he  had, 
Beauty  had  something  still  that  was  not  bad. 
Within  twomonths,  Fortune  was  pleas'd  to  send 
A  tinker  to  Clod^s  house,  with  *'  Brass  to  mend." 
The  good  old  wife  survey*d  the  brawny  spark. 
And  found  his  chine  was  large,  though  counte- 

nance  dark. 
First  she  appears  in  all  her  airs,  then  tries 
The  squinting  cfibrts  of  her  amoruus  eyes. 
Much  time  was  spent,  and  much  desire  exprest; 
At  last  the  tinker  cried,  "  Fcw  words  are  besŁ: 
OiTe  me  that  skillet  then ;  and,  if  I'm  tnie, 
I  dearly  eam  it  for  the  work  I  do.*' 
They  'grecd ;  tbey  parted.     On  the  tinker  goes, 
With  the  same  stroke  of  pan,  and  twang  of  nose, 
Till  he  at  JoU*s  beheld  a  sprightJy  damę 
That  set  his  native  vigour  all  ou  flame. 
He  looks,  sigbs,  faints,  at  last  begins  to  ery, 
"  And  can  you  then  let  a  young  tinker  die  ?" 
Says  she,  "  Give  me  your  skillet  tben,  and  try." 
'*  My  skillet !  Both  my  heart  and  skillet  take ; 
I  wish  it  were  a  copper  for  your  sake.*' 

After  all  this,  not  many  days  did  pass, 
Clod,  sitting  at  JolŁ^s  house,  suryey*d  the  bim 
And  glittering  pewter  standing  on  the  shelf; 
Then,  after  some  gruiF  muttering  with  himself, 
Cried,    "  Pr'ythee,  Jolt,  how  came  that  skillet 

thine?" 
'•^You  know  as  well  as  I,"  quoth  Jolt;  "  »t'en»t 

minę ;      *  [matter 

But  ril  ask  Nan."     Twas  done ;  Nan  told  the 
In  trutb  as  'twas ;  then  cried,  "  You^ye  gbt  the 

better : 
For,  tell  mc,  dearest,  whether  you  would  chuse 
To  be  a  gaincr  by  me,  or  to  lose. 
As  for  our  ncighbour  Clod,  this  I  dare  say, 
We^ye  beauty  and  a  skillet  morę  than  they." 


THE   FJSHERMAN. 

Tom  Banks  by  natiye  industry  was  taught 
The  yarious  arts  how  fishes  might  be  caught. 
Sometimes  with  trembling  re:'d  and  single  hair. 
And  baltconceaPd,  he'd  for  their  death  prepare, 
With  melancholy  thoughts  and  downcast  eyes, 
Expectłng  till  deceit  had  gatnd  its  prize. 
Sometimes  in  rivulet  quick,  and  water  elear, 
They'd  meet  a  fate  morę  generous  firom  his  spear« 
To  basket  oft  he*d  pliant  o/iers  tum, 
Wbcre  they  m'ght  entrance  find,  but  no  return. 
H  s  net  well  pois'd  with  lead  he*d  sometimes  throw, 
Kncircling  thus  his  captives  all  below. 
But,  when  he  weukl  a  quick  destruction  make. 
And  from  afar  much  larger  booty  take,  [set 

He'd  through  the  stream,  where  most  descending, 
From  side  to  side  his  strong  capaoious  net ; 
And  then  his  rustic  crew  with  mighty  poles 
Would  drive  his  prey  out  from  their  oozy  holes. 
And  so  pursue  them  down  the  rolling  fiood, 
Gasping  for  breath,  and  almost  choak'd  wiUimnd, 
Till  they,  of  farther  passage  quite  bereft, 
Were  in  the  masli  with  gills  entangled  left. 
Trot,  who  liv>d  down  the  stream,  ne'er  thought 
hisbeer 
Was  good,  unlest  be  bid  his  water  elear. 
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He  goes  to  Banks,  and  thas  begins  his  tale : 
**  Lord  !  if  you  knew  but  how  the  people  raił ! 
Tbey  cannot  boil,  nor  wash,  nor  rinse,  they  taj, 
Włth  water  sometiines  ink,  and  sometimes  whey, 
According  as  you  meet  with  mud  or  clay. 
Besides,  my  wife  these  ńx  months  could  not  brew, 
And  now  thc  blame  of  ihii  aIPs  laid  on  you : 
For  it  will  be  a  ilisroal  thing  to  think 
How  we  old  Trots  must  Hve,  and  ba^e  no  drink: 
Thcrefore,  I  pray,  some  other  method  take 
Of  fishing,  were  it  only  for  our  §ake." 

Says  Baukft,  "  l*m  sorry  it  should  be  my  lot 
£ver  tó  disoblige  my  gossip  TroŁ : 
Yet  *t'en*t  my  faułt;  but  ao  *ti8  Fortune  tries  one. 
To  make  his  meatbecome  hisnei|?hbour'spoison; 
And  80  we  pray  for  winds  upon  this  coast. 
By  which  on  t*other  navie8  may  be  lost 
Therefore  in  patience  rest,  though  I  proceed : 
There^s  no  iłl*nature  in  the  case,  but  need. 
Tbough  for  your  use  this  water  will  not  ser^e, 
l*d  ratber  you  should  cfaoak,  than  I  should  starre.** 


A  CA8E  OF  CONSCIENCE. 

Ou>  Paddy  Scoti  with  nonę  of  the  best  iaces, 

Had  a  most  kuotty  pate  at  soWing  cases; 

In  any  point  could  tell  you,  to  a  hair, 

When  was  a  grain  of  honesty  to  spare. 

It  happc  n*d,  after  prayers,  one  certain  night, 

At  bome  be  had  occasion  for  a  light 

To  tum  Socinus,  Lessius,  Escobar, 

Fam^d  CoTarmvias,  and  the  great  NaTarre :         • 

And  therefore,  as  hefrom  the  cbapel  came, 

Extinguising  a  yellow  taper^s  flame. 

By  which  justnowbe  had  dcTOutly  piayM, 

The  usefol  rcmnant  to  his  sleere  convey'd. 

There  happenM  a  physician  to  be  by, 

Who  thither  came  but  only  as  a  spy, 

To  find  out  others*  fiiults,  but  let  alona 

Repentance  for  the  crimes  that  were  his  own. 

This  doctor  followUPaddy ;  said,   **  He  lack'd 
To  know  what  madc  a  sacrilegious  fact.** 

Paddy  with  studied  gravity  repltes, 
"  Tbat'8  as  the  place  or  as  the  matter  lies : 
If  from  a  place  unsacred  you  should  take 
A  sacred  tt^ng,  this  sacrilege  would  make  ; 
Or  an  unsacred  thing  (rom  sacred  place, 
There  would  be  nothing  different  in  the  case ; 
But,  if  both  thing  and  place  should  sacred  be, 
n^wereheight  of  sacrilege,  as  doctors  all  agree.'* 

"  Then,**  says  the  doctor,  **  for  morę  light  in 
To  put  a  special  case,  were  not  arniss.  [this, 

Suppose  a  man  should  take  a  Common  Prayer 
Out  of  a  chapcl  where  there^s  some  to  spare  ?" 

"  A  Common   Prayer  !**   says  Paddy,  **  that 
would  be 
A  sacrilege  of  an  intense  degree." 

"  Suppose  that  one  should  in  these  holidays 
Take  thence  a  bunch  of  rosemary  or  bays  ?** 

"  rd  not  be  too  censorious  in  that  case. 
But  twould  be  sacrilege  still  (rom  the  place." 

"  What  if  a  man  should  from  the  cbapel  take 
A  taper'8  end  :  should  he  a  scruple  make, 
If  homcward  to  his  chambers  he  should  go, 
Whcther  ^twere  theft,  or  sacrilege,  or  no  ?" 

The  sly  insinuation  was  perceiv'd : 
Says  Paddy,  "  Doctor,  you  may  be  deceiv*dy 
Unless  in  cases  you  distii^^ish  right ; 
But  this  may  be  reflolT^d  at  tbe  fint  sight 


As  to  the  taper,  it  could  be  no  theft» 

For  it  had  done  its  duty,  and  was  left :     ^ 

And  sacrilege  in  having  it  is  nonę, 

Because  that  in  my  sleeve  I  now  haye  one,** 


THE   CONSTABLE. 

One  night  a  fellow  wandering  withoat  fear, 

As  Toid  of  money  as  be  was  of  care, 

Considering  both  were  washM  away  with  beer, 

With  Strap  the  constable  by  fortunę  meets, 

Whose  lantems  glare  in  the  most  siłeot  streets. 

Resty,'impatient  any  one  should  be 

So  bold  as  to  be  drunk  that  night  but  he : 

"  Stand ;    who    ^itocs  there,"  cried   Strap,   "  at 

hours  80  late  ? 
Answer.  Your  name;  or  else  haye  at  your  pate."— 

(( I  wo'at  stand,  'cause  I  can't.    Why  must  yoa 
know 
From  whence  it  is  I  come,  or  where  I  go  ?** 

"  See  here  my  staff,'*  cries  Strap;  treonblin^ 
behold 
Its  radjant  paint,  and  omamental  gold : 
Wooden  authority  when  thus  I  wield, 
Persons  of  all  degrees  obedience  yielcL 
Then,  be  you  the  best  man  in  all  the  city, 
Mark  me !  1  to  the  Counter  will  commit  ye.** 

"  You !  kiss,  and  so  forth.  For  that  neyer 
If  that  be  all,  commit  me  if  you  dare ;  ["P«^ : 
No  person  yet,  eitlier  through  fear  or  shame, 
Durst  coDunit  me,  that  once  had  heard  my  name.**— 
"  Pray  then,  what  ist  ?♦'— "  My  name's  Adoltery  ^ 
And,  fiiith,  your  foture  life  would  pleafant  be» 
Did  ywir  wife  know  you  once  comnuthed 


LITTLE  MOUTHS, 

From  London  Paul  the  carrier  coming  down 
To  Wantage,  meets  a  beauty  of  the  town  ; 
They  both  accost  with  salutation  pretty, 
As,  **  How  do»st,  Paul?"—"  Thank  youi  aud 

how  do'8t,  Betty  ?'» 
"  Didst  see  our  Jack,  nor  sister  ?  No,  yoa've  seen, 
1  warrant,  nonę  but  thoste  who  saw  the  ąueen." 
"  Many  words  spoke  in  jest,"  says  Paul,  "  are 

true, 
I  came  from  Windsor';  and,  if  some  folks  knew 
As  much  as  I,  it  might  be  well  for  you.** 
"  Lord,  Paul !  what  i?*t  ?>' — "  Why  give  me  aam&> 

thiDg  for*t, 
This  kiss ;  and  this.    The  matter  then  ts  short : 
The  parł  lament  haye  madę  a  proclamation, 
Which  will  this  week  be  sent  all  round  the  nation; 
That  inaids  with  little  mouiiu  do  all  prepare 
On  Sunday  next  to  come  before  the  majror,  % 

And  that  all  bachelors  be  Itkewise  there : 
For  maids  with  little  mouths  shall,  if  they  please, 
From  out  of  these  young  men  choose  two  apiec^" 

Betty,  with  bridled  chin,  extends  ber  foce. 
And  then  contracts  ber  lips  with  simpering  grace, 
Cries,  *'  Hem !  pray  what  must  all  the  huge  ones  do 
For  husbands,  when  we  little  mouths  haye  two  ?*' 

*  Where  queeD  Aime  and  her  court  btąpeoAj 
resided* 
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**  Hold,  not  80  iut»"  cńes  he ;  "  pray  pardon 
me: 
Haidft  with  huge,  gaping»  mde  numtktf  mnst  haye 
three." 
Betty  distorts  her  foce  with  hideouft  squally 
And  mouth  of  a  foot  mride  begins  to  bawi, 
"  Oh  !  ho !  i8*t  so  ?  The  caae  is  alter'd,  PauL 
Is  that  the  point }  I  wish  the  three  were  ten ; 
I  wairant  Pd  find  mouth,  if  theyll  fiad  men."     , 


HOŁD  FAST  BELO  W. 

Therb  was  a  lad,  th'  uniuckiest  of  bis  crew. 

Was  still  contiiving  something  bad,  but  new. 

His  comrades  all  obedience  to  him  paid,  . 

In  esecuting  what  designs  he  laid : 

Twas  they  sbouJd  rob  the  orchard,  he*d  retire, 

His  foot  was  safe  whilst  theirś  was  in  the  fire. 

He  kept  them  in  the  dark  to  that  degree, 

Nonę  shonid  presume  to  be  su  wise  as  he ; 

Bat,  being  at  the  top  of  ali  affairs, 

The  profit  was  his  own,  the  mischief  theirs. 

Tbeie  fell  some  words  madę  him  begin  to  donbt, 

The  roguei  would  grow  so  wise  to  find  him  out ; 

He  was  not  pteas^d  with  tbis,  and  so  next  day 

He  eries  to  them,  as  going  jost  to  play, 

"  What  a  rare  jack-daw>s  nest  is  there !  look  np, 

Yon  see  *tis  atmost  at  the  steeple^s  top." 

"  Ab,"  says  another;  "  we  can  have  no  hope 

Of  getting  thither  to  *t  without  a  ropę.** 

Says  then  the  fleering  spark,  with  courteous  grin, 

By  which  he  drew  his  infant  cullies  in ; 

"  Nothing  morę  easy ;  did  you  never  see 

How,  in  a  swarm,  bees,  hanging  bee  by  bee, 

Make  a  long  sort  of  ropę  below  the  tree. 

Why  mayn*l  we  do  the  same,  good  Mr.  John  ? 

For  that  contrivance  pray  let  me  alone. 

Tom  shall  hołd  Will,  you  Will,  and  Tli  hołd  you ; 

And  then  I  warrant  you  the  thing  will  do. 

But,  if  there^s  any  does  not  care  to  try, 

Let  us  have  no  jack-daws,  and  what  care  I !" 

That  tauch*d  the  quick,  and  so  they  soon  com- 
No  argument  like  that  was  e*er  denied,    [pUed, 
And  therefore  instantly  the  thing  was  tried. 
They  hanging  down  on  strcngth  above  depend : 
Then  to  himself  mutters  their  trusty  friend, 
*'  The  dogs  are  almost  useless  grown  to  me, 
I  ne^er  »haU  bave  such  opportunity 
To  part  with  them ;  and  so  e^en  let  them  go." 
Then  cries  aloud,  "  So  ho  1  my  lads !  so  ho ! 
Yon^re  gone,  uniess  ye  all  bold  fost  below. 
They've  8erv'd  my  tum,  so  'tis  fit  time  to  drop 

them; 
The  Deril,  if  he  wants  them,  let  him  stop  them." 


She  needed  not  mach  conrŁslup  to  be  kind, 
He  ambleson  before,  she  trots  bebind ; 
For  llttle  Bobby,  to  her  shoulders  bound, 
Hinders  the  gentle  damę  from  riddh^  ground. 
He  often  ask^d  lier  to  expose ;  but  she 
Stjll  fiaard  the  coming  of  bis  company. 
Says  she,  "  I  know  an  anfrequented  place, 
To  the  teft  hand,  where  we  our  time  may  pass. 
And  the  mean  while  your  horse  may  find  some 

grass." 
Thither  they  come,  and  both  the  horse  secare  ; 
,Then  thinks  the  squirc,  I  have  the  matter  surę. 
She's  a$k'd  to  sit :  but  then  eKCuse  is  madę, 
'*  Sitting,"  says  she,  "  *s  not  usualin  my  trade: 
Should  you  be  rude,  and  then  should  throw  me 

down, 
I  might  pcrhaps  break  more  backs  tlian  my  own.* 
He  smiling  cries,  "  Come,  V\\  the  knot  untie. 
And,  if  you  mean  the  child^s,  weUl  lay  it  by." 
Says  she,  "  Thatcan't  be  done,  for  then  twill ery. 
rd  not  have  us,  but  chiefly  for  your  sake, 
Di8C0ver*d  by  the  hideous  noise  *twould  make. 
Use  is  auother  naturę,  and  'twould  lack, 
Morc  than  the  breast,  its  c ustom  to  the  back." 
"  Then,"  says  the  gentleman,  "  1  should  be  loth 
To  come  so  far  and  disoblige  you  both :        [do  ?** 
Were  the  child  tied  to  me,  d>ye  think  'twouUL 
**  Mighty  well,  sir!  Oh,  Lord  !  if  tied  to  youl" 

With  speed  iucredible  to  work  she  goes, 
And  from  her  shoulder  soon  the  burthen  throws  j 
Then  mounts  the  infiint  with  a  gentle  toss 
Upon  her  generous  friend,  and,  Like  a  cros8» 
The  sheet  she  with  a  dextrou8  motion  winda, 
Till  a  firm  knot  the  wandering  fabric  binda. 

The  gentleman  had  scarce  got  time  to  know 
What  she  was  doing ;  she,  about  to  go, 
Cries,  "  Sir,  good  b^ye ;  ben't  angry  that  we  patf» 
I  trust  the  chiJd  to  you  with  all  my  heart : 
But,  ere  you  get  another,  't*en't  amiss 
To  try  a  year  or  two  how  youUl  kcep  this.** 


THE  BEGGAR  WOMAN. 

A  GEHTŁEMAN  In  hunting  rode  astray, 
More  out  of  choice,  than  that  he  lost  his  way : 
He  iet  his  company  the  harc  pursue. 
For  he  himself  had  other  gamę  in  view  : 
A  beggar  by  her  trade ;  yet  not  so  mean,  - 
Bnt  that  her  cheeks  were  fresh,  and  linen  clean. 
**  Mistress,**  quoth   be,    "  and  what  if  we  two 
Retire  a  littłe  way  Into  the  wood  ?"  [sbou^d 


THE  VE8TRY. 


WiTHiw  the  shire  of  Nottingham  there  lies 
A  parish  fam*d,  because  the  men  were  wise : 
Of  their  own  strain  they  had  a  teacher  sought, 
Who  all  his  life  was  better  fed  than  tąught 
It  waś  about  a  quarter  of  a  year 
Since  he  had  snor'd,  and  eat,  and  £stten'd  there  ; 
When  he  the  house-keepers,  their  wives,  and  all, 
Did  to  a  sort  of  parish-meeting  cali ; 
Promising  something,  which,  well  understood, 
In  little  time  would  turn  to  all  their  good.     [find, 
When  met,  he  thus  harangues :  *'  Neighbours,  i 
That  in  your  principles  you^re  well  incUnM  i 
But  then  you're  all  solicitous  for  Sunday; 
Nonę  seem  to  have  a  dueregard  for  Monday^ 
Most  people  then  their  dinners  have  to  aeek, 
As  if 'twere  not  the  first  day  of  the  week ; 
But,  when  yon  have  hash'd  meat  and  nothing  more^ 
You  ońly  curse  the  day  that  went  before. 
On  Tnesday  all  folks  dine  by  one  consent. 
And  Wednesdays  only  fast  by  parliament. 
But  fiLsting  surę  by  Naturę  ne'er  was  meant, 
Th^  market  will  for  Thnrsday  find  a  dish. 
And  Friday  ia  a  proper  day  for  fish ; 
After  fish,  Saturday  requires  some  meat ; 
On  Sunday  you*re  obliged  by  law  to  tieat; 
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And  the  same  law  ordains  a  puddin^  then, 

To  chi  Id  ren  grateful,  nor  unfit  for  men. 

Takc  hens,  geesc,  turkics,  then,  or  somethin^  light, 

Becaase  their  legs,  if  broilM,  will  serye  at  night, 

And,  sińce  I  find  that  roast  bcef  maJces  you  sleep, 

Coni  it  a  little  morę,  and  so  twill  kcep. 

Roast  it  on  Monday,  pity  it  thould  be  spoil'd| 

On  Tuesday  miitton  eitber  roast  or  lK>ilM. 

On  Wednesday  shoold  be  some  Yariety, 

A  loin  or  brea»t  of  veal,  and  pigeon-pye. 

On  Thursday  each  man  of  his  dish  make  choice, 

Ti 8  fit  on  market-days  we  «ll  rejoice. 

And  then  on  Friday,  as  I  said  before, 

WeMi  have  a  dish  of  fish,  and  one  dish  morę. 

On  Saturday  steWd  beef,  with  sometbing  nice, 

Provided  quick,  and  tossM  up  in  a  trice, 

Because  that  in  the  afternoon,  yoa  know, 

By  custom,  we  must  to  the  ale-honse  go ; 

For  else  how  should  nur  hoases  e'er  be  rican, 

£xcept  we  gave  some  time  to  do  it  then  ? 

From  whence,  unless  we  value  not  our  tiveB, 

Kone  part  withoat  remembMng  first  our  wiyes. 

But  these  are  standing  rules  for  every  day, 

And  Tery  good  ones,  as  I  so  may  say : 

After  each  pieal,  Iet'8  take  a  hearty  cup ; 

And  where  we  dine,  tts  iitting  that  we  sup. 

"  Now  fbr  the  application,  and  the  use : 
I  found  your  care  for  Sunday  an  abuse : 
Ali  would  be  asking,  Pray»  sir,  where  d^you  dine  ? 
I  haTe  roast  beef,  choice  veni8on,  turkey,  chine : 
Kvery  one*8  hawling  me.    Then  say  poor  I, 
It  is  a  bitter  business  to  deny ; 
But,  who  is*t  caies  for  fourteen  meals  aday, 
As  for  my  own  part,  1  had  rather  stay, 
And   take  them  now  and  then, — and  here  and 
Acoordi ng  to  my  present  bill  of  fere.         [there, — 
You  know  Tm  bingle :  if  you  all  agree 
To  treat  by  turns,  each  will  be  surę  of  me." 

The  vestry  all  appiauded  with  a  hum, 
And  the  se^en  wisest  of  them  bade  him  come. 


THE  MONAnCH, 

Whvn  the  yoang  people  ride  the  Skimmington» 

Thcre  is  a  generał  trembling  in  a  town : 

Not  only  he  for  whom  the  person  rides 

Suffers,  but  they  sweep  other  doors  bosides ; 

And  by  that  hierogl3rphic  does  appear 

That  the  good  woman  is  the  master  there. 

At  Jenny's  door  the  barbarous  heatbens  swept. 

And  his  poor  wife  scoldcd  until  she  wept ; 

The  mob  swept  on,  whilst  she  sent  ibrth  in  vain 

Her  Tocal  thunder  and  her  briny  rain. 

Sfome  few  days  after,  two  young  sparks  came  there, 

And  whilst  ^e  does  her  coifee  fresh  prepare. 

One  for  discourse  of  news  the  master  calls, 

Totberon  this  ungrateftil  subjectfeits. 

**  Pray,  Mrs.  Jenny,  whence  came  this  report. 

For  I  believe  there'8  no  great  reason  for^t, 

As  if  the  fblks  fother  day  swept  your  door, 

And  half  a  dozen  of  your  neighbours  morę  V* 

•'  There»8  notbing  in»t,*'  say 8  Jenny;  *•  that  is  done 

Where  the  wife  rules,  but  here  1  nile  alone, 

And,  gentlemen,  yon*d  much  mistaken  be, 

If  any  one  should  not  think  that  of  me. 

Within  these  walls,  my  suppliant  raMals  know 

What  due  obedience  to  their  prince  they  owe. 

And  kiM  the  sbadow  of  my  papai  toe. 


My  word*s  a  law ;  when  I  my  power  adranoe, 
Tbere*s  not  a  greater  monarch  ev*n  in  France. 
Not  the  mogul  or  czar  of  Muscory, 
Not  Prester  John,  or  cham  of  Tartary, 
A  re  in  their  houses  monarch  morę  than  L 
My  house  my  castle  is,  and  here  Pm  king, 
Pm  pope,  Pm  emperor,  monarch,  every  thing. 
What  though  my  wife  be  partner  of  my  bed, 
The  monarch^s  crown  sits  only  on  this  faead.** 
His  wife  had  plaguy  ears,  as  well  as  tongue. 
And,  hearing  all,  thought  bis  discoure  too  longr 
Her  conscicnce  said,  he  should  not  tell  such  liei, 
A  nd  to  her  knowledge  such ;  she  therefore  cries, 
"  D'yc  hear— yoiJ---Sirrah — Monarchr— there  ?— 

come  down 
And  grind  the  coffee— or  Pll^irack  ycmr  crown." 


JUSTAS  YOUPLEASEi 

OR, 

THE  INCUR10U& 

A  YiRTUOSO  had  a  mind  to  see 

One  that  would  never  discontented  be. 

But  in  a  careless  way  to  all  agree. 

He  had  a  servant«  much  of  i£sop's  kind, 

Of  personage  uncuuth,  but  sprighlly  tnind : 

"  Humpus,*'  says  hc,  "  1  order  that  yoa  find 

Out  such  a  man,  with  such  a  character, 

As  i  u  this  papernow  I  gire  you  here; 

Or  I  will  lug  your  ears,  or  craak  your  pate, 

Or  rather  you  shall  meet  with  a  worse  fate. 

For  I  will  break  your  back,  and  set  you  strait. 

Bring  him  to  dinner."    Humpus  soon  withdrew» 

Was  safe,  as  having  such  a  one  in  view 

At  Covent  Garden  dial,  whom  he  found 

Sitting  with  thoughtless  air  and  look  proibundy 

Who,  solitary  gaping  without  care, 

Seem'd  to  say,  «*  Who  is't  ?  wilt  go  any  where  ?»• 

Says  Humpus,  "  Sir,  my  master  bade  me  pray 
Your  company  to  dine  with  him  to-day.» 
He  snuifs ;  then  follows ;  up  the  btairs  he  goes, 
Never  pulls  off  his  bat,  nor  cleaos  his  ahoes. 
But,  lookiug  round  him,  saw  a  handsoroe  room. 
And  did  not  much  repcntthat  he  was  come; 
Ciose  to  the  fire  he  draws  an  eibow-chair. 
And,  lolling  easy,  doth  for  sleep  prepare. 
In  comes  the  family,  but  he  sits  still, 
Thinks,  "  Let  them  take  the  other  chairs  that 
will !»» 

The  master  thus  acco<its  him,  "  Sir,  you^re  wet, 
Pray  have  a  cushion  underneath  your  feet," 
Thinks  he,  "  If  I  do  spoil  it,  need  I  care  ? 
1  see  he  bas  eleven  morę  to  spare." 

Dinner*8  brought  up ;  the  wife  is  bid  retreat. 
And  at  the  upperend  must  be  his  seat, 
"  This  is  not  Tery  usual,"  thiitks  the  clown : 
But  is  not  all  the  family  his  own  ? 
And  why  should  I,  for  contradiction*8  sake, 
Lose  a  gpood  dinner,  which  he  bids  me  take  ? 
If  from  this  table  sUe  discardcd  be, 
What  need  I  care !  there  is  the  morę  for  me.** 

After  a  while,  the  daughtei*s  bid  to  stand. 
And  bring  him  what8oever  he^ll  command. 
Thinks  he,  "*'  Tbe  better  firom  the  fiatrer  band  !*> 

Young  master  next  must  rise,  to  fili  him  winę. 
And  ftarve  himself,  to  see  tbe  booby  dine : 
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He  does.    The  father  asks,   *<  Wbat  hare  you 

there? 
How  il4Ve  you  gWe  a  stranger  rinegaT?" 
Sir,  'twas  Ćhampagne  I  gave  him." — "  Sir,  indeed  ! 
Take  him  and  scourge  bim  till  tbe  rascal  bleed ; 
I>on't  spare  bim  for  his  teara  or  age :  V\\  try 
If  cat-of-nine-tails  can  excu£e  a  He.'*  [Iieve ; 

Thinks  Łhe  clown,  **  Tbat  'twas  winę  I  do  be- 
But  soch  yoong  rogues  are  aptest  to  deceive : 
He^s  nona  of  niine,  but  bis  own  flesb  and  blood. 
And  how  know  I  buft  may  be  for  his  good  ?" 

When  tbe  desert  catne  on,  and  jelliei*  brought, 
Then  was  tbe  dismal  scenę  of  finding  fault : 
They  were  such  hideous,  filtby,  poisonous  stuff, 
Could  not  be  railM  at,  nor  reveng'd  enough. 
Humpus  was  askM  wiio  madę  them.  Trembling  he 
Said,  **  Sir,  it  was  my  lady  gave  them  me.*'— ' 
Ko  morę  such  poison  shall  she  ever  gtve, 
I'II  barn  tbe  witch ;  't'ent  fitting  she  should  live  : 
Set  faggots  in  tbe  court,  Pil  make  ber  fry ; 
And  pray,  good  sir,  may^tplease  you  to  be  by  ?** 

Then,  smiling,  says  the  clown,  "  Upon  my  life, 
A  pretty  fancy  this,  to  bum  one^s  wife ! 
And,  sińce  I  find  His  really  your  design,     [minę.'* 
Pray  let  me  just   step  borne,   and   fetch   you 


OF  DREAMS. 


TcT  a  dream  cometh  through  the  multitude  of 
business. 

ECCŁES.  V.  4. 

Somnia,  qu»  ludunt  mente  Tolitantibus  umbris, 
Non  delubra  deftm  nec  ab  sthere  numina  mittunt, 
Sed  sibi  qulsquefocit,  &c. 

PETRONIUg. 

Thb  flitting  dreams,  tbat  play  before  the  wind, 
Are  not  by  Heaven  for.  prophesies  designM; 
Kor  by  ethereal  beings  sent  ns  down, 
Bateach  man  is  creator  of  bis  own : 
For,  when  their  weary  limbs  are  sunk  in  ease, 
The  souls  essay  to  wandcr  whereihey  please  ; 
The  scatter^d  images  faave  space  to  play, 
And  night  repeats  the  labours  of  the  day. 


THE  ART  OF  MAKING  PUDDINGS. 

I.  HASTY   PUDDINO. 

I  8ING  of  food,  by  British  nurse  design'd, 
To  make  the  stńpling  brare,  and  maiden  kind. 
Delay  not,  Muse,  in  numbers  to  rebearse 
The  pleasures  of  our  life,  and  sinews  of  our  verse. 
Let  pudding's  dtsh,  most  wholesome,  be  thy  theme, 
And  dip  thy  swelting  pluraes  in  fragrant  cream. 

Sing  then  tbat  dish  so  fitting  to  improTe 
A  tender  modesty  and  trembling  lo^e  ; 
Swimming  in  buttcr  of  a  golden  hue, 
Gamisb'd  with  drops  of  rose^s  spicy  dew. 

Sometimes  the  f rugał  matron  seems  in  hastę. 
Nor  cares  to  beat  ber  pudding  into  pastę : 
Yet  miłk  in  proper  skillct  she  will  place, 
And  gently  spice  it  with  a  blade  of  mace  ; 
Then  set  some  careful  damsel  to  look  to't. 
And  stUl  to  stir  away  the  biahop's-foot  i 


For,  if  bumt  milk  should  to  the  bottom  stick, 

Like  OYer-heated  zeal,  'Łwould  make  folks  sick. 

Into  the  milk  her  flour  she  gently  throws, 

As  vałets  now  would  powder  tender  beaux : 

The  liąuid  forms  in  hasty  mass  unitę 

Forms  equaHy  delicious,  as  they're  wbite, 

In  shining  dish  the  hasty  mass  is  thrown, 

And  sćems  to  want  no  graces  but  its  own. 

Yet  still  the  houstewife  brings  in  fresh  suppHes, 

To  gratify  the  taste,  and  please  the  eyes. 

She  on  the  surface  lumpsof  butter  lays, 

Which,  melting  with. the  beat,  its  beamsdisplays; 

From  whence  it  causes,  wondrousto  behold, 

A  silver  soil  bedeck'd  with  streams  of  gold  ! 

II.  A  HSDGE-HOG  AFTER  A  QUAKINO-PUDDINO. 

As  Neptune,  when  tbe  three-tongn'd  foric  ha 
takes, 
With  strength  divine  the  globe  terrestrial  shakes, 
Tbe  highest  hills,  Nature^s  stupendous  piles. 
Break  with  the  force,  and  quiv<:r  into  isles; 
Yet  on  the  ruins  grow  the  lofty  pines, 
And  snów  nnmelted  in  the  Yollics  sbines : 

Thus  when  the  damę  ber  hedge-hog-pddding 
Her  fork  indents  irreparable  streaks.         [breaks, 
The  trembling  lump,  with  butter  all  around, 
Seems  to  perceive  its  fali,  and  then  be  drownM  ^ 
And  yet  thetops  appear,  whilst  almonds  thick 
With  bright  loaf-si:^^  on  the  sur&ce  stick. 

III.  PUDDINO  a  OF  YARIOUS  OOŁOURS  IN  A  DISS. 

You,  painter-like,  now  yariegate  the  shado, 
And  thuti  from  puddings  tbere's  a  landscape  madę. 
And  Wise  and  London ',  when  they  would  dispose 
Their  erer-greens  into  weIl-order'd  rows, 
So  mix  their  colours,  tbat  each  different  plant 
Gives  light  and  sbadow  as  the  others  want. 

lY.  MAKING  OF  A  GOOD  PUDDING  GETS  A  GOOD 

HUSBAND. 

Ye  Tirgins,  as  these  lines  you  kindly  take, . 
So  may  you  still  sucb  glorious  pudding  make, 
Tbat  crouds  of  youth  may  evcr  be  at  strife. 
To  gain  the  sweet-composer  for  his  wife ! 

Y.  8ACK  AND  8UGAR  TO  QUAKJNO*PUD0ING. 

"  Oh,  delicious!" 
But  where  must  our  coniession  tirst  begin, 
If  sack  and  sugar  once  be  thought  a  sin  ? 

YI.   BROIŁED  PUDDING. 

HiD  in  the  dark,  we  mortals  seldom  know. 
From  whence  the  source  of  happiness  may  flow: 
Who  to  broiPd  pudding  would  theii^  thoughta  har^ 

bent 
From  bright  Pewterja's  love-8ick  discontent  ? 
Yet  80  it  was,  Pewteria  felt  love»s  heat 
In  fiercer  flames  than  those  which  roast  her  meat. 
No  pudding*s  lost,  but  may  with  fresh  delight 
Be  eitheryiM  next  day,  or  hniJtd  at  night 

YII.   MUTTON  PUDDING. 

But  mntton,  thou  most  nourishing  of  meat» 
W  bose  single  joint*  may  constitufie  a  treat; 
When  madę  a  pudding,  you  excel  tbe  reat 
As  much  as  that  of  other  food  is  best! 

■  The  two  royal  gardenert.    KING, 
*AloiiL    KING. 
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Tril.  OATMEAŁ  PUDDING. 

Of  oats  decorticated  take  two  poand, 
And  of  aew  milk  CDough  the  same  to  drown; 
Of  niisins  of  the  sun,  stonM,  ounces  cight; 
Of  corrants,  cleanly  pick'd,  an  eqi]al  weł|[fat; 
Of  siiet,  finely  slic^d,  an  ounoe  at  ksMt ; 
And  six  eggs  newly  takcn  from  the  nest: 
Sea^on  this  młxture  well  with  salt  and  spioe ; 
TwiW  make  a  pudding  Ibr  exceeding  ricc ; 
And  you  may  safely  feed  on  it  like  farmers, 
For  the  receipt  is  loaroed  Dr.  Hanner's. 

IX.  A  9ACK-P0SSFr. 

7rom  far  Barbadoes,  on  the  western  main, 
Pletch  sugar,  half  a  pouod;  fetch  sack,  from  SpaiB, 
A  pint ;  then  fetch,  from  lQdia'8  fertile  coaat, 
Kutmeffy  the  glory  of  the  British  toast. 


UPON  A  GIANTS  ANGUNO. 

His  angle-rod  madę  o^a  sturdy  oak. 
His  linę  a  cable,  which  Id  storms  ne*er  broke, 
His  hook  be  baited  with  a  dragon^s  tali, 
Aad  sate  upon  a  rock,  and  boU»'d  for  whale* 


ADFICE  TO  HORA  CE,    ' 

TO  TAIOE  HIS  ŁEAYB  OP  TRINITY  COŁŁBOB, 
CAMBRIDGE. 

HoRACE,  you  now  ha^e  long  enough 
At  Cambridge  play*d  the  fool : 

Takke  back  your  criticing  stuflT 
To  Epicnrus'  school, 

But,  in  excttse  of  this,  you  '11  say, 

You're  so  unwieldy  grown, 
That,  if  amongst  tbat  herd  you  lay, 

You  scarcely  should  be  known. 

How  mauy  bul[ter*d  crusts  you 've  tost 

Into  your  we^m  so  big, 
That  you^re  morę  like  (at  college  oost) 

A  porpoue  than  a  pąg. 

But  you  from  head  to  fbot  are  bram. 

And  so  from  side  to  side : 
You  measure  ^were  a  circle  drawn) 

No  longer  than  you  *re  wide. 

Tben»  bless  me,  sir,  how  many  craggs 

You*ve  drunk  of  potent  ale ! 
Ko  wonder  if  the  bdly  swaggs 

Thafs  riira]  to  a  tohak. 

E^en  let  the  Fellows  take  the  rest, 

Theyhre  had  a  jolljr  taster: 
But  DO  great  likelihood  to  feast, 

Twixt  Ho^ce  aud  the  master! 


INDIAN  ODE. 

DARCO. 

Casar,  possessM  of  JEgypfs  ąueen. 
And  conąueror  of  her  cbarms, 

Would  envy,  had  he  Darco  seen 
Wben  lock^d  in  Zabra'8  arms. 


ZARRA. 

Should  Mcmnon,  that  famM  Bkck,  reTire, 

Aurora^s  darling  son. 
For  Zabra*8  beart  in  ^'atn  he'd  8trive, 

Where  Darco  reigos  alone. 

DARCO. 

Fresh  mulberries  new-pressM  disclosa 

A  blood  of  purple  hue ; 
And  Zabra's  lips,  like  crimson  rosę, 

Swell  with  a  fragraut  dew. 


The  amoron»  Sm  bas  ki8s'd  his  &ce; 

And,  now  those  beams  are  set, 
A  loveIy  night  assumes  the  place. 

And  tinges  ali  with  jet 

DARCO. 

Darkness  is  mystic  priest  to  love. 

And  does  its  rites  conceal ; 
0'erspread  with  clouds,  sucb  joys  well  pro^e 

As  day  shall  ne*er  reveal. 

ZABRA. 

In  gloom  of  night,  when  Darco*s  eyes 
Are  guides,  what  beart  can  stray  i 

Whoever  views  his  teeth,  desofies 
The  bright  and  milky  way. 

DARCO. 

Thongh  borń  to  nile  fierce  Libya's  sands^ 

That  with  gold*s  lustre  shine, 
With  ease  I  quit  those  hig^  commands 

Whilst  Zabia  thus  is  minę. 

ZABRA. 

Should  I  to  that  blest  world  repair, 
Where  Whites  no  portion  have  ; 

I M  soon,  if  Darco  were  not  tbere» 
Fly  back,  and  be  a  slave.  ' 
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EPIGRAM, 

Who  could  beliere  tbat  a  fine  needle^s  smRit 
Should  from  a  finger  pieroe  a  Tirgin's  heart ; 
That,  firom  an  orifice  so  yery  smali 
The  spirits  and  the  vital  blood  should  iaU? 
Strephon  and  Phaon,  PU  be  judg»d  by  you, 
If  morę  than  this  bas  not  been  found  too  true. 
From  smaller  darts,  much  greater  wounds  arise, 
When  ahot  by  Cynthia*s  or  b^  Laun's  eyea. 


EPIGRAM. 


Sam  Wills  had  view*d  Kate  Bets,  a  smiling  lass  • 
And  for  her  pretty  mouth  admir^d  her  face.  * 

Kate  had  lik'd  Sam,  for  nose  of  Roman  size. 
Not  minding  his  complexion  or  his  eyes. 
They  met— says  Sam,  "  Alas,  to  say  the  truth_ 
I  find  myself  deceiv>d  by  that  smali  moutfa !» 
"  Alas,''  cries  Kate,  "could  any  one  suppose, 
I  could  be  so  deceiv*d  by  such  a  nose! 
But  I  hencefbrth  shall  hoM  this  mazim  jost. 
To  hay^  ejcpeiieaoe  first,  and  then  to  trust!*' 
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TO  MR.  CARTER, 

mWAKD  TO  THB  LORD  CARTJUtBT. 

AccEl^  of  hesUth  from  one,  who,  writing  this, 
Wishes  you  in  the  same  that  now  be  is ; 
Though  to  your  person  he  may  be  unknown, 
His  wishes  are  as  hearty  as  your  own : 
For  Carter's  drink,  when  in  his  nia8ter'8  hand, 
Has  pleaaure  and  good-nature  at  command. ' 
What  thougb  bis  lordship's  lands  are  in  your  trust, 
rrSs  greater  to  his  brenring  to  be  just. 
As  to  that  matter,  no  one  can  find  fault, 
1f  you  supply  him  still  with  well-dried  malt. 
StiU  be  a  senrant  constant  to  afford 
A  liquor  fitting  for  your  generous  lord ; 
Uąuor,  like  bim,  from  sceds  of  wortb  in  ligbt, 
With  sparkling  atoms  still  ascending  bright: 
May  your  accompts  so  with  your  lord  stand  elear. 
And  have  your  reputation  like  your  beer  j 
The  main  p«rfection  of  your  life  pursue, 
In  Marćh,  October,  every  month,  still  brew, 
Aad  get  the  cbaracter  of  '*  Who  but  you?'* 


NERO. 

A  8ATIRB. 

Wb  know  how  ruin  once  did  reigii, 
When  Romę  was  fir'd,  an^  senate  slain; 
The  prince,  with  brother's  gore  imbru*^; 
His  tender  motbci*8  life  pursued; 
How  he  the  carcase,  as  ii  lay, 
Did  without  tear  or  blush  sunrey. 
And  censure  cach  majestic  grace 
That  still  adomed  that  breathless  face : 
Yet  he  with  sword  could  domiheer 
Where  dawning  light  does  first  appear 
From  nys  of  Pboebns ;  and  command 
Through  his  whole  ćourse,  ev'n  to  that  strand 
Where  he,  abhorring  such  a  sight, 
Sinks  in  the  watery  gloom  of  night: 
Yet  be  could  death  andterrour  throw, 
Where  Thutó  starres  in  northeni  snów; 
Where  southem  heats  do  fiercdy  pass 
Cer  burning  sands  that  melt  to  glass. 

Fond  hopes !  could  beight  of  power  assuage 
The  mad  escess  of  Nero^s  ragę? 
Hard  is  the  &te,  when  subjects  find 
The  sword  unjust  to  poison  joinM ! 


AD  AMICUM. 


Primus  ab  AngKacis,  Carolinae  Tyntus*  in  oras, 
Palladias  artes  secum,  cytharam^ue  sonantem 
Attulit;  ast  illi  comites  Pamassido  una 
AdTeniunt,  autorque  vi«  consultis  Apollo : 
Ule  idem  sparsos  lon^  latćque  colonos 
Łegibos  in  coetus  sąuis,  atque  oppida  cogit; 
Hinc  hominum  moUiri  animos,  hlnc  mercibus  optis 
Ci«scere  diyitias  et  surgere  tecta  deorum. 
Talibus  auspiciis  docti?  conduotur  Atbenc, 
Sic  byr^a  ingentem  Didonis  crerit  in  urbem 
Caitfaago  regnm  domitrix ;  sic  aurea  Roma 
Orbe  triumphato  nitidum  caput  intulit  ajftris, 

I  M^orTyate^goYemorofCuoUna* 


ATTBMFTBO  IN  BN6ŁHH. 


Ttntb  was  the  man  who  first,  from  British 
Pallad ian  arts  to  Carolina  borę;  [shMe^ 

His  tuneful  harp  attending  Musen  stmng. 
And  Phocbus'  skill  inspir'd  the  lays  be  sung. 
Strong  towers  and  palaces  tbeir  rise  began, 
And  listenlng  stones  to  sacred  fabrics-ran. 
Just  laws  were  tanght,  and  curious  arts  of  peace. 
And  trade*s  bńsk  current  flow'd  with  wealth^s  in- 
On  such  foundattons  leamed  Athens  rosę;  [crease* 
So  Dido's  thong  did  Carthage  first  enclose : 
So  Romę  was  taught  old  empires  to  subdue, 
As  Tynte  creates  and  govems,  now,  the  nem, 


ULYSSES  AND  TIRESIAS. 

UŁY88BS. 

Tblł  me,  old  prophet,  tell  me  how, 
Estate  when  sunk,  and  pocket  Iow, 
What  subtle  arts,  what  secret  ways^ 
May  the  desponding  fortunę  raise  ? 
You  laugh :  tbus  misery  is  8com'dt 

TIRESIAS. 

Sure  'tis  enongh,  you  are  retom^d 
Home  by  your  wit,  and  view  agaia 
Your  farm  of  Ithac^  and  wife  Peiw 

UŁTSSES. 

Sagę  friend,  whose  word^s  a  law  to  me. 
My  want  and  nakednesa  you  see : 
The  8park»  who  madę  my  wife  such  offisrs, 
Have  left  me  nothin^  in  my  cofiers : 
They  '^e  kilPd  my  ozen,  sheep,  and  geeae^ 
£at  up  my  bacon  and  my  cheese. 
Lineage  and  virtue,  at  this  push, 
Without  tb«  geU,  's  not  worth  a  rush. 

TIRESIAS. 

Why,  not  to  mince  the  matter  morę, 
Y<m  are  arerse  to  being  poor ; 
Tberefore  find  out  some  rich  old  cufil^ 
Thąt  nevęr  thinks  he  bas  enough : 
Have  you  a  swan,  a  turkey-pie, 
With  woodcocks,  thither  let  them  fly^ 
The  first-fniits  of  your  early  spring. 
Not  to  the  gods,  but  to  him  bring. 
Tbough  he  a  foundling  bastaid  be, 
Con?ict  of  fireąueut  perjury ; 
His  hands  with  brothcr*s  blood  imbrued. 
By  justice  for  that  crime  pursued^ 
Never  the  wali,  when  ask'd,  refuae, 
Nor  lose  your  fiiend,  to  saye  your  sŁoea. 

ULYSSES. 

TwiKt  Damas  and  the  kennel  go ! 
Wbich  is  the  filthiest  of  the  two? 
Before  Troy-town  it  was  not  so. 
There  with  the  best  I  u8*d  to  Btrire^ 

TIRESIAS. 

Why,  by  that  means  yon^Il  nerer  thriye. 

ULYSSES. 

It  will  be  very  haid,  that^s  tnie : 
Yet  I  'U  my  generous  mind  tiibdrn. 
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TRAN&LATJON  FROM  TASSO,         \ 

CANTO  III.  ST.  3. 

So  when  bold  mariners,  whom  hopes  of  ore 
Have  urg*d  to  seek  some  unfrequented  shore ; 
The  sea  grown  high,  and  pole  unknown,  do  find 
How  (alse  is  every  wave,  and  treacherous  every 

vind ! 
If  wish'd-fbr  land  somc  happier  sight  descńes, 
Dtstant  huzzas,  saluting  clamours,  rise: 
Kach  sŁrives  to  show  his  matę  th*  approacbing  bay, 
Focgets  past  danger,  and  tbe  tedious  way. 


FROM  HESIOD, 

WaEM  Saturn  rełgn'd  in  Heaven,  his  subjects  here 
Array'd  with  godly  virtuos  did  appcar ; 
Care,  pain,  old  age,  and  gricf,  were  banisb'd  far, 
With  all  tbe  dread  of  lawa  and  doubtfiłl  war: 
But  cbeerful  friendsbip,  mix'd  with  innocence, 
Feasted  ttieir  understanding  and  tbeir  sense ; 
Naturę  abounded  with  unenviod  storę, 
TiiI  their  discretest  wits  could  ask  no  morę ; 
And  when, by  Fatc,  they  came  to  breathe  their  last, 
Dis8olv'd  in  sleep  tbeir  flitting  vital8  pass^d. 
Then  to  much  bappier  niansions  they  reniov*d, 
Tbere  praii*d  their  god,  and  were  by  him  belov'd. 


THAME  AND  ISJS. 

So  the  god  Tbame,  as  througb  som^pond  be  glides, 
Into  tbe  arms  of  wandering  liis  slides : 
His  strengtb,  ber  softness,  in  one  bed  combine. 
And  both  with  bands  inextricable  join. 
Now  no  cenilean  nymph,  or  sea  god,  knows, 
Where  Isis,  or  where  Tbame,  distinctly  flows ; 
Bat  with  a  lasting  cbann  they  blend  their  stream, 
Producin^  one  imperial  rtver — Tbame. 


I  WAKID,  l^ftASINO  THE9B  OUT  OF  A  ORSAM  JN 

THB  MORNIMO. 

Katcrr  a  thousand  ways  complains, 
A  thousand  words  express  ber  pains: 
But  for  ber  laughter  bas  but  three, 
And  fery  smali  ones.  Ha,  ba,  be! 


THE  STUMBLING  BŁOCK. 

FROM,  CŁAUDI AN'B  RUFINCg*. 

TwBtffTT  oonundrams  hare  of  late 

Been  buzzing  in  my  addle  pate. 

If  eartbly  tbings  are  rulM  by  Hea^eo, 

Or  matters  go  at  8ix  and  seyen, 

The  coach  witbout  a  coachman  driven  } 

A  pilot  at  the  hełm  to  guide, 

Or  tbe  ihip  left  to  wind  and  tide  ł 

A  great  first  cause  to  be  ador^d, 

Or  wbetber  alPs  a  lottery-boaid? 

f  See  a  sąrious  trmiulatioDy  abo^e,  p.  ]M7. 


For  when,  in  Wewing  Natare'8  iace, 

1  spy  so  regular  a  grace ! 

So  jast  a  symmetry  of  features, 

Frotn  Stern  to  stern,  in  aU  ber  creatnres  ! 

When  on  the  boistrous  sea  I  think, 

How  *tis  confin'd  like  any  sink ! 

HoW  siimmer,  wintcr,  spring,  aud  fali, 

Dance  round  in  so  exact  a  bawi! 

How,  like  a  chequer,  day  and  nigbt, 

One's  mark'd  with  black,  and  one  with  whitć! 

stuoth  I,  "  I  keu  it  well  firom  hence, 
There'8  a  presiding  influence! 
Which  wón't  permit  the  rambling  stara 
To  fali  together  by  the  ears : 
Which  orders  still  the  proper  season 
For  hay  and  oats,  and  beans  and  peasen : 
Which  trims  the  Sun  with  its  own  beams  ; 
Wbilst  ibe  Moon  ticks  for  her^s,  it  seems. 
And,  as  ashamM  of  the  disgrace, 
Unmasks  but  seldom  all  her  face : 
Which  bounds  the  ocean  witfain  banks. 
To  binder  all  its  mad-cap  pranks: 
Whitih  doe8  the  globe  to  an  azle  fit, 
Like  wheel  to  nave,  or  joint  to  spit ! 
"  But  then  again !  How  can  it  be 
Wbilst  such  vast  tracks  of  carth  we  see 
0*er-nui  by  barbarous  tyranny ! 
Vile  sycophauts  in  clover  bie88*d ; 
Wbilst  patriots  with  duke  Humphry  feast, 
Brow^beaten,  buUiod,  and  oppres8*d! 
Pimps  rais^d  to  bonour,  riches,  nile  j 
Wbilst  be,  who  seems  to  be  a  tool, 
Ib  tbe  priesfs  knave,  the  placeinan's  fool  !** 

This  whimsical  phaenomenon, 
Confounding  all  my  pro  aud  eon, 
Bambuozles  the  account  again. 

And  draws  me  nolens  volens  in, 

Like  a  pressM  soldier,  to  espouie 
The  sceptic's  bypothctic  cause : 

Who  Kent  wili  to  a  codling  lay  us, 

That  cross-or-pile  refin^d  the  chaos; 

That  jovial  atoms  once  did  dance,     ^ 

And  lbrm*d  this  merry  orb  by  chance. 

No  art  or  skill  were  takeu  up. 

But  all  fell  out  as  round  as  boop! 

A  vatuum  *s  another  maxim; 

Where,  be  brags,  experience  backs  bim  \ 

Denying  that  all  space  is  fuli, 

Frorn  inside  of  a  Tory's  skuli. 

As  to  a  deity;  his  teuet 

Swears  by  it,  tbere  is  nothing  in  it ; 

Elsę  'tis  too  busy,  or  too  idle, 

With  our  poor  bagatelles  to  meddle. 
Anna  *s  a  curb  to  lawless  Louis, 

Which  as  illustrious  as  tru ;  is; 

Her  victories  o^er  despotic  right, 

That  pa88ive  non-resisting  bite, 

Have  brougfat  this  mystery  to  ligbt: 

Have  lairly  madę  the  riddle  out. 

And  answei^d  all  the  squeamish  doabt| 

Have  clear^d  tbe  regency  on  high, 

From  ercry  presumptuous  why. 
No  morę  I  boggle  as  before, 

But  with  fuli  confidence  adore; 

Plain,  as  nose  on  face,  expoaDding 

All  this  intricate  dumb-fioanding; 

Which  to  tbe  mean*8t  conception  is, 

As  followeth  hereunder,  riz. 
"  Tyrants  mount  but  like  a  meteor. 
To  make  tbeir  b«Mlloqg  fidl  the  grńter.** 
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THE  GARDEN  PLOT.    1109. 

Wheii  NaboUi'8  Tinejrard  look*d  so  fine, 

The  king  cried  out,  "  Would  this  wcre  minę!'' 

And  yet  no  reasod  coold  pr«?ail. 

To  bring  the  ownen  to  a  ^le ; 

Jezabel  sanr,  with  haughty  pride, 

How  Ahab  griev»d  to  be  dlćnied: 

And  tbofi  accosted  him  with  scom, 

*'  Shall  Nabotb  make  a  monarch  mourn  ? 

A  king,  and  weep !  The  ground  's  your  own : 

I  Ml  vest  the  garden  in  the  crown*" 

With  that  she  hateh'd  a  plot,  and  madę 

Poor  Naboth  answer  with  his  head.       % 

And  when  his  harmless  Uood  was  spilt,    * 

The  ground  became  the  forfeit  of  his  guilt. 

Poor  Hall,  renownM  for  comely  bair, 
Wbose  hands  perhaps  were  not  so  ftur, 
Yet  had  s*  Jezabel  as  near. 
Hall,  of  smali  scripture-conyersation, 
Yet  howe^er  Hungerfbrd'8  ąuotation. 
By  some  sti^nge  accident  had  got 
The  story  of  Łfais  garden  plot^ 
Wiseły  foiesaw  be  might  bave  reason 
To  dread  a  modem  bill  of  treason, 
If  Jezabel  sbould  please  to  waut 
His  smali  addition  to  ber  grant ; 
Therefore  re9o]v'd  in  humble  sort 
To  begin  flrst,  and  make  his  court; 
And,  seeing  nothing  else  would  do, 
Oaye  a  third  part,  to  saTe  the  other  twa  . 


EPISTLE   TO  ME.  GODDAED'-, 

WRITTBH  BT  DR.  KIWO, 

IN  THE  CHARACTBR  OF  THE  REYIEW. 

To  Windsor  Canon,  bis  well-chosen  firiend, 
The  jnst  Re^iew  does  kindest  greeting  send, 
1  *we  found  the  man  by  Nature'8  gift  designM 
To  please  my  ear  and  captiirate  my  mind. 
By  sympathy  the  eager  passioas  move, 
Aiid  strike  my  soul  with  wonder  and  with  loTe ! 
Happy  that  place,  wbere  much  less  care  is  had 
To  i«Te  the  Tirtnous,  than  protect  the  bad  ; 

'  Taken  from  an  admirable  banter  of  onr  au- 
thoT^s,  entituled,  Two  Friendly  Letters  Arom  ho- 
neat  Tom  Boggy,  to  the  rer,  Mr.  Goddard,  Canon 
of  Windsor,  Tery  proper  to  be  tacked  to  the 
canon'B  sermon;  first  printed  in  8vo,  1710.  This 
aermon  (ftill  of  high  treasoji  against  high-churefa, 
bereditary  right,  and  Sache^erell)  was  entituled, 
Tbe  Guilt,  Mischief,  and  Aggrayation  of  Censure^ 
let  forth  in  a  Sennon  preacbed  in  St  6eorge's 
Chapel  within  ber  Mąiesty'8  Castle  of  Windsor, 
on  Sunday  tbe  25th  of  June,  1710.  By  Thomas 
Goddard,  A.  M.  Canon  of  Windsor.  London, 
printiid  for  B.  liutot,  ;710.— Mr.  Goddard  was 


Wbere  pastors  must  their  stubbom  ilock  obey, 
Or  that  be  tfaougbt  a  scandal  which  they  say : 
For,  sbould  a  sin,  by  some  grand  soul  belov*d, 
Chance  with  an  aukward  zeal  to  be  reproT>dy 
And  tender  conscience  meet  the  fetal  curse, 
Of  h^rdening  by  reproof,  and  growing  worse : 
Wben  things  to  such  estremtties  are  brougbt, 
Tis  not  tbe  sinner*s,  but  the  Łeacher'8,  &ult. 
With  great  men*s  wickedness,  then,  rest  content. 
And  głve  them  their  own  leisure  to  repent ; 
Wbilst  their  own  head-strong  will  alone  must  curb 

them. 
And  nothing  vex,  or  yenture  to  disturb  them, 
I^st  they  sbould  lose  their  fevour  in  the  court. 
And  no  one  but  themaeWes  \ie  sorry  for  *t. 
Were  I  in  panegyric  vers'd  like  you, 
Pd  bring  whole  oflerings  to  your  merit  due. 
You'irc  gain'd  the  oonquest;  and  Ffreely  own, 
Dissenters  may  by  churchmen  be  out-done. 
Though  once  we  seem'd  to  be  at  such  a  distance, 
Yet  both  concentre  in  diTine  resistance : 
Both  teach  what  kings  must  do  when  subjects  fight. 
And  both  dlsclaim  hereditary  right 
By  Jove>s  coinmand,  two  eagles  took  their  fltght. 
One  from  the  east,  the  source  of  infant  light, 
The  other  from  the  west,  that  bed  of  night. 
The  birds  of  thunder  both  at  Delphi  meet, 
The  centrę  of  the  worid,  and  Wisdom^s  seat. 
So,  by  a  power  not  decant  here  to  iiame. 
To  one  &ct  point  our  yarious  notions  came, 
Your  tboughts  from  Ozfoid  and  from  Windsor 

ilew,  [Review<. 

Wliilst  shop  and  meeting-house  breugbt  forth 
Your  brains  fierce  eloquence  and  logie  tried. 
My  humbler  strain  choice  socks  and  stockinga 
Yet  in  our  common  principles  we  meet,     [cried  > 
Yoo  sinking  from  the  head,  I  rising  from  the  feet. 

Purdon  a  hasty  Muse,  ambitious  grown, 
T*  extoł «  merit  far  beyond  bis  own. 
For,  though  a  moderate  painter  can*t  command 
The  stroke  of  Titian>8  or  of  RaphaePs  band: 
Yet  their  transcendent  works  his  lancy  raise ; 
And  there  's  some  skill  in  knowing  what  to  pAise. 

inatalled  canon  May  26, 1707,  and  was  alao  rector 
of  SL  Bannet  Finch,  London.  He  pubUshed  a 
30th  of  January  sermon,  in  4to,  1703;  and  The 
Mercy  of  God  to  this  Churcb  and  Kiogdom,  ex- 
emplifled  in  the  sereral  Instances  of  it,  from  the 
Beginning  of  the  Reformation  down  to  the  present 
Time.  A  Sennon  preacbed  in  St.  George's  Cbapel 
at  Windsor,  on  Tuesday  the  7th  of  Kovember, 
the  Day  of  Thanksgiving,  1710,  8vo.  They  were 
all  reprinted  in  1715,  with  three  others,  under 
tbe  title  of  Siz  Sermons  on  seTcral  Occasions. 

8vo.  iv: 

^  A  well-known  political  paper  by  De  Foe,  in 
which  Mr.  Goddard'8  sermon  was  immodeiately 
commended.  See  a  long  account  of  this  writer. 
and  of  Ridpath  and  Tutchiu  his  astocintes,  in  the 
Supplement  to  Swift    N. 
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THE 


LIFE  OF  SPRAT. 


BT  DR.  JOHNSON. 


Thomas  Sprat  was  boni  m  1636,  at  Tallaton  m  Deyonshire,  tbe  son  of  a  clergy« 
man;  and  havmg  been  educated,  as  he  tdls  of  hiiAself,  not  at  Westminster  or  EJtim, 
but  at  a  little  school  by  the  church-yard  side,  became  a  commoner  df  Wadham  College 
in  Oxford  in  1651 ;  and,  being  chosen  scholar  next  year,  proceeded  through  the  usual 
academical  courae;  and,  in  l65r>  became  master  of  arts.  He  obtained  a  fellowship, 
tuid  commenced  poet. 

In  1659,  hia  poem  on  the  death  of  Olhrer  was  published,  with  those  of  Diy^  and 
Waller.  ^n  his  dedication  to  Dr.  Willuns,  he  appears  a  very  wiliing  and  lib<^  enco- 
miast,  both  of  the  liYing  and  the  dead.  He  impiores  his  patron's  exciise  of  his  yerses^ 
both  as  falling  *'  so  infinitely  below  the  fiill  and  sublime  genius  of  that  excelleiit  poet 
who  madę  thb  way  of  wiiting  free  of  our  nation«"  and  being  '<  so  little  equal  and  pro« 
portioned  to  the  renown  of  a  prince  on  whom  they  were  written ;  such  great  actions 
and  lives  desenring  to  be  the  snbject  of  the  noblest  pens  and  most  divine  phansies.^ 
He  proceeds:  "  Having  so  long  experienGed  your  care  and  indulgenoe^  and  been  formed, 
as  it  were,  by  your  own  hands,  not  to  entitle  you  to  any  thmg  which  my  meanness  pitH 
duces  wouid  be  not  only  mjustiee,  but  sacrilege/' 

He  published,  the  same  year,  a  poem  <m  the  Plague  of  Athens ;  a  subject  of  which  it 
is  not  easy  to  say  what  could  recommend  it  To  tfaese  he  added  aflerwards  a  poem  on 
lir.  Cowle/s  death. 

After  the  Restoration  he  took  orders,  and  by  Cowley^s  reoommendation  was  madę 
4*bap)ftm  to  the  duke  of  Buckingham,  whom  he  is  said  to  have  helped  in  writing  the 
Rehearsal.     He  was  likewise  chaplain  to  the  king. 

As  he  was  the  favourite  of  Wilkins,  at  whose  house  began  those  philosophical  oon- 
ferenoes  and  inquiries  which  m  time  produced  the  Royal  Society,  he  was  conseguently 
engaged  in  the  same  studies,  and  became  one  of  the  fellows;  and  when,  after  their  in- 
corporation,  something  seemed  necessary  to  reconcile  the  public  to  the  new  mstitution, 
'he  undertook  to  write  its  histoiy,  which  he  published  in  16^7.  This  is  one  of  the  few 
books  which  selection  of  sentiment  and  elegance  of  diction  bave  been  able  to  preserv^ 
'^ugh  written  upon  asuŁgect  flux  and  tranaitoiy.    The  History  of  the  Royal 
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is  now  read,  not  \vith  the  wish  to  koow  what  they  were  then  doing,  but  how  tbeir 
Transactions  are  exhibited  by  Sprat. 

In  the  next  year  he  published  Observation8  on  Sorbiere*8  Voyage  into  England,  in  a 
Letter  to  Mr.  Wren.  This  is  a  work  not  ill  performed;  bot  perhaps  rewarded  with  at 
least  its  fuli  proportion  of  praise. 

In  1668,  he  published  Cowley's  Latin  poems,  and  prefixed  in  Latin  the  lifie  of  tbe 
author;  which  he  aflerwards  ampliiied,  and  placed  before  Cowley*s  Eoglisb  works, 
which  were  by  will  committed  to  liis  care. 

Ecelesiastical  benefices  now  fell  fast  upon  bim.  In  1668,  he  ^became  a  prebendary 
of  Westminster,  and  had  afterwards  the  churdi  of  St.  Margaret,  adjoining  to  the  Abbey. 
He  was,  in  168O,  madę  canon  of  Windsor;  in  1683^  dean  of  Westminster;  and,  ia 
l684,  bishop  of  Rochester. 

The  court  having  thus  a  claim  to  his  diligence  and  gratitude,  he  was  reąuired  tó 
write  the  history  of  the  Ryę-house  Plot;  and,  in  1()85,  published  A  true  Account 
and  Declaration  of  the  horrid  Conspiracy  against  the  late  King,  his  present  Majesty, 
and  the  present  Govemment ;  a  performance  which  he  thought  convenient,  after  tlie 
Revolution,  to  extenuate  and  excuse. 

The  same  year,  jbeiug  clerk  of  the  closet  to  tlie  king^  he  was  madę  dean  of  tfać 
ehapel-royal ;  aud,  the  year  afterwards,  received  the  last  proof  of  his  master's  eon- 
fidence,  by  being  appointcd  one  of  the  commissioners  for  ecelesiastical  afiairs.  On  the 
critical  day  when  the  Declaration  distinguislied  the  true  sons  of  the  church  of  England, 
he  stood  neuter,  and  permitted  it  to  be  read  at  Westminster ;  but  pressed  nonę  to  ^ 
violate  his .  conscience ;  and,  when  the  bishop  of  London  was  brooght  before  them^ 
gave  liis  voice  in  hb  favour. 

Thi|s  far  he  suffered  interest  or  obedience  to  cairy  him ;  but  further  he  refused  to 
go.  When  he  found  that  the  powers  of  the  ecelesiastical  commission  were  to  be  eiercised 
against  those  who  had  refused  the  declaration,  he  wrote  to  the  lords,  aud  other  com- 
missioners, a  formal  profession  of  his  unwillingiiess  to  exercise  that  authority  any  longer, 
and  withdrew  himself  from  tliem.  After  they  had  read  his  letter,  they  ac^óumed  for 
aix  months,  and  scarcely  ever  met  afterwards. 

When  king  James  was  frighted  away,  and  a  new  govemment  was  to  be  settled,  Sprat 
was  one  of  those  who  considered,  in  a  conference,  the  great  question,  Whetlier  the 
crown  was  vacant  ?  and  manfuUy  spoke  in  &vour  of  his  old  master. 

He  complied,  however,  with  the  new  establishment,  and  was  left  unmolested ;  but, 
in  1692,  a  strange  attack  was  mąde  upon  him  by  oqe  Robert  Young  and  Stepliep 
Blackhead,  both  men  convicted  of  infamous  crimes,  and  both,  when  the  scheme  was  iaid, 
prisoners  in  Newgate.  These  men  drew  up  an  Association,  in  which  they  whose  names 
were  subscribed  declared  tlieir  resolution  to  restore  king  James,  to  seize  the  princess  of 
Orange  dead  or  alive,  and  to  be  ready  with  thirty  thousand  men  to  meet  king  James 
when  he  should  land.  To  this  they  put  the  names  of  Sancroft,  Sprat,  Marlborough, 
Salisbury,  and  others.  The  copy  of  Dr.  Spraf  s  name  was  obtained  by  a  6ctitious  re- 
quest,  to  which  an  answer  in  his  own  hand  was  desired.  His  band  was  copied  so  well, 
that  he  confessed  it  raight  have  deceived  himself.  Blackhead,  who  had  carried  the 
letter,  being  sent  again  with  a  plausible  message,  was  very  curious  to  see  the  house, 
and  particularly  importunate  to  be  let  into  tlie  study ;  where,  as  is  supposed,  he  de- 
signed  to  leave  the  Association.  This,  however,  was  denied  him ;  and  he  dropped  it  in 
a  flower-pot  in  the  parlour. 
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Young  now  bid  an  informatioB  before  the  privy  council ;  and  May  7.  l692,  Uie 
biahop  was  arrested,  and  kept  at  a  messenger'*  under  a  strict  guard  eleven  days.  His 
houae  was  seardied,  and  directkms  were  given  that  the  flower-pots  should  be  mscected. 
The  messengcrt,  however,  missed  the  room  in  whkh  the  paper  was  left.  Blackhead 
went  therefore  a  third  timc;  and  finding  his  paper  where  he  had  left  rt,  brought  rt 

"^e  bishop,  haying  been  cniaiged.  ^^  <«  J»"«  *«  ^^  '^  ^3*'  «"""«^  "8?™ 
befoie  the  prfvy  councU,  and  confronted  with  his  accusers,  Young  penisted,  with 
the  most  obduiate  impudence.  against  the  strongest  evidence;  but  the  r^lutton  of 
Blackhead  by  degrees  gaye  way.  Theie  remained  at  last  no  doubt  of  the  b«hop  s  m- 
nocencc,  wbo.  with  great  pradence  and  dUigence.  traced  the  progress,  and  detected 
the  characters  of  the  two  informers,  and  published  an  account  of  h»  own  examn«bon 
and  delireiance ;  wbich  madę  such  an  unpression  upon  hmi,  that  he  commemorated  it 
throudi  life  by  an  yeariy  day  of  thank^mg. 

WiUi  what  hope;  or  what  mtewst.  the  yiUains  had  contnved  an  accusaUon,  which 
the,  most  know  themseWes  utterly  unablc  to  prove.  was  never  d«^vered. 

Lter  this.  he  passed  his  days  m  the  quiet  exera8e  of  h»  fanction  When  Ae 
cause  of  SacheveieU  put  the  public  m  commotion,  he  honejdy  appean^  among  the 
fricnds  of  the  chuich.    He  lived  to  his  seventy-nmłh  year,  and  died  May  20,  1J13. 

B«™et  fa  not  yery  fevourable  to  hb  memory ;  but  he  and  Bumet  we«.  old  r^ 
On  some  pubUc  ocLion  they  both  pteached  before  the  House  of  Commons.  There 
p^^bthosedaysanmdecentcustom:  when  the  pn«cher  touched  any  ftvonnte 
Sol  a  manner  that  delighted  his  audience  their  W^b.^- was^j^^. 
loud  hum  continued  in  proportion  to  theu-  «eal  or  pleasure.  When  B*net  preached. 
^  of  to^^i^tion  huled  so  loudly  and  «>  long.  thathe  «t  down  to  e|«oy  .t. 
IS  rubSd^^  with  his  handkeidrief.  When  Sprat  preached.  he  hkew«  waa 
^lirSlh  tht^rlnating  hum;  but  he  st«tched  out  his  band  to  the  cong^ga- 

"~^jr;;7rmy^vri/sjr»  ^d  ^,  .^^.^^  ^^r^^ 

^1S::t?l!rS:SL2ir.rrema*ablefor  s^Ution^  '^^S'^.^^'^^^^ 
BurTLd  the  tbiUsof  the  house;  Sprat  had  no  thanks,  but  a  good  hvmgfromthe 
kiiiK,  which,  he  said,  was  of  as  much  value  as  the  thanks  of  the  commons 

The  works  of  Spńt.  besides  his  few  poem^  are,  The  History  of  the  Royal  So«ety. 
TlTSfr^Cowley.  ^e  Answer  to  Sorbie«.  T1.e  History  of  the  Rye-house-Piot,  Th. 
Itelatioo  of  his  own  Ex«mination,  and  a  Tolume  of  Sermons.    I  have  h^  't  ol«en;ed 
^A^t  jurtness,  that  eve,y  book  is  of  a  diferent  kmd,  and  that  each  has  .t,  dutmct 

and  characteristical  excelleiice.  .  ,         i 

My  J^  i.  only  with  his  poems.  He  considered  Cowley  as  a  model ;  and  sap- 
piS  S^  he  wJ  imitated,  'p^fecrion  was  approached  Nothmg,  the«fore.  bu^ 
?SricuUywastobeexpected.    There  is  m  hb  few  p«KluctH«s  no  want  ot  such 

^U  as  l^thought  exceUent ;  and  of  those  our  judgment  may  be  setó^  Vy  the 
SSt  appear. m  L  praise  of  CromweU,  wheie  he  says,  that  CromweU.  "  fiune,  hk» 

man,  will  gnm  white  as  it  grows  old." 


TO   THE  REYERBND 


DOCTOR    WILKINS, 


WARDEN  OF  WĄDHAM  COLLEGE  IN  OXFORa 


SIR, 


OEEING  you  are  pleased  to  think  fit  that  these  papers  sboald  come  into  the 
pablic,  wfaich  were  at  first  designed  to  live  only  in  a  desk,  or  some  privale 
friend^s  faands ;  I  humbly  take  the  boldness  to  commit  them  to  the  security 
which  your  name  and  protection*wiIl  give  them  with  the  most  knowing  part 
of  the  world.  There  are  two  things  especially  in  which  they  stand  in  need  of 
your  defence :  one  13,  that  they  fali  so  infinitely  below  the  fuli  and  lofty  genius 
of  that  excelient  poet,  who  madę  this  way  of  writing  frce  of  our  nation :  the 
other,  that  they  are  so  little  proportioned  and  eqnal  to  the  renown  of  that 
prince  on  whom  they  were  written.  Such  great  actions  and  lires  deserving 
rather  to  be  the  subjects  of  the  noblest  pens  and  divine  fancies,  tban  of  such 
smali  beginners  and  weak  essayers  in  poetry  as  myself.  Against  these  dan- 
gerous  prejudicesy  there  remains  no  other  shield,  than  the  universal  esteem 
and  autbority  which  your  judgment  and  approbation  carries  with  it.  The 
right  you  have  to  them,  sir,  is  not  only  on  the  account  of  the  relationyou  had 
to  this  grcat  person,  nor  of  the  generał  favour  which  all  arts  receive  from  you ; 
but  morę  particularly  by  reason  of  that  obligation  and  zeal  with  which  I  am 
bound  to  dedicate  myself  to  your  seryice :  for,  hav]Mg  been  a  long  time  the  ob- 
ject  of  your  care  and  indulgence  towards  the  adyantage  of  my  studies  and 
fortunę,  having  been  moulded  as  it  were  by  your  own  hands,  and  formed  un- 
der  your  goyernment,  not  to  entitle  you  to  any  thing  which  my  meanness  pro- 
duces,  would  not  only  be  injustice,  but  sacrilege :  so  that  if  there  be  any  thing 
here  tdlerably  said,  which  deserves  pardon,  it  is  yours,  sir,  as  well  as  he,  who  Is, 

your  most  deyoted,. 

and  obliged  seryant, 

THO.  SPRAT, 


di6 
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So  whibit  bat  prtTate  walls  did  know 

What  we  to  such  a  mighty  mind  shoald  owe, 

Theo  the  same  virtues  did  appear, 
Thoiigh  in  a  less  and  morę  contracted  sphere, 
As  fuily  though  Dot  as  largc  as  sińce  they  were: 

And  like  great  riyere'  fountains,  tłiough 

At  first  so  deep  thoa  di-Jst  not  go: 
Though  then  thine  was  not  so  enlaigM  a  flood; 
Yet  when  twas  little,  'twas  as  elear,  as  good. 

Tis  tnie  thon  was  not  bom  unto  a  crown, 
Thy  sr€ptre»s  not  thy  father*s,  but  thy  own: 
Thy  purpłe  was  not  madę  at  ouce  in  hastę, 
But  after  many  other  colours  past, 
It  took  th*^  deepest  princeły  dye  at  latt. 
Thou  didst  begin  with  Wsshr  cares, 
And  pńTate  thougfats  took  up  thy  priyate  years : 
Those  hands  which  Fere  ordain^d  by  Fates 
To  change  the  world  and  alter  states, 
Practis^d  at  first  that  vast  design  . 
On  meaner  Łhings  with  equal  mienT 
That  souly  which  should  so  many  sceptres  sway, 
To  wbom  80  many  kingdoms  should  obey, 
Iiearn*d  first  to  nile  iu  a  domestic  way : 
So  gorernment  itself  began 

From  iamily,  and  single  man,    , 
Was  by  the  smali  relation  first 

Of  husband  and  of  father  nursM, 
And  from  those  less  bepnnings  past. 
To  spread  itself  o'er  all  the  world  at  last. 

Bat  when  thy  conatry  (then  almoct  enthiallM) 
Thy  virtue  and  thy  courage  calPd; 

When  England  did  thy  arros  entreat. 
And *t  had  been  sin  in  thee  not  to  be  great: 

When  every  stream,  and  every  fiood. 
Was  a  tnie  vein  of  earth,  and  run  with  Uood: 

When  unusM  arms,  aad  unknown  war, 

FiłPd  every  place,  and  every  ear; 
When  the  great  storms  and  dismal  night 

Did  all  the  land  affright; 
'Twas  time  for  thee  to  bring  forth  all  our  light 
'     Thou  left*8t  thy  tnore  ddightAil  peaoe, 

Thy  priTate  life  and  better  ease; 
Then  down  thy  stpel  and  anaour  took, 
Wishing  that  it  still  hung  upon  the  hook: 
When  Death  had  got  a  laiige  commission  ool,   ' 
Throwing  the  arrows  and  ber  sting  abgutj 
Then  thou  (as  once  the  healing  aerpent  rotę) 

Wast  lifted  ap,  not  for  tbyself  but  us. 

Thy  country  wo«nded  was,  and  stek,  before 
Thy  wars  and  ąrms  did  ber  restore : 
Thou  know*st  wherc  the  disease  did  lie. 
And,  like  the  cure  of  sympathy, 
The  strong  aud  oertarn  reniedy 
Unto  the  weapoii  didst  apply; 

Thou  didst  not  draw  the  sword,  «nd  io 
A  way  tbe  seabbard  throw, 
As  if  thy  country  8hou'd 
Be  the  inheritance  of  Mars  and  Uood ; 

Bat  thsft,  when  the  great  work  was  spun,  9 

War  in  itself  shoald  be  undone : 

That  peace  mtght  land  again  opon  the  8hore« 
Richer  and  better  than  before:      ' 
The  huiS»ndmen  no  steel  shall  know, 
Kone  but  the  asefal  Iron  of  the  plough ; 
That  bays  mtght  creep  on  erery  spear:  ^ 
And  though  our  sky  was  oyenprftad 
With  a  dostructłve  red, 

•Twai  but  tiH  thou  tmrSimdidatiiilWHąglifcippcar. 


When  Ajaz  dy'd,  the  puiple  blood, 

That  from  his  gaping  woand  had  flowM, 
Tum^d  into  letter,  erery-leaf    - 
Had  on  it  wrote  his  epitaph : 

So  from  th«t  crimson  flood, 

Which  thou  by  fiite  of  times  wert  led 
UnwiUingly  to  sbed, 

Letters  and  leaming  rosę,  and  arts  mae^dz 
Thou  fought*st,  not  out  of  envy,  hope,  or  hste. 

But  to  refine  the  church  and  state ; 

And  like  the  Romans,  whate^er  thoa 

In  the  field  of  Mars  didst  mow. 
Was,  that  a  holy  island  hence  migbt  grov« 
Thy  wars,  as  rivers  raised  by  a  shower» 
Which  welcome  eloods  do  pour, 
Though  they  at  first  may  seem 
To  carry  all  away  with  an  enraged  stream  ; 

Yet  did  not  happen  that  they  might  ótottaeoj, 

Or  the  better  parts  annoy. 

But  all  the  filthand  mud  fo  scoui» 

And  leave  behind  another  slime. 
To  give  a  birth  to  a  morę  happy  power. 

In  fields  unconąuer^d,  and  so  well 

Thou  didst  in  battles  and  in  arms  eYcel^ 

That  steely  arros  themselTes  might  be 

Wora  out  in  wac  as  soon  as  thee^ 
Success  so  close  uiK>n  thy  troops  did  wait, 
As  if  thou  first  hadst  conąuer^d  Fate; 

As  if  uncertain  Yictory 

Had  been  first  o'ercome  by  thee; 
As  if  her  wings  were  clipt,  and  could  not  flee: 

Whiist  thou  didst  only  serve, 
Before  thou  hadst  what  first  thou  didst 

Others  by.  thee  dki  great  tbings  do, 
Triumpb^dst  thyself,  and  mad*st  them 

Though  they  above  thee  did  appear, 
As  yet  iu  a  morę  large  and  higher  sphere : 
Thou,  the  gteat  Sun,  gav*st  light  to  CYery 

Thyself  an  army  wert  alone. 

And  mighty  troops  co&tain'd  in  one. 
Thy  only  sword  did  guard  the  land, 
Like  that  which,  flaming  in  tbe  Angeles  hand, 

From  men  God^s  garden  did  defend ; 

But  yet  thy  sword  did  morę  than  his, 
Notcoly  guanied,  butdid  make  this  landaParadiae 

Thou  fought*Bt  not  to  be  high  or  great. 

Nor  for  a  sceptre  or  a  crown, 

Or  ermin,  purple,  or  the  throne; 
But,  as  the  zestal  beat, 
Thy  fire  was  kindled  from  aboTe  alone ; 

Religion,  putting  on  thy  shield, 

Brought  thee  rictorioas  to  the  field. 
Thy  arms,  like  those  which  andent  heroea  'wore, 

Were  gl^en  by  the  Oed  thoa  didst  adore  : 

And  al^  the  swords  thy  aimies  haid, 

Were  on  an  heavenly  anvil  madę  ; 
Not  interest,  or  fmy  weak  deatre 
Of  rule  or  empire,  did  thy  miad  hnpirat 

Thy  valour,  like  the  holy  fire, 

Which*did  before  the  Persion  armiee  go» 
UyM  in  the  camp,  and  yet  was  sacred  tao  s 

Thy  mighty  swotd  anticipates 
What  was  designM  by  HeaveR  and  thoaebleat  fieats, 
And  makes  tbe  church  triumphant  hae  below. 

Though  Fortune  did  hang  oa  iby  swoid. 
And  did  obey  thy  mighty  word ; 
Tbough  Fortttae,  for  thy  side  and  tb^ 
Forgot  ber  lov*d  iocoMtaBcy : 
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Amidst  thy  anns  and  trophies  thou 

WeK  Taltuit  and  gentłe  too; 

Woundedst  thyself,  when  thou  didst  kill  thy  fbe. 
Łike  Steel,  whea  it  much  work  has  fiast, 
Thatvhich  wasiough  does  shine  atlast, 
Thyanns  by  being  ofbener  us^ddid  smocther  grow. 

Mor  did  thy  battles  makethee  proud  or  high» 
Thy  ooaąuest  raiB*d  the  state,  not  thee: 
Thou  overcam*ai  thy  self  in  eyery  victoiy. 
As  when  the  Son  in  a  directer  linę 
Ujpon  a  polMh'd  goftden  shield  dotfa  riune, 

The  thield  reflects  unto  the  Sun  again  his  Itght: 

ft>  when  the  Hearens  smiPd  on  thee  in  fight; 
When  thy  propitious  God  hath  lent 
SaooesB  ud  Tietory  to  thy  tent ; 

Tb  Heaven  again  the  victory  was  senU 

En^and,  till  thou  didst  coYne, 

ConfinHl  her  va]our  borne ; 
Then  oar  own  rocks  dtd  stand 
Bonnds  to  onr  famę  as  well  as  land. 

And  were  to  us  as  well 

As  to  OUT  enemies  unpassable! 
We  were  ashamHi  at  what  we  read, 
And  UoshM  at  what  onr  iathers  did, 
Becanse  we  came  so  (kr  behind  the  dcad. 
The  British  lion  hung  his  mane,  and  droop^d. 
To  ilayery  and  burthen  stoop'd, 
With  a  d^enerate  skep  and  fear 

Łay  in  his  den  and  languish'd  there; 
At  wbose  least  ?oice  before, 

A  trembling  echo  ran  through  every  shore. 
And  shook  the  worid  at  every  roar : 

Thou  his  subdued  courage  didst  lestore, 
Sharpen^d  his  claws,  and  from  his  eyea 

Mad'8t  the  same  dreadful  lightning  rise; 

Had'stbim  again  affirightthen^ghbouriagfloedi. 
Bis  migbty  thnnder  sounds  throu^  all  the  woods:^ 

Thou  hast  our  military  £une  redeem^d, 
I       Which  was  lost,  or  clouded  seem'd : 
i   May,  morę,  HttTen  did  by  thee  bestow 
|Onns,  at  onoe  an  iron  age  ud  happy  too. 

^1  tbon  oommand^st,  that  aznre  chain  of  wayes, 
Which  Naturę  ronnd  about  us  sent. 

Madę  us  to  every  pirate  slares. 
Was  imtber  burthen  than  an  ornament ;> 
Those  fteMs  of  sea,  that  wash*d  our  shores, 
WeiepkmghM  and  reap*d  by  other  hands  than  oun : 
To  us  the  liquid  mass, 
Wbicb  doth  about  os  run, 
AsitistotheSnn, 
Oniy  a  bed  to  sleep  on  was: 
Aad  Dot  as  now  a  poweifAl  thnme. 
To  sfaake  and  sway  the  wotU  tiiereon. 
iOsr  princes  in  their  hand  a  globe  did  show^ 
Bot  not  a  peiiiect  one, 
Conpos^d  of  earth  and  water  too. 
But  tby  commands  the  lloodB  obey*d, 
TiMm  ail  the  wildemess  of  water  sway^d : 
Thou  didst  not  only  wed  the  sea, 
Not  amke  her  equal,  but  a  slare  to  thattp 
Ustane  hhmelf  did  bear  thy  y  oke, 

SlDOp^l,  and  trembled  at  thy  stroke : 
I      H«  that  niled  afl  tiie  main, 

Acknowledg^d  thee  Us  sotereign: 
And  now  the  cooqiier*d  sea  dotii  pay 
Ibre  trSNite  lo  thy  Thametfhsn  that  unto  the  na. 


And  as  the  earth,  our  land  producM 
Iron  and  steel,  which  should  to  tear  ounafelvesbe  usM : 
Our  strengtb  witbin  itself  did  break, 
like  thundering  cannons  crack, 
And  lulPd  those  that  were  near, 
While  th*  enemies  secure  and  untouch'd  were. 
But  now  our  trumpets  thou  hast  madę  tosound 
Against  their  enemies  walls  in  foreign  ground; 
And  yet  no  echo  back  to  us  retuming  found. 
'     England  is  now  the  happy  peaceful  isle, 
And  all  the  worid  the  while 
Is  exercising  arms  and  wars 
With  fbreign  or  intestine  jars. 
The  torch  extingu]sh'd  here,  we  lent  to  others  oil* 
We  giire  to  all,  yet  know  oorselres  no  fear; 
We  reach  the  flame  of  min  and  of  death, 
Where^er  we  please  our  swords  t'  unsheatb, 
Whilst  we  in  calm  and  temperate  ręgions  bieatha: 
Uke  to  the  Sun,  whose  heat  is  hurl*d 
Through  every  corner  of  the  worid; 
Whose  flame  through  all  the  air  doth  go, 
And  yet  the  Sun  himself  the  while  no  fire  does  know. 

Besides,  the  glories  of  thy  peace 
Are  not  in  number  nor  in  valu6  lesa. 
Thy  hand  did  cure,  and  close  the  seara 
Of  onr  bhwdy  citU  wara; 
Not  only  lancHl  but  healM  the  wound. 
Mado  us  again  as  healthy  and  as  soundt 
When  now  the  ship  was  well  nigh  lost, 

After  the  storm  upon  the  coast. 
By  its  niariners  endaoger^d  most ; 
When  they  their  ropes  and  belms  hod  left» 
When  the  płanks  asunder  cłeft. 
And  floods  came  roaring  ta  with  mighty  sound, 
Thouasafelandandharbour  for  us  found, [drown'd; 
And  saTedst  those  that  would  themsetres  have 
A  work  which  nonę  but  HeaTen'aad  thou  coukł  do, 
Thou  mad*st  us  hapgy  whether  we  would  or  no: 
Thy  judgment,  raercy,  tempcraaee  so  great, 
As  if  those  virtues  only  in  thy  mind  had  seat: 
Thy  piety  not  ooly  in  the  field,  but  peaee» 
When  Heayen  seem'dto  be  waated  teasij 
Tby  teraples  not  like  Janus  only  were 

Open  in  time  of  war* 
When  thou  hadst  greater  caose  to  fear^ 
Religion  and  the  awe  of  Heaven  possest 
All  places  and  all  tiflMa  atike  thy  breast* 


did 
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Nor  didst  thou  only  for  thy  age  proride, ' 

But  ibr  the  years  to  come  beside; 
Odr  after-times  and  late  poeterity 

Shall  pay  unto  thv  famę  as  much  at  wej 

They  too  are  madę  by  thee. 
When  Fate  did  cali  thee  Ło  a  higher  throne. 

And  when  thy  mortal  work  was  done^ 
When  Heaven  did  say  it,  and  thou  must  be  gone* 

Thou  him  to  bear  thy  burthen  chose, 
Who  might  (if  any  couki)  make  na  Ibiget  thy  loss  ; 
Nor  hadst  thou  hhn  dcsign^dy 

Had  be  no^  been 

Not  only  to  thy  blood,  but  Turtae  kiOy 
Not  only  heir  unto  thy  tbroae,  but  mipd: 
n^is  be  sbaU  perfeet  all  thy  caresy 
And  with  a  finer  thread  weaye  out  thy  loom: 
So  one  did  briag  tbe  ćhooen  peopła  łńm 

Their  sUrery  and  fear^ 
Łed  thein  thnmgh  their  pafthleii  fiMf 

Guidedhimadf  byOod, 
H^bronghttbemtothebofdert;  botasceendhaad 
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PLAOUE   OF  ATHEKS, 


tTPON   HIS  INCOMPARABŁE,  INC0MPRBHBN8IBŁB 
POEM,  CNTITUŁED, 

THE  BRITISH  PRINCES. 

YouR  book  our  old  knight-errants'  &me  reYiTcs, 
Writ  ia  a  stUe  as^recing  with  their  livcs. 
'AU  rumours'  strength  their  prowess  did  oaUgo, 
Ali  nimours'  skiil  your  rerses  (ar  out-do : 
To  praise  the  WeUh  the  world  must  now  com- 
bi ne, 
Since  to  their  leeks  you  do  your  laurel  join: 
Such  lofty  fltrains  your  country^s  story  fit, 
,  Whose  ntpuntain  nothing  equal8  but  your  wit, 
.    Bondiica,  were  she  such  as  here  we  see 
(Id  British  paint),  nonę  coułd  morę  dreadfiil  be: 
With  naked  armies  she  encountnr^d  Romę, 
Whose  strength   with  naked  Naturę  you  o'er- 

come. 
Nor  let  smali  critics  blame  this  mighty  queen, 
That  in  king  Arthur*8  time  she  here  is  seen: 
You  that  can  make  immortal  by  your  song, 
May  w«U  one  life  fbur  hundred  years  prolong. 
Thus  Virgil  bravely  dai^d  for  Dido^s  Iotc, 
The  settled  course  of  time  and  years  to  move, 
Thoogh  him  3rou  imitate  in  this  alone, 
In  all  things  elae  you  borrow  help  from  noue: 
No  antique  tale  of  Oreece  or  Rpme  you  take, 
Their  £ftbles  and  examples  jrou  fonake, 
With  tnie  heroic  glory  you  display 
A  subject  new,  writ  in  the  newesi  way. 

Oo  fortb,  great  anthor,  for  the  worki^s  delight; 
Teach   it,  for  nonę  e*er   taugfat  you,  how  to 

write; 
They  talk  strange  thingt  that  ancient  poets  did, 
How  streets  and  Stones  they  into  buildings  lead: 
For  poems  to  raise  cities,  now,  >tts  hard. 
Bat  yours,  at  least,  will  build  half  Piul*s  cburch- 
yanL 


ON  HIS  MI8TRES8  DROWIPD. 

SwfeEt  stream,  that  dost  with  eqaal  paoa 
^oth  thyself  fly  and  thyself  chase, 

'Poibear  awhile  to  flow. 

And  listen  to  my  woe. 

Hien  go  and  tell  the  sea  that  aU  its  brine 

Is  freth,  compar^d  to  minę: 
Infoim  it  that  the  gentler  damę, 
Who  was  the  life  of  all  my  flame, 
r  th' glory  o£her  bud 
Ha*  paM>d  the  ftUl  flood, 
Death  by  thi4  only  ttroke  triumphf  abow 
■  The  greatest.power  of  love : 
Alas,  alas!  I  must  give  o'er, 
My  sighs  will  let  me  add  no  morę. 

Oo  OQf  sweet  stream,  and  henoeforth  test 
Ko  morę  than  does  my  troubled  breast; 
l^nd  if  my  sad  complatnts  have  madę  thee  stay, 
XiwM  t«wr«,.tbeae  tmn,  fh«U  mnA  thy  vay. 


WaiCn  HAPPEffED  IN  THE  SECONO 
THE  PELOPONNESIAN  W4R: 

Firti  dttoriMt  ta  Greek  hy  Thutfdidtt;  tkm 
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To  my  worthy  and  leamed  friend  Dr.  Walter  Pop 
•    late  proctor  of  the  UnlTersity  of  Oxford. 

•IR» 

I  KKOW  not  what  pleasure  yoa  could  take  in  h^ 
stowing  your  commandx  so  uoprofitably ,  nnless  i 
be  that  for  which  naturę  sometimes  cherishes  aa 
ailows  monstcrs,  the  love  of  ^ariety.  This  mi 
delight  you  will  leceire  by  torning  orer  this  rai 
and  unpolished  copy,  and  comparing  it  with  s 
exoellent  pattems,  the  Greek  and  Latin.  By  tla 
you  will  sce  how  mWh  a  noble  subject  ii  ^ange 
and  disfigured  by  an  ill  band,  and  what  reaso 
Alexander  had  to  fort>id  his  picture  to  be  draw 
hut  by  some  celebrated  peacil.  In  Greek,  Tht 
cydides  so  well  and  so  lively  espresscs  it,  that 
know  not  which  is  morę  a  poem,  his  descriptio 
or  that  of  Łucretius.  Thougb  it  most  \fc  saic 
that  the  historian  had  a  yast  adrantage  over  tfa 
poet;  he,  having  been  present  on  the  place,  an 
assaulted  by  the  disease  himself,  had  the  borroc 
familiar  to  his  eyes,  and  all  the  shapes  of  th 
misery  still  remaining  on  his  mind,  whi<A  mm 
needs  make  a  great  impression  on  his  pen  an 
fiincy;  whercas  the  poet  was  forced  to  follow  hi 
fbotsteps,  and  onły  work  on  that  matter  fae  allow« 
him.  This  1  speak,  because  it  may  in  some  mes 
sore  too  excuse  my  own  defbcts :  fbr  being  so  fa 
remoTcd  from  the  place  whereon  the  diseaae  acte 
his  tragedy,  and  time  haring  denied  ua  many  c 
the  circumstanees,  customs  of  the  oomatry,  ao 
othcnr  smali  things  whiph  wouM  be  of  great  nse  t 
any  one  who  did  intend  to  be  perfect  on  tbe  subjed 
besides  only  writing  by  an  idea  of  that  wbich 
nerer  yet  saw,  nor  care  to  fieel  (being  not  of  tłi 
humour  of  the  painCer  in  sur  Philip  Sidney,  wh 
thnist  himself  into  the  midst  of  a  fight,  that  ti 
might  the  better  delineate  it).  Haring,  I  smy^  a 
these  diBadvaiitages,  and  many  morę  for  which 
must  only  blame  mysel^  it  cannot  be  espected  thi 
-I  should  come  near eąualling  him,  in  whom  noi 
of  the  contrary  advantages  were  wanting.  Tb^ 
then,  sir,  by  emboldening  me  to  this  rash  attemp 
you  have  gi^en  opportunity  to  the  Greek  as 
Latin  to  triomph  orer  our  mother-toi^uc.  Yet 
would  not  have  the  honour  of  the  countries  or  hu 
guages  engsged  in  the  comparison,  but  that  tb 
ioequality  should  reach  nofarther  than  tbe  author 
But  [  have  much  reason  to  fear  the  just  indipnatio 
of  that  excellent  person  (the  present  omaoMi 
and  houoor  of  our  nation)  whose  way  of  wiiliii 
I  imitate :  for  he  may  think  himself  aa  mach  is 
jured  by  my  followiug  him>  as  were  the  Heavci 
by  that  bold  maii's  counterfeiting  the  sacred  aa 
unimitable  noise  of  thunder,  by  the  sound  of  bru 
and  hoEses  hools.  I  shall  only  say  for  myiel^  thi 
I  took  Cicero's,advice,  who  bids  us,  ią  imitatim 
propose  the  noblest  patiem  to  our  thougfats;  lie 
so  we  may  be  sore  to  be  raised  abo^  tbe  eonmia 
le|«l,  ^o«gfa  we  «o<M  ioOaitely  thoct  of  wtiat  w 
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Alm  at.  Yet  1  hope  that  renowned  poet  will  have 
uone  of  my  crimes  any  way  reflect  ou  himself ; 
ii>r  it  was  not  any  feult  in  the  exceUeDt  musician, 
that  the  weak  bird,  endeavouring  by  straining  its 
tbroat  to  follow  his  notes,  destroyed  itsełf  in  the 
attempt  Weil,  stf,  hy  this,  that  1  haye  chosen 
lathcr  to  expo8e  myself  tban  to  ^  disobedient, 
you  may  guess  with  what  zeal  and  hazard  I  8trive 
to  approTe  myself. 

Sir,  your  most  humble  and 

afiectionate  seirant, 

THO.  SPRAT. 


THUCYDJDES,  lA.  It 

AS  IT  IS  EXCEŁŁENTLY  TRAN8Ł4TKD  BY 
MR.  HOBBBS. 

Ih  the  very  beginning  of  summer,  the  Pelopon- 
nesians,  and  their  confederates,  with  two-thinls 
of  their  forces,  as  before,  tnvadęd  Attica,  under 
the  conduct  of  Archidamns,  the  son  of  Zeuxida- 
mas,  king  of  Łacedemon:  and  after  they  had  en- 
camped  themselyes,  wasted  the  country  about 
them. 

They  had  not  been  many  days  in  Attica,  when 
the  plagne  first  began  amongst  the  Athenians,  said 
aiflo  to  have  seized  fbrmerly  on  divera  other  parts, 
as  abont  Lemnos,  and  e!sewhere ;  but  so  great  a 
plague,  and  mortality  of  men,  was  never  remem- 
bered  to  have  happened  in  any  place  before.  For 
at  first  neither  werc  the  physicians  able  to  cure  it, 
thitmgb  ignorence  of  what  it  was,  but  died  fastest 
themsetres,  as  being  the  men  that  most  ap- 
proacbed  the  sick,  nor  any  other  art  of  man  avail- 
ed  whatsoeTcr.  Ali  suppiications  to  the  gods, 
and  inqQiries  of  oraclęs,  and  whatsoe^er  other 
tncans  they  used  of  that  kind,  proved  all  unpro- 
fitablc,  insomuch  as,  subdued  with  the  greatness 
of  the  evil,  they  gare  them  all  orer.  It  began 
(by  report)  flrst  in  that  part  of  ^hiopia  that  lieth 
opon  .£gypt,  and  theoce  feU  down  into  Agypt 
and  Afrić,  and  into  the  greatest  part  of  the  ter- 
ritories  of  the  king.  It  inraded  Athens  on  a  sud- 
den,  and  touched  fir^t  upon  those  that  dwelt  in 
Pyńeos,  insomuch  as  they  reported  that  the  Pe- 
loponnestans  had  cast  poison  into  their  wells ;  for 
aprmgs  there  were  not  any  jn  that  place.  But 
aiterwards  it  came  up  into  the  high  city,  and 
then  they  diod  a  great  deal  f^ster.  Now  let  erery 
man,  physician  or  other,  conceming  the  ground 
of  this  sickness,  whence  itsprung,  and  what  causes 
he  thinks  able  to  produce  so  great  an  alteration, 
speak  according  to  his  own  knowłedge;  for  my 
own  part,  I  will  deliver  but  the  manner  of  it,  and 
lay  open  only  such  things  as  one  may  take  bis 
mark  by  to  discover  the  same  if  it  come  again, 
]iaving  been  both  sick  of  it  myself,  and  seen 
others  sick  of  the  same.  This  year,  by  confes- 
non  of  all  men,  was  of  all  other,  fur  other  dis- 
eases,  most  (iree  and  healthful.  If  any  man  were 
ńck  before,  his  disease  turned  to  this ;  if  not,  yet 
suddenly,  without  any  apparent  cause  preceding, 
and  being  in  perfect  health,  they  were  taken  first 
with  an  extreme  aehe  in  their  heads,  redness  and 
inflaromation  in  the  eyes;  and  then  inwardly 
.  tkieir  thr^ats  and  tonguet  grew  preaeatły  bloody, 


and  their  breath  noisome  and  tinsaroury.  Upoa 
this  fbUowed  a  sneezing  and  hoarseness,  and  not 
long  after,  the  pain,  together  with  a  mighty 
congfa,  came  down  iuto  the  breast.  And  when 
once  it  was  settled  in  the  stomach,  it  caused  yo- 
mit,  and  with  great  torment  came  up  all  manner 
of  bilious  purgation  that  physicians  erer  named. 
Most  of  them  hadalso  the  hickyexe,  which  brought 
with  it  a  strong  conyulsion,  and  in  some  ceased 
quickly,  but  in  others  was  long  before  it  gave 
over.  Their  bodies  outwardly  to  the  toi^ch  wers 
neither  very  hot  nor  pale,  but  reddisb,  lirid,  and 
beflowered  with  littłe  pimples  and  wheiks ;  but  so 
bumed  inwardly,  as  not  to  endure  any  tbe  lightest 
clothes  or  Itnen  garment  to  be  upon  them,  nor 
any  tbing  but  merę  nakedness,  but  rather  most 
willingly  to  have  cast  themselyes  into  the  cold 
water.  And  many  of  them  that  were  not  looked 
tO}  possessed  with  in^atiate  thirst,  ran  unto  thó 
wells;  and  to  drink  much  or  little  was  indifferent, 
being  still  from  ease  and  power  to  sleep  as  far  a» 
ever. 

As  long  as  the  disease  was  at  the  height,  their 
bodies  wasted  not,  but  resisted  the  torment  be- 
yond  all  expectation,  insomuch  as  the  most  of 
them  either  died  of  their  inward  buming  in  nine 
or  seren  days,  whiist  they  had  yet  strength ;  oi* 
if  they  escaped  that,  then,  the  disease  falling 
down  in  their  bellies,  and  causing  there  great  ex- 
ulcerations  and  immoderate  looseness,  they  died 
many  of  them  afterwards  tbrough  weakness :  for 
the  disease*  (whioh  first  took  the  head)  began 
abore,  and  came  down,  and  passed  through  the 
whole  body :  and  he  that  oyercame  the  worst  of 
it  was  ^et  marked  with  the  loss  of  his  extreme. 
parts;  for,  breaking  out  both  at  their  priyy  mem* 
bers,  and  at  their  fiii^rs  and  toes,  many  with  the 
loss  of  tlicse  escaped.    There  were  also  some  that 
lost  their  eyes,  and  many  that  presently  upon 
their  recovery  were  taken  with  such  an  ohlivion 
of  all  things  whatsoever,  as  they  neither  knew 
themselyes  nor  their  acquaintance.     For  this  was 
a  kind  of  sickness  wliich  far  surmounted  all  et^ 
pression  of  words,  and  both  exceeded  human  na^ 
turę  in  the  cmelty  wherewith  it  handled  each 
one,  and  appeared  also  otherwise  to  be  nonę  of 
those  diseases  that  are  bred  among  ns,  and  that 
especiaUy  by  this :  for  all,  both  birds  and  beasts^ 
that  used  to  feed  on  human  flesh,  thongta  many 
men  lay  abroad  unburied,  either  came  not  at 
them,  or  tasting,  perished.  An  argument  wbereof, 
as  touching  the  birds,  was  the  manifest  defect  of 
such  fowl,  which  were  not  then  seen,  either  about 
the  carcases,  or  any  where  else;  bat  by  the  dogs, 
because  they  are  fiimiliar  with  men,  this  efiect 
was  seen  much  clearer.    So  that  this  disease  (to 
pass  oyer  ibany  strange  particulars  of  the  acci« 
dents  that  some  had  differently  firom  others)  wat 
in  generał  such  as  1  haye  shown ;'  and  for  other 
usual  sickiiesses  at  that  time,  no  man  was  troubłed 
with  any.    Now  they  died,  some  for  want  of  at^ 
tendanoe,  and  some  agatn  with  all  thft'care  and 
physic  that  could  be  used.    Nor  was  there  any, 
to  say,  certain  medicine,  that  applied  mnst  hays 
belped  them ;  for  if  it  did  good  to  om*,  it  did 
harm  to  another ;  nor  any  difi^erence  of  body  fo» 
strength  or  weakness  that  was  able  to  resist  it ; 
but  carried  all  away,  what  physic  soeyer  was  ad-^ 
ministered.     But  Óie  greatest  misery  o^  All  was» 
th«  4cfo«ti9n  of  loind,  ia  su«lt  a»fouiid  tliansalY^i 
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beginning  to  be  aick  (iat  tbey  grew  prescntly 
despente,  and  gare  UiaKiselves  OTer  witbont  mak- 
log  any  TCsisUnce);  as  aiso  thcir  dying  thus  like 
8lveep,  infectęd  by  mutual  Yisitation :  for  if  men 
forbore  to  visit  them  for  fear,  tben  they  died  for- 
loroy  whereby  Aany  families  beeame  «inpty,  for 
want  of  such  as  shoold  take  care  of  iheoi.     If 
they  forbore  aot,  tben  they  died  tbeiiiflelves,  aod 
jprincipally  tbe  honestesi  men :  for  out  of  shame 
tbey  wouki  not  spare  ihemaelvef,   but  went  in 
nnto  th%ir  friends,  especially  after  it  was  come 
to  that  pasSy  that  even  tbeir  domestict,  wearied 
v7th  tbe  lamentatioas  of  them  that  died,  and 
overcome  with  tbe  greatneas  of  the  calamity, 
were  no  longer  moved  therewitb.     But  tboee  that 
were  recoyered,  had  mucb  compaasion  both  oa 
them  tbat  died,  and  on  them  that  lay  sick,  as 
baving  both  known  the  misery  tbem8eive9,  aad 
ttow  no  morę  snbjeet  to  the,  like  dangrer ;  for  tbis 
disease  nerer  took  a  man  a  second  Ume  so  aa  to 
be  mortal.    And  these  men  vere  both  by  others 
counted  happy;  anA  they also  themselres,  through 
cacess  6f  prbsent  joy,  coaceived  a  kind  of  ligbt 
hope  neTer  to  dic  of  any  other  sickness  hereafter. 
Bestdes  the  present  affliction,  the  reception  of 
the  country  people  and  of  tbeir  substance  iato 
the  city,  oppressed  both  them,  and  mucb  morę 
the  peóple  tbem8ełves  that  so  came  in :  for,  baT- 
ing  no  houses,  but  dwelling  at  that  time  of  the 
year  in  stifliog-booths,  the  mortality  was  now 
withont  ałl  form;  and  dying  men  lay  tnmbUng 
ooe  upon  uiother  in  the  streets,  and  men  half 
dead  about  every  conduit  through  desire  of  water. 
The  temples  alio  wbere  they  dwelt  in  tents  were 
aU  foli  of  the  dead  that  died  wifhin  them;  for, 
oppressed  with  tbe  violence  of  the  całamity,  and 
not  knowing  what  to  do,  men  grew  careless,  both 
of  holy  and  profane  thiogs  aiike.    And  the  laws 
which  tbey  formeriy  used  toucbing  funerals  ,wcre 
all  now  "broken,  every  one  buryin^  wbere  be 
coold  find  room.    And  many  for  want  of  tbings 
necessary,  after  so  many   deatba  befote,  were 
forced  to  become  impudent  in  the  funerals  of 
tbeir  friends^     For  whe&  one  had  raade  a  foneral 
jpile,  aaother  getting  before  him  would  throw  on 
bis  dead,  and  gire  it  fire.    And  wben  one  was  in 
buming,  another  would  come,  and,  baving  casc 
thereon  him  wbom  be  carried,  go  his  way  again. 
And  the  great  lieenticusness,  which  also  in  other 
kinds  was  ueed  in  the  city,  began  at  first  firom 
tbis  disease.     For  that  which  a  man  before  would 
diasemble,  and  not  ackaowledge  to  be  done  for 
▼oloptuonaaess,  be  durst  now  do  freely,  seeing 
before  his  eyes  sncb  ąuick  revolution,  of  tbe  ricb 
dybig  mad  men  worth  nothing  inheriting  tbeir 
catatea;  insomucb  as  they  justified  a  speedy 
fniitioB^  of  tbeir  goods,  even  for  tbeir  pleaaure,  as 
^en  tbat  tboagbt  tbey  beld  tbeir  lires  but  by  tbe 
day.    Aa  tMr  pains,  no  man  was  forward  in  any 
^etioB  af  konenr,  to  take  any,  because   they 
tbought  ii  OBOertain  wbetber  they  should  die  or 
90t  beioite  tbey  acbiered  it.    But  what  any  man 
knew  to  be  ddigbtfol,  and  to  be  profitable  to 
jp&eaautey  tl^t  was  nudę  both  profitable  and  ho- 
Bourable.    Ńeitber  the  fiear  of  the  gods,  nor  tatvi 
f  f  men,  awed  any  man^    Net  the  former,  because 
tbey  ooDclnded  it  was  alike  to  worship  or  not 
Worsbip,  frum  seeing  that  i^ike  tbey  all  perished: 
jior  tbe  latter,  because  no  man  expected  that  bis 
)il»  w«iild  Ust  tiU  b6  receiTed  punisbinfiat  of  biy 


crinies  by  judigment  But  they  thooght  there 
was  now  dver  tbeir  beads  some  for  greater  jtidg- 
ment  decreed  against  them;  before  which  feU, 
they  thought  to  ei^joy  some  little  part  of  their 
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TtiE  PLAGUE  OF  ATHEN& 

Un HAPPY  man!  by  Naturę  madę  to  sway, 
Aud  yet  is  every  creature's  prey, 
DestroyM  by  those  that  sboułd  his  power  obe^. 
Of  the  wbole  worid  we  cali  mankind  the  lonts» 

Flattering  ourselres  with  migfaty  woids; 

Of  ałl  tbings  we  the  monarchs  are. 
And  so  we  nile,  and  so  we  domineer; 

All  creatores  else  about  us  stand 

like  some  pretorian  band. 

To  guard,  to  help,  and  to  defond; 

Yet  they  sometimes  pro^e  eaemies, 

Sometimes  against  us  rise ; 
Our  very  guards  rebei,  and  tyrannise. 

Thousand  diseases  sent  by  Fato 

(Unhappy  serrants !)  on  us  wait ; 

A  thousand  tteacheries  within 

Are  laid,  weak  life  to  win; 

Huge  troops  of  maladies  without 
(A  grim,  a  meagre,  and  a  dreadfol  ront!) 

Some  formal  sieges  make. 
And  with  surę  slowness  do  our  bodies  take  ; 
Some  with  quick  violence  storm  the  town. 

And  throw  all  in  a  moment  down :  ^ 

Some  uue  peculiar  fort  assail, 
Some  by  geueral  attompts  prevail. 
Smali  herbs,  alas,  can  only  us  reliere. 
And  smali  is  the  assistance  they  can  give : 

How  can  the  fading  oSspring  of  the  fiekl 
Surę  health  and  succour  yield? 
What  strong  and  certain  remedy, 

What  firm  aod  lasting  life  can  ours  be,      [die  ? 
M^heu  that  which  makes  us  lirę  doth  erery  winter 

Nor  is  tbis  all:  we  do  not  only  breed 
Within  ourselve8  tbe  fatal  seed 
Of  change,  and  of  decrease  in  e^ery  part, 
Head,  belly,  atomach,  and  root  of  life,  the  heait{ 
Not  only  have  our  autumn,  when  we  must 
Of  our  own  naturę  turn  to  dust, 
When  leaves  and  fruit  must  foU ; 
But  are  expos^  to  mighty  tempests  too, 
W^bich  do  at  once  what  tbey  wodld  alowiy  do, 
Which  throw  down  fhiit  and  tree  of  life  withaU. 
From  ruin  we  in  vain 
Our  bodies  by  repair  maintain, 

Bodies  compos^d  of  staff 
Mouldering  and  frail  enough; 
Yet  from  without  as  well  we  fear 
A  dangerous  and  destructire  war. 
From  heaTen,  from  earth,  foom  sea,  fhun  air. 
We  like  the  Roman  empire  shall  decay, 
And  our  owii  force  would  melt  away 

By  the  intestine  jar 
Of  elementa,  which  on  eaćb  other  prey, 
Tbe  Gaesars  and  thePomp«3,'8  within  which  we  bear : 
Yet  are  (like  that)  in  danger  too 
Of  foreign  armies,  and  eMemal  foe. 
Sometimes  the  Gotliish  aud  tbe  baibarooa  ragę 
Of  plague  or  pestilence  attendt  man's  a^e, 
Which  neithpr  foroe  nor  arts  asswage; 
Which  caonot  be  avoided  or  withatood. 
But  drQwns,  and  oyer-ruas  with  uaespected  floo4« 
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On  Bthiopia,  and  the  southern  sands, 
The  unfreąueoted  coasts,  and  parched  lands, 
Whitber  th£  San  too  kind  a  heat  doth  scnd, 
(The  J5un,  which  the  worst  ncighbour  is,  and  thc 
best  friend) 
Hither  a  mortal  influence  camc, 
A  latał  and  unhappy  ilame, 
Kindled  by  Ueaven's  angry  beam. 
Vn.th  dreadful  frowns,  the  Heaycns  ^cattei^d  here 
Cruel  infectioua  heats  into  the  air : 
Noir  all  the  stores  of  poison  sent, 

Threatening  at  once  a  generał  doom, 
Łavish*d  ont  all  their  hate,  and  incant 
In  futurę  ages  to  be  innoceut, 
Not  to  disturb  the  world  for  many  years  to  come. 
Hołdy  HeaTens !  hold^  why  should  j^our  sacred 

fire 
Which  doth  to  all  things  Hfe  inspire^ 
By  whose  Icind  beams  you  bring 
Forth  yearly  every  thing, 
Which  doth  th*  original  seed 
Of  all  things  in  the  wonib  of  earth  that  breed, 

With  vital  heat  and  quickening  $eed ; 
Why  should  you  now  that  heat  employ, 
The  earth,  the  air,  the  fields,  the  cities  'to  aii- 

noy? 
That  which  befofe  reYiv'd,  why  should  it  now  de- 
stroy? 

Tliose  Aiiic  deserts  straight  were  double  dpserts 
grown, 
The  r^Ycnous  beasts  were  left  alone, 
The  rarenous  beasts  then  first  began 
To  pity  their  old  enemyi  nian. 
And  blaniM  the  Plagtie  for  what  they  would  Ihem- 
Belves  haTe  done. 
Kor  staid  the  cruel  e^il  there, 
Kor  could  be  long  cpnfinM  unto  one  air  ^ 

Plagues  pfeeently  fursake 
The  wildemess  which  they  themse1ves  do  make. 
'  Away  the  deadly  breaths  their  joumey  take, 

^nven  by  a  mighty  wind-, 
They  a  new  booty  and  fresh  forage  fjnd ; 

The  ioaded  wind  went  swiftiy  on. 
And  as  it  pass'd,  was  heard  to  sigh  and  groan, 
On  Egypt  next  it  sciz'd, 
Kor  could  but  by  a  cencral  ruin  be  appcas^d, 
Egypt,  in  ragc,  back  on  the  south  did  look, 
And  wonder*d  thence  should  corae  th'  unhappy 
-  stroke, 
Frtan  whcnce  before  her  fruitfulncss  she  took. 
Egypt  did  now  curse  and  revile 
Those  very  lands  from  whence  she  has  her  Nile; 
Egypt  nqw  fear'd  aqothcr  Hebrew  god, 
Another  angePs  hand,  a  second  Aaron's  rod. 

Then  on  it  goes,  and  thrqugh  the  sacred  I^d 

Its  angry  forces  did  command ; 

But  God  did  place  an  angel  the^e 

Its  yiolence  to  withstand, 
And  tarn  into  another  road  the  putrid  air. 
To  Tyrc  it  came,  and  there^did  all  devour; 
lliough  that  by  seas  might  think  itself  secure. 

Nor  staid,  as  the  great  conąneror  did, 

Till  it  had  ńt'd  and  stoppM  the  tide^ 

Which  did  it  from  the  shore  divide, 
But  paS8'd  the  waters,  and  did  all  possess. 

And  quick1y  all  was  wild'  mess. 

Thence  it  did  Persia  over-run, 
^  And  all  that  sacrifice  unto  the  Sun ; 
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In  erery  limb  a  dreadful  pain  they  felt, 
Tortur*d  with  secret  coals  they  melt ; 

The  Persians  calPd  their  Sun  in  Tain^ 
Their  god  increasM  the  pain. 
They  look*d  up  to  their  god  no  morę. 

But  curse  the  beams  they  worshipped  before, 
And  hate  the  yery  fire  which  once  they  did  adore. 

Glutted  with  ruin  of  the  east> 
Stie  took  her  wings,  and  down  to  Athens  pass^d; 
Just  Plague!  which  dost  no  parties  take, 
But  Greece  as  well  as  Persia  sack, 
While  in  unnatural  quarrels  they 
(Łike  frogs  and  mice)  each  other  slay; 
Thou  in  thy  ravenou8  claws  took'st  hoth  away. 
Thither  it  came,  and  did  destroy  the  town, 
Whiist  all  its  ships  and  soldiers  looked  on; 
And  now  the  Asian  plague  did  roore 
Than  all  the  Asian  force  could  do  before, 
Withont  the  wallthe  Spartan  army  sate, 
The  Spartan  army  came  too  late: 
For  now  there  was  no  fiirther  work  for  Fate, 
They  saw  the  city  open  lay, 
An  easy  and  a  bootless  prey; 
They  saw  the  rampires  empty  stand, 
The  fleets,  the  walls,  the  forts  unmann'd. 
,  No  n«5d  of  cruelty  or  slaughters  now, 
The  plague  had  finish'd  what  they  came  to  do;- 
They  might  now  unresistod  enter  there, 
Did  they  not  the  very  air 
Morę  than  the  Athenians  fear. 
The  air  itself  to  them  was  wali  and  bulwarks  too. 


Unhappy  Athens!  it  is  true  thou  \ycrt 
The  proudest  work  of  Naturę  and  of  Art : 
Leamlug  and  strength  did  tbee  compose, 

As  soul  and  body  ns: 
But  yet  thou  oniy  thence  art  madę 
A  nobler  pre>'  for  Fates  V  invade ; 
Those   mighty  numbcrs   that   within   thee 
breathe, 
Do  onIy  scrve  to  make  a  fatter  feast  for  Deetb. 
Death  in  the  most  freąucnted  places  Kres; 

Most  tributc  from  the  crowd  receircs ; 
And  though  it  bears  a  scy ttie,  and  seeras  to  own 
A  ruHtic  life  alone, 
It  loyes  no  wildemess, 
No  scatteHd  villages. 
But  mighty  populous  pąlaces, 
The  throng,  thę  tumult,  and  the  town. 
What  strange  unhcard-of  conąueror  is  this, 
Which  by  the  forces  that  resist  it  doth  increase! 
When  other  conąuerors  are 
ObIig'd  to  make  a  slower  war, 
'   Nay  sometimes  for  themselves  may  fear. 

And  must  proceed  with  watchfi.il  care, 
When  thicker  troops  of  eneipies  appear ; 
This  stron^^r  stilł,  and  morę  suocossiiil  gtows. 
Down  sooner  all  before  it  throws, 
If  greater  multitudes  of  men  do  it  oppose. 

The  tyrant  first  the  haren  did  subdue  ; 

Łately  th'  Athenians  (it  kncw) 
Themselves  by  wooden  walls  did  save, 
And  therefore  first  to  them  th'  infection  gę^e, 

Lcst  they  new  succour  thence  receive* 
Cruel  Pyneus !  now  thou  hast  undone 

The  honour  thou  before  hadst  won; 

Not  all  thy  merchandize,' 

Tl>7  wealth,  thy  treasuries. 
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Which  from  all  coasts  Iby  ileet  supplies, 

Can  to  itone  this  crime  suffice. 

Next  o*er  the  upper  town  it  sprcad, 

With  mad  and  uiidisccrning  speed; 

In  every  cornćr,  every  streel, 

Without  a  gitide  did  set  ils  feet» 
And  too  fniniliar  ewry  house  did  greet. 
Uuhappy  qu€€n  of  Greece !  •  great  Theseus  now 

Did  thee  a  inortal  injury  do, 

When  firet  in  walls  he  did  thee  close, 
When  first  he  did  thy  citizens  reduce, 
Houses  and  govemment,  and  laws  to  use« 
It  had  been  better  if  thy  people  still 

Disperscd  in  some  finid  or  hill, 
Though  8avage  and  undisciplinM,  did  dwell, 

Thoui^h  barbarous,  untame,  and  rude, 
Than  by  their  nuinbers  thus  to  be  subdu'd. 

To  be  ly  their  owu  swarms,  annoy'd, 
And  to  be  civilizM  only  to  be  destroy'd. 

Minerva  started  wbeń  she  heard  the  noise. 

And  dying  mcn's  confused  voicc. 

From  Hoaven  in  hastę  she  came,  to  see 

What  was  the  mighty  prodiey. 
Upon  the  castle  pinnacles  she  sat. 

And  (larM  not  nearer  fly. 
Nor  midst  so  many  deaths  to  trust  het  very  deity. 
With  pitying  look  she  saw  at  every  gate 

Death  and  Desti-uctton  wait ; 
She  MTung  her  hands,  and  calPd  on  Jove, 
And  all  th'  immorta)  powers  abore;, 
Eut  though  a  goddess  now  did  pray, 
The  Heavfns  rcfu8'd,  and  tarn'd  their  ear  away. 

She  bron^ht  her  ołive  and  her  shield, 
Neither  of  thcse,  alas !  assistance  yield. 

She  lookt  upon  Medusa*s  face, 

Was  an.ry  that  she  was 
HtTSolf  of  an  immortal  race, 

"Was  angry  that  ber  Gorgon'8  head 
Could  Dot  strike  her  as  wcll  as  otłiers  dead: 
She  sat  and  wept  a  while,  and  then  away  she  fled. 

Now  Death  began  her  sword  to  whet. 

Not  all  the  Cyrlops  sweat. 
Nor  Vulcan*s  mighty  auv ils,  could  prcpare 

AVeapons  enough  for  her. 
No  weapons  large  rnough,  but  all  the  age 
Men  felt  the  heat'within  them  ragę, 

And  hopM  thr'  air  would  it  assuage, 
Caird  for  its  h*.  Ip,  but  th'  air  did  them  deceive. 
And  aggravatc  the  ills  it  should  relieve. 

The  air  no  morę  was  vital  now. 

But  did  a  mortal  poison  grow ; 

The  lungs,  which  us'd  to  fan  the  heart, 

Only  now  serv'd  to  fire  each  part; 

What  should  refresh,  incrcasM  the  smart: 
And  now  their  very  breath, 
The  chiefest  sign  of  life,  was  tuni*d  the  cause  of 
death. 

Upon  the  head  first  the  disease, 

As  a  botd  conqueror,  doth  seize, 

6eQ;ins  with  man^s  metropolis, 
Secur'd  the  capitol,  and  theii  it  kncw 
It  could  at  pleasure  weaker  parts  subdue. 

Blóod  started  through  each  eye  ; 

T^ie  redn.ess  of  that  sky 

Poretold  a  tempest  nigh. 
The  tonjrue  did  ,flow  all  o'er 

With  clotted  filth  aod  gore; 


As  doth  a  lion^s  when  some  innocent  prey 
He  hath  de70ur'd  and  brought  away: 
Hoarseness  and  sores  the  throat  did  fili. 
And  stopt  the  passagps  of,«peech  and  life; 
No  room  was  left  for  groans  or  grief ; 
Too  cruel  and  imperious  ill ! 
A^Tłich,  uot  content  to  kill, 
With  tyrannous  and  dreadful  pain, 
Dodt  take  from  men  the  very  power  to  complain. 

Then  down  it  went  into  the  breast,     ' 
There  all  the  seats  and  shops  of  life  possessM. 
Such  uoisome  smells  from  thence  did  come, 
As  if  the  stomach  were  a  tomb ; 
No  fbod  would  there  abide, 
Or  if  it  did,  tumM  to  the  enemy's  side, 
The  very  meat  new  poisons  to  the  plague  suppIyM. 

Next,  to  the  heart  the  fires  came, 
The  heart  did  wonder  what  usurping  llamę, 
What  unknown  fu  mace,  should 
On  its  morę  natural  beat  intrude; 
Straight  calPd  its  spirits  up,  but  found  too  well, 
It  was  too  late  now  to  rebel. 
The  tainted  blood  its  course  began. 
And  carried  death  where*er  it  ran ; 
That>vhich  before  was  Nature's  noblestart, 
The  circulation  from  the  heart. 
Was  most  destructliil  now. 
And  naturę  spe^ier  did  undo,  * 

For  that  the  sooner  did  impart 
The  poison  and  the  smart, 
Th*  infectious  blood  to  every  distant  part. 

The  belly  felt  at  last  its  share. 

And  all  the  subtile  labyrinths  there 
Of  winding  bowels  did  new  monsters  bear. 

Herę  seven  days  it  rul'd  and  s^ay'd. 
And  oftncr  kill'd,  because  it  death  so  longdelay^d. 

But  if  through  strength  and  beat  of  age 

The  body  overcame  its  ragę, 
The  plague  departed  as  the  Devil  doth, 

When  driven  by  prayers  away  he  goeth. 

If  prayers  and  Heaven  do  him  control. 

And  if  he  cannot  have  the  soul, 
Himself  out  of  the  roof  or  window  throws. 

And  will  not  all  his  labourlose, 
But  takes  away  ^ith  him  part  of  the  house : 
So  here  the  vanquishVi  evil  took  from  them 

Who  conquer'd  it,  some  part,  some  limb. 

Some  lost  the  use  of  hands  and  eyes, 

Some  arms,  some  legs,  some  thighs; 

Some  all  their  lives  before  forgot, 

Tbeir  minds  were  but  one  darker  biot; 

Those  various  pictures  in  the  head. 

And  all  the  numcrous  słiapes  were  fled ; 

And  now  the  ransack^d  memory 

Łangui&h*d  in  naked  poverty, 

Had  lost  its  mighty  treasury; 
They  pass*d  the  Lethe  lakę,  although  they  did  no 
die. 

Whatpver  lesscr  maladies  men  had, 

They  all  gave  place  and  ranished  ; 

Those  petty  tyrants  fled. 
And  at  this  mighty  conqueror  shrtink  tbeir  faeid. 

Fevers,  agues,  palsies,  stone, 

Gout,  co!ic,  aud  consumption, 

And  all  the  milder  generation. 
By  which  mankind  is  ^y  degrces  nndone» 

Suickly  were  rootcd  out  and  gone  ; 
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Men  saw  themselTes  freed  from  the  pain, 
RejołcM,  but  all,  alas,  m  vain : 
Twas  an  iinbappy  remedy, 
WhJch  ciir'd  thetn  that  they  inight  both  worse 
and  sooner  die. 

Physicians  now  could  nought  prerail, 
Thcy  the  first  »poils  to  the  proud  virtor  fali; 
Nor  wouid  the  Plaguc  their  knowledge  tnist, 
Bat  fear'd  their  skill,  and  therefure  siew  them  first: 
So  tyrants,  wben  they  woold  confirm^heir  yoke, 
Firrt  make  the  chiefcst  men  to  feel  the  stroke, 
The  chiefest  and  the  wisest  heads,  lest  they 
Should  soonest  disobej',  [way. 

Should  first  rebel,  and  othere  team  fron^  them  tlie 
No  aid  of  herbs,  or  jnices'  powcr. 
Nonę  of  Apollo^s  art  could  ciire, 
But  help'd  the  Piague  the  speedier  to  derour, 

Physic  itself  was  a  disease, 
Pbysic  the  fatal  tortures  did  increase, 
PpcscriptioM  did  the  pains  renew, 
And  ^<icu1apiu8  to  the  sick  did  come, 

As  afterwards  to  Romę,  [too. 

In  ibrm  of  serpent,  broUght  new  poisons  with  him 

The  streams  did  wonder  that,  so  soon 
As  they  wcre  from  their  native  mountains  gone, 
They  saw  themseWes  drunk  up,  and  fcar 
Another  Xerxe8'  army  near. 
Some  cast  into  the  pit  the  urn, 
And  drink  it  dry  at  its  return : 
Again  they  drew,  again  they  drank ; 
At  first  the  coolness  of  the  stream  did  thank. 
But  straigfat  the  morę  were  scorchM,  the  morę 

did  bum; 
Andy  drunk  with  water,  in  their  drinking  sank: 
That  urn,  which  now  to  quench  their  thirst  thcy 
Shortly  their  asbes  shall  enclose :  [use, 

Others  into  the  crystal  brook 
With  iaint  and  wondering  eyes  did  loak, 
Saw  wbat  a  gbastly  shape  themselyes  had  took, 
Away  they  would  have  fled,  but  them  their  legs 
forsook. 
Some  snatch  the  waters  up, 
Their  hands,  their  mouths  tlie  cup; 
They  drunk,  and  found  they  flam'd  the  morę, 
Andoniy  added  to  the  buniini^  storę. 
So  ha^e  I  seen  on  limę  cold  water  thron^n, 
Straight  all  was  to  a  ferment  grown. 
And  hiddeu  seeds  of  fire  together  run : 
The  heap  was  calm  and  temi)enite  before, 
Sucfa  as  the  finger  could  endure ; 
But,  when  the  moistures  it  provoke, 
Did  ragę,  did  swell,  did  smoke,  [ashes  broke. 
Did  move,  and  flame,  and  bum;  and  straight  to 

So  strong  the  beat,  so  strong  the  torments  were, 
They  like  some  mighty  burthen  bear 
The  lightest  covering  of  ąir. 
AU  seses  and  all  ages  do  ioyade 
The  bounds  which  Naturę  laid, 
The  \a.ws  of  modesty  which  Naturę  madę: 
The  Tirgins  blush  not,  yet  uncloathM  appear, 
Undress*d  to  run  about,  yct  nerer  fear. 
The  pain  and  the  disease  did  now 
Unwillihgiy  reduce  men  to 

That  nakedness  once  morę, 

Which  perfect  health  and  innocence  cau8'd  before. 
No  sleep,  no  peace,  no  rest, 
Their  wonderiog  and  afinghted  minds  p06se&ł'd ; 


Upon  their  souls  and  eyes 

Heli  and  eternal  horrour  lies, 

Unusual  shapes  and  images, 

Dark  pictnres  and  resemblances 
Of  things  to  come,  and  of  the  world  below, 

O^er  their  distemper^d  fancies  ero : 
Sometimes  theycurse,  sometimcs  they  pray  unto 

The  gods  above,  the  gods  beneath ; 
Sometimes  they  cruelties  and  fury  breathe, 
Not  slecp,  but  waking  now  was  sister  unto  Death. 

Scatter»d  in  fields  the  bodies  lay,         faway. 
The  Earth  caliM  to  the  fowis  to  take  their  flesh 

In  vain  she  caird,  they  come  not  uigh, 

Nor  would  their  food  with  their  own  ruin  buy: 

But  at  fuli  meals  they  hunger,  pine,  and  die. 

The  Yultures  afar  ofF  did  see  the  fea:^, 

RejoicM,  and  call»d  their  friends  to  taste, 

They  rally*d  up  their  troops  in  hasto ; 
Along  came  mighty  drovc8, 
*     Forsook  their  young  ones  and  their  groves, 
Each  one  his  nativc  mountain  and  his  nest; 
They  come,  but  all  their  carcases  abhor! 

And  now  avoid  the  dead  men  morę 
Than  weaker  birds  did  living  men  before. 
But  if  some  bolder  fowls  the  flesh  assay, 

Thej*^  were  destroy*d  by  their  own  prey. 
The  dog  no  longer  bark'd  at  coming  guest, 
Rcpents  its  being  a  domestic  beast, 

Did  to  the  woods  and  mountains  hastę : 

The  very  owls  at  Athens  are 

But  seidom  seen  and  rare, 

The  owls  depart  in  open  day, 
Rather  than  in  infected  ivy  morę  to  stay. 

Mountains  of  bones  and  carcases, 
The  stP^ets,  the  market-place  possess, 
Thrcatening  to  raise  a  new  Acropotis. 
Herę  lies  a  mother  and  ber  child, 
The  infant  suck'd  as  yet  and  smiPd, 
But  straight  by  its  own  food  was  killM. 
Their  parents  hugg*d  their  children  last, 
Herę  parting  lorers  last  embracM, 
But  yet  not  parting  neither, 
They  both  expir*d  and  went  away  together. 
Herę  prisoners  in  the  dungeon  die, 
And  gain  a  two-fold  liberty ; 
They  meet  and  thank  their  pains, 
Which  them  from  double  chains 
Of  body  and  of  iron  frce. 
Herę  others,  poisonM  by  the  scent 

Which  from  cormpted  bodies  weut, 
Suickly  return  the  dcath  they  did  receive, 
And  death  to  others  give ; 
Themselyes  now  dead  the  air  pollute  the  morę, 
J^or  which  they  others  cursM  before, 
Their  bodies  kill  all  that  come  near, 
And  even  after  death  they  all  are  murdercrs  her& 

The  friend  dpth  hear  his  friend^s  last  cries, 
Parteth  his  grie^for  him,  and  dies, 
Lives  not  enough  to  close  his  eyes. 
The  father  at  his  death 
Speaks  his  son  heir  with  an  infectious  brcath; 
In  the  same  hour  the  son  doth  tako 
His  father's  will  and  his  own  make. 
The  serrant  need  not  here  be  slain. 
To  serre  his  master  in  the  other  world  a^n; 
They  languishing  together  lie, 
Their  Kmis  away  together  fly  ; 


3S4 


SPRATS  POEMS. 


The  husband  gaspetb,  and  his  wife  lies  by, 
It  must  be  ber  tum  next  to  die : 
The  husband  and  tbe  wife 
Too  truty  now  ar^  óne,  and  \\ve  one  life. 
That  coupte  which  the  gods  did  entertain^ 
Had  madę  tbeir  prayer  here  in  vain ; 
No  iates  in  death  couldtbem  diTide, 
They  must  without  tbeir  privilege  togetbey  both 
have  dy'd, 

There  was  no  number  now  of  death, 
The  sisters  scarce  stood  still  themselves  tobreathe  : 
The  sisters  now  quite  wearied 

In  cutting  single  thread, 
Began  at  once  to  part  whole  looms. 
One  stroke  did  give  whole  bouses  dooma: 
Now  dy*d;khe  frosty  bairs, 
Tbe  aged  and  deci^pid  years ; 
They  fe}!,  and  oniy  begg*d  of  Fate 
Some  few  montbs  morę,  but  'twas,  alas,  too  late. 
Then  Death,  as  if  ashamM  of  that, 
A  conque8t  so  degenerate, 
,  Cut  off  the  young  and  lusty  too ; 

The  young  were  reckoning  o*er 
What  happy  days,  what  joys,  they  had  in  storę: 
^ut  Fate,  ere  they  had  finisbM  their  acconnt, 
them  siew. 
The  wretched  usurer  died, 
And  had  no  time  to  tell  where  be  bis  treasures  bid; 
The  merchant  did  behold 
His  ships  return  with  spice  and  gold ; 
ile  saw^t,  and  tum*d  aside  bis  bead,    [dead. 
Nor  thankM  tbe  gods,  but  fell  amidst  his  riches 

Tbe  meetings  and  assemblies  cease;  no  morę 
The  people  throng  about  the  orator, 
Np  course  of  justice  did  appear. 
No  noise  of  Uwyers  fill*d  the  ear, 

The  senate  cast  away 
The  robę  of  bonour,  and  obey 

Death's  morę  resistless  sway, 
Whilst  that  with  dictatorian  power 
Poth  all  tbe  great  and  lesser  ofBcers  derouf. 
No  magistrates  did  walk  about ; 
Ko  purple  aw'd  the  rout: 
The  common  people  too 
A  purple  of  tbeir  own  did  show ; 
And  ali  tbeir  bodiea  o'er< 
Tbe  niling  colours  borę. 
No  judgc,  no  legislators  sit, 
Since  thi&  new  Draco  came, 
And  barsher  laws  did  frame| 
JjKWB  that,  like  his,  iu  blood  are  wrii, 
The  benches  and  the  pleading-place  they  lea^e, 

About  th^  streets  they  run  apd  raye :      * 
The  madneas  which  great  Solon  did  of  late 
But  pniy  count^feit 
For  the  advantage  of  the^rtate, 
Now  his  successors  do  too  truły  imitate. 

Up  starts  the  soldier  Arom  his  bed, 
He,  thougb  Death'8  senrant,  is  not  fr^, 
Death  him  casbierM,  'cauęe  now  his  help  sbę  did 
not  nced. 
He  that  ne'er  knew,  before  to  yieldy 
Or  to  give  back,  or  leaye  the  field, 
WouM  fain  now  firom  himself  bave  fled. 
He  snatch'd  his  sword  now  nuted  o*er| 
Dreadful  and  sparkling  now  no  morę. 
And  ^c|s  in  open  streets  did  roar| 


"  How  baye  I,  Death,  so  lU  deser^M  of  thee, 
That  now  tbyself  thou  sboiild'st  r<'Tenge  on  me^ 
Havf  I  9o  many  Utcs  on  tbee  bestowM  ? 
Have  1  tbe  earth^eu  qften  dy'd  in  blood? 
Have  1,  to  flatter  tbee,  so  many  slain?* 
And  must  I  now  thy  prey  remain  ? 
l^t  me  at  least,  if  I  must  die, 
Meet  in  tbe  field  some  galiant  enemy. 

Send,  gods,  the  Persian  troops  agatn : 
No,  tbey're  a  bąstr  and  a  d^enerate  train; 
Tłtey  by  our  women  may  Im-  slain. 
Qive  me,  great  Hearfns,  some  jnaniul  fbes, 
Łet  me  my  death  amidst  some  Taliant  Gredana 
Let  me  surviTe  to  die  at  Syracuse,  [choose, 

Where  my  de^r  country  shall  h^r^lory  lose. 
for  you,  great  gods !  into  my  mind  infiise, 
What  miseries,  wbąt  doom, 
Must  on  my  Atbens  sbortly  come ! 

My'thoughts  ii)Kpir'd  presage 
Slaugbters  ąnd  battles  to  the  coming  age : 
Oh !  n)ight  I  die  upon  that  glorious  stage : 
Oh!  that!*'  but  then  be  graspM  his  sword, aad 
death  concludes  his  ragę. 

Draw  back,  draw  back  thy  sword,  O  Tatę ! 
Łest  thou  repent  when  'tis  too  late, 
Lest,  by  thy  making  now  so  great  a  waste. 
By  spending  all  mankind  upon  one  feast, 
Thou  starre  tbyself  at  last :  * 

What  men  wilt  thou  resenre  in  storę, 
Whom  in  the  time  to  come  thou  may'st  derour,^ 
When  thou  shalt  have  destroyed  all  before  ? 

But,  if  thou  wUt  not  yet  ^re  o^er, 
If  yet  th^y  greedy  stomach  calls  for  morę, 
If  morę  remain  whom  thou  must  kill. 
And  if  thy  jaws  are  craving  still, 
Carry  thy  fury  to  the  Scythian  coasts, 
The  northem  wildemess  and  etemal  frosts! 
Against  those  barbarous  crowds  thy  a^rows  whet, 

Where  arts  and  laws  are  strangers  yet ; 
Where  thou  may'8t  kill,  and  yet  the  loss  will  noi 
be  great  [air, 

There  ragę,  there  spread,  and  there  infect  tbe 
Murder  wholę  towns  and  fiunilies  tbere, 
-  Thy  wotst  against  those  sayage  nations  dare, 
Those  whom  mankind  can  spare, 
Those  whom  mankind  itself  dotfa  fear ; 
Amidst  that  dreadfiil  night  and  falSal  oold, 

There  thou  may'9t  walk  unseen,  and  bold, 
There  let  thy  flames  tbeir  empire  hołd. 
Unto  the  fa^thest  seas,  and  nat|łre's  ends, 
Where  uever  summer^s  Sun  its  beams  exteods, 
Carry  .thy  plagues,  thy  pains,  thy  beats, 
Tbiy  raging  fires,  thy  tortCIring  sweats, 
Where  never  ray  or  heat  did  come, 
They  will  rcjoice  at  such  a  doom, 
TbeyMI  bless  thy  pestilential  fire, 
Thongh  by  it  they  expire, 
They '11  thank  the  very  flames  with  which  they  ds 
oonsume. 

Then  if  that  banąuct  will  not  thee  suffice, 
Seek  out  new  lands  where  thou  may^st  tyranniie; 

Search  every  forest,  every  bill. 
And  all  thąt  \n  tbe  hallów  mountains  dwell ; 

Those  wild  and  untame  troops  derour, 
Tbereby  thou  wilt  the  rest  of  men  secure, 
And  that  the  rest  of  men  will  thank  thee  for. 

Let  all  those  human  bessts  be  slain,    . 

Till  scarce  their  memori'  remain ; 
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Thyself  with  Łhiat  ignoble  slaughter  fili, 
'Twill  be  permitted  tbee  tbat  blood  tu  spili. 
,  Measure  tbe  ruder  world  throughout, 
March  ail  the  Oi*ean'8  t»hores  about, 
Only  pass  by  and  spare  the  Britisb  isle. 
,   Go  on,  and  (what  Columbus  once  shall  do 
When  days  and  tłine  unto  Łbeir  ripcness  grow) 
Find  out  new  lands  and  unkpown  countiies  too: 
Attempt  those  lands  wbicb  yet  are  bid 
From  all  mortality  beside : 
There  thou  may*Bt  steal  a  victory, 
And  nonę  of  this  worid  hear  tbe  ery 
Of  those  tbat  by  tby  wuunds  shall  die; 
No  Greek  sball  know  tby  cruelty. 
And  tell  it  to  posterity. 
Go,  and  unpeople  all  those  mighty  landsj 
Destioy  witb  unrelenting  hands ; 
Go,  and  tbe  Spaniard's  sword  prezent. 
Go,  make  tho  Spaniard  innocent; 
Go,  and  root  out  ail  mankind  there, 
That  when  the  European  annies  shall  appear 
Thelr  sin  may  be  tbe  less, 
Hiey  uiay  find  all  awildemess, 
And  without  blood  tbe  gold  and  silyer  there  póssess. 

Nor  is  this  all  whicb  wre  tiiee  grant ; 
Rather  than  thou  should'st  fuli  employment  want, 
(We  do  pennit)  in  Greece  tliy  kingdom  plant. 

Ransack  Lycurgus*  streets  throughont, 
They 're  no  defence  of  walls  to  keep  tbee  out. 

C^  wanton  and  proud  Corinth  seize, 
f^orlet  her  double  wayesrthy  flames  appease. 
l>t  Cyprus  feel  morę  fires  than  tbose  of  love: 
Xjet  Delos,  wbich  at  first  did  give  the  Sun, 

SeJB  unknown  flames  in  her  begun, 
Now  let  her  wish  sbe  might  unconstant  proye. 

And  irom  her  place  might  truły  move : 

Let  Lemnos  all  tby  anger  feel, 

And  think  that  a  new  Yulcan  fell. 
And  bronght  witb  him  new  anyils,  and  new  HeU. 
Nay,  at  Athens  too  we  giye  tbee  ap, 
All  that  thou  find'st  in  fieldy  or  camp,  or  shop ; 

Make  havock  there  withoiit  coutrol 
Óf  every  ignorant  and  common  souL 
But  then,  kind  Plague,  thy  conąuests  stop; 

Let  arts,  and  let  tbe  leamed,  jbbere  escape, 

Upon  MinenraU  self  comoiit  no  rape ; 

Tooch  not  tbe  sacred  tbrong. 
And  let  ApoUo^s  priests  be,  like  him,  youńg, 

like  him,  be  bealthful  too,«nd  strong. 

Butah!  too  rarenous  Plague,  whilstl 

Striye  to  keep  off  tbe  misery, 
'fhe  ieamed  too,  as  fast  as  others,  round  me  aie; 

They  from  corruption  are  not  free, 
Are  mortaJ,  tbougb  they  gire  an  inunoriality. 

They  tam'd  their  authors  o'er,  to  Iry 

What  hdp,  what  curc,  what  remedy, 
AU  Nature^s  sibres  against  this  plague  supply ;  , 
Aod  tbougb  besides  they  sbunn*d  it  every  where, 
They  search'd  it  in  tbeir  books,  and  fain  would 
meet  it  there ; 
They  tum'd  the  records  of  tbe  ancient  times. 
And  ebiefly  those  tbat  were  madę  &mous  by  thelr 
ćrimes, 
^o  find  if  men  were  pnnish^d  so  befbre; 
But  fonnd  not  tbe  disease  nor  cure. 
Naturę,  alas  I  was  now  surpris'd, 
And  all  her  for€c»  seksM, 
Bcfore  sbe  waa  how  to  re6i«t  adyis  d« 


So  wben  the  elephants  did  first  afiTright 
Tbe  Romans  with  unusual  sight, 
They  many  battles  lose, 
Before  they  knew  their  foes, 
Before  they  understoed  such  dreadfbl  troopf  t'  o|P 
pose. 

Now  every  difierent  śect  agrees 
Against  their  common  adversary,  the  disease. 
And  all  their  little  wranglings  cease ; 
Tbe  Pythagoreans  from  their  precepts  sirenre. 
No  morę  their  silence  they  obsenre. 
Out  of  their  schodls  they  run, 
Lament,  and  ery,  and  groan ; 
They  now  desir^d  their  metempsychosis; 
Not  only  to  dispute,  but  wish 
That  they  might  tam  to  beasts,  or  fowls,  or  fisl^ 
If  the  Platonics  bad  been  here, 
They  would  have  curs'd  their  master*s  year^ 
Wben  all  things  sball  be  as  they  were, 
When  they  again  the  same  disease  shall  bćar: 
All  the  pbilosopbers  would  now, 
What  the  great  Stagyrite  śhall  do, 
Themselyes  into  the  waters  headlong  throw. 

The  Stoics  felt  tbe  deadly  stroke, 
At  first  assault  tbe?r  courage  was  not  broke^ 

They  caird  in  all  the  cobweb  aid 
Of  rules  aifd  precepts,    whicb.  iii  ktoce  they 
bad; 

Thby  bid  their  beartś  stand  out; 

Bid  them  be  calm  afid  stout. 
But  all  tbe  strengtb  of  precept  will  not  do*t. 
They  can't  the  stonns  of  passion  now  assoage  j 
As  common  men,  are  angry,  grieye,  and  ragć. 

The  gods  are  caird  upon  in  yain, 
The  gods  gaye  no  release  unto  their  pain, 
The  gods  to  fbar  ey'n  for  themselyes  began. 
For  now  the  sick  anto  thelr  temples  came, 

And  brought  morę  than  an  boly  flame, 

There  at  the  altars  madę  their  prttyer^ 

They  sacrific'd,  and  died  there, 
A  sacrifice  not  seen  before ; 
That  Heayen,  only  us*d  unto  the  gore 
Of  lambs  or  buUś,  shotild  now 
Loaded  with  priests  see  its  own  altan  too  f 

Tbe  woods  gaye  fUneral  piles  no  more^ 

The  dead  the  yer>'  fire  derour, 
And  that  almigłity  conqueror  6Vrpower. 

The  noble  and  tbe  corateon  dust 

Into  each  other^s  grayes  are  thrust. 

Ńo  place  ic  s&ćred,  knd  no  tomb ; 

Tis  now  a  privilege  to  consume ; 

Tbeir  asbes  no  distidction  had ; 
Too  truły  all  by  deatb  are  equal  madę. 
Tbe  ghosts  of  tbose  great  heroes  that  had  fle^ 

From  Aihenś,  long  sinCe  banisbed, 

Now  o^er  tbe  city  hovered ; 

Their  angor  yielded  to  their  loye, 

They  left  th'  immortat  joys  aboye, 
So  much  their  Athens*  danger  did  tbcn  ittore. 

They  came  to  pity,  and  to  a^dy 

But  now,  alas !  were  qaite  dlsmayM, 
When  they  behcH  tbe  marbles  open  lay'd. 
And  poor  ltten'8  bones  the  niibte  ums  inyade; 

Back  to  the  blessed  seats  they  went,    ^ 

And  now  did  thank  their  banishment. 
By  whicb  they  were  to  die  in  foreign  cooutries. 
.  wat. 
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Tby  loye  i8  on  the  top,  if  not  abore  mortality ; 
Clean^  and  from  comiptton  free, 

Bath  as  affections  in  eternity  shall  be ; 
Which  shall  remain  uospotted  tbere, 
Only  to  show  what  once  they  were : 
Thy  Cupid'8  shafts  all  golden  are ; 

Thy  Tenus  has  the  salt,  but  not  the  frotb  o*th'  sea. 

Tby  high  Pindańctf  soar 
So  higfa,  where  BeVer aay  wingtiU  now  cotild  get ; 
And  yet  thy  wit 
I)6th  seem  so  great,  as  tho»e  tbat  do  fly  lower. 

Tbou  stand*st  on  Pindar>s  back ; 
And  therefore  thoo  a  higher  ilight  dost  tOke : 
Only  tbou  art  tbe  eagle,  be  the  wren, 
Tbou  hast  brought  him  from  tbe  dust, 
.  And  madę  him  iive  again. 
Pindar  bas  left  his  batbarons  Greece,  and  thinks 
it  jnst 
To  be  led  by  tbee  to  the  English  shore ; 
An  honour  to  nim :  Alexander  did  no  morę, 
l^or  scarce  so  much,  when  be  did  saye  bis  house 
When  his  word  did  assoage  [before, 

A  warlike  anny'8  vio1ent  ragę : 
Tbou  hast  giren  to  his  name, 
ThAn  that  great  conqueror  say^d  him  from,  a 
brigbter  flame.  [might  stay, 

He  only  left  some  watls  where  Pindar's  name 
Which  withtime  and  age  decay : 
But  tbou  hast  madę  him  once  again  to  Uve ; 
Tbou  didst  to  him  new  life  and  breatfaing  gire. 
And,  as  in  the  last  resurrection, 
Tbou  faa&t  madę  him  rise  morę  glorious,  aod  put 
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More  majesty ;  a  greater  aoul  is  gi^en  to  hkn,  b^ 

you, 
Tban  ever  be  in  happy  Thebes  or  Gieece  ooold 

ibew. 

Thy  Darid,  too— 
But  hołd  thy  headlong  pace,  my  Muse; 
Nonę  but  the  priest  bimself  doth  use 
into  the  hOlieśt  plaoe  to  go.* 
Check  thy  yonng  Pindaric  beat, 
Whłch  mikes  thy  p6n  too  mudi  to  sweat; 
'Tis  but  an  in&nt  yet. 
And  just  now  left  the  teat. 
By  Cowley^s  matcbless  pattem  nmst  r 
Therefore  it  is  not  fit 
That  it  should  dare  to  speak  so  mach  at  first. 
No  more,  no  more,  for  shame. 
Let  not  thy  rerse  be,  as  his  worth  is,  infinite ; 
It  is  enongb  that  tbou  hast  leamM,  and  spoke  tii^ 
•    fither^sname.  #^ 

He  that  thinks,  sir,  be  can  enongli  praiae  yociy 
Had  need  ot  braizen  hmgs  and  for^ead  tqp. 


EPIGRAM 

on  A  PI6MT*S  DEAtH. 

BE8tRllfK  an  ant,  a  Pigmy,  great  and  talT^ 
Was  throwB,  alas !  and  got  a  dreadlul  fali ; 
Under  th'  unraly  beast's  proud  feet  be  lies, 
AU  tom :  but  yet  with  generous  ardour  Cries, 
<<  Behold,  base,  envioas  world!  now,  nowtaugłlOI^ 
For  thuB  1  fidl,  and  Ibiu  1^  Pbatton  !*» 
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LIFE  OF  HALIFAX. 


BY  DR.  JOHNSQN. 


The  life  of  thc  carl  of  Halifax  was  prop^ly  that  of  an  artfiil  and  activc  statesman, 
employed  in  balancing  parties,  contriving  expedients,  and  combating  oppositioii,  and  ex- 
posed  to  thc  Yicissitudes  of  advanccnient  and  degradation;  but,  in  this  coUectioo, 
poetical  meńt  is  the  claim  to  attention:  and  the  account  which  is  here  to  be  expected 
raay  properly  be  proportioned  not  to  his  influence  m  the  state,  but  to  his  rank  amoi^ 

the  writers  of  versc. 

CHARLES  MONTAGUE  was  bom  April  l6, 1661 ,  at  Horton  in  Northamptonshire, 
the  son  of  Mr.  George  Montague,  a  younger  son  of  the  earl  of  Manchester.  He  wa» 
educated  firet  in  the  country,  and  then  removed  to  Westminster,  where,  in  1677,  he  was 
chosen  a  king's  scholar,  and  recommended  himself  to  Busby  by  his  felicity  in  cxtem- 
porary  epigrams.  He  contracted  a  very  intimate  fnendship  with  Mr.  Stepney;  and,  in 
l682,  when  Stepney  was  elected  at  Cambridge,  the  election  of  Montague  being  not  to 
proceed  tiU  the  year  following,  he  wa^  afraid  iest  by  being  placed  at  Oxford  he  might  be 
separated  from  his  companion,  and  therefore  solicited  to  be  removed  to  Cambridge, 
^ithout  wutmg  for  the  advantages  of  another  year. 

It  seems  indeed  time  to  wish  for  a  removai;  for  he  was  akeady  a  school-boy  of 

onc-and-twenty. 

Hb  relation,  Dr,  Montague,  was  then  master  of  the  college  in  which  he  was  place* 
a  fellow-commoner,  and  took  bim  under  hja  particular  care.  Here  he  commenced  an 
acquamtance  with  the  great  Newton,  which  continued  through  his  life,  and  was  at  last 

attested  by  a  legacy.  ,        .        .  .  ... 

In  1685,  hfa  Tcrses  on  the  death  of  king  Charles  madc  such  an  unpression  on  the  eail 
of  Donet,  that  he  was  invited  to  town,  and  introdućed  by  that  uniTersal  patron  to  the 
othcr  wits.  In  l687,  he  joined  with  Prior  in  The  City  Mouse  and  the  Country  Mottse, 
a  burle8que  of  Diyden's  Hind  and  Panther.  He  signed  the  invitation  to  the  prince  of 
Orange,  and  sat  in  the  convention.  He  about  the  same  time  married  the  connteaa 
dowager  of  Manchester,  and  intcnded  to  have  taken  orders ;  but  afterwards  alteiing  his 
puipose,  he  purchased  for  1500/.  the  place  of  one  of  the  cleAs  of  thc  cHmaL 
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After  hę  had  written  his  epistle  on  the  victory  of  the  Boyne,  his  patron,  iJorset,  intro- 
dńced  him  to  king  William,  with  tbis  expressiou  :  **'  Sir,  I  bHV€  brought  a  mousi  to  wait 
on  your  majesty/'  To  which  the  king  is  said  to  have  replied,  '^  You  do  well  to  pnt  me 
in  the  way  of  making  a  mon  of  him  ;'*  and  ordered  him  a  pension  of  fi  te  hundred  pounds. 
This  story^  however  current^  seems  to  have  been  madę  afler  the  eventi  The  kiog^s  an- 
swer  implies  a  greater  acquaiutance  with  our  proverbial  and  familiar  diction  than  king 
William  could  possibly  have  attained. 

In  169L,  being  member  of  the  hoiLse  of  commons,  be  argued  warmly  in  fiiYour  of  a 
law  to  grant  the  assistance  of  counsel  in  trials  for  high  treason ;  and,  in  the  midst  of  his 
speech  felling  into  some  confusion,  was  for  a  whiie  silent ;  but,  rfecovering  himself,  ob- 
8erved,  '*  how  reasonable  it  was  to  allow  counsel  to  men  caJled  as  crimińab  before  a 
court  of  justice,  when  it  appeared  how  much  the  presence  of  that  assembly  could  discon- 
ccrt  one  of  their  own  body '." 

After  this  be  rosę  fast  into  honoms  and  employments,  being  madę  one  df  the  commis- 
noners  of  the  treasury,  and  calied  to  the  privy-counciL  In  1694,  hd  became  chancellor 
of  the  exchequcr ;  and  the  next  year  engaged  in  the  great  attempt  of  the  re-coinage, 
which  was*  in  two  years  happily  completed.  In  16961  he  projected  the  generał  fund,  and 
raised  tiie  credit  of  the  exchequer ;  and,  after  uiquiring  conceming  a  grant  of  Irish 
erown-lands,  it  was  determined  by  a  vote  of  the  commons,  that  Charles  Montague, 
esąuire^  had  deseryed  his  majesty's  favour.  In  1698,  being  advanccd  to  the  first  cohh 
mission  of  the  treasury,  he  was  appointed  one  of  the  regency  in  the  king^s  absence :  the 
iiext  year  he  was  madę  auditor  of  the  exchequer,  and  the  year  after  created  baron  Ha- 
lifax.  He  was,  however,  impeached  by  the  cOmoions ;  but  the  articles  were  dismissed 
^  by  the  lords. 

At  the  accessión  df  <tueen  Annć  he  was  dismissed  from  the  council :  and  in  the  first 
parliament  of  ber  reign  was  again  attacked  by  the  commons,  and  again  escaped  by  fbe 
protection  of  the  loids.  In  1704,  he  wrote  an  answer  to  Bromley^s  speech  against  occa* 
sional  cooformity.  He  headed  the  inquiry  into  the  danger  of  the  church.  In  1 766,  he 
proposed  and  negotiated  the  union  with  Scotland ;  and  when  the  elector  of  Hitaorer  had 
ieceived  the  garter,  after 'the  act  had  passed  for  securing  the  protestant  suceession,  he 
lvas  appointed  to  carry  the  ensigns  of  the  order  to  the  electoral  court.  He  sat  as  one  of 
the  judges  of  Sacheverell ;  but  voted  fór  a  mild  sentence.  Being  now  no  longer  m  fii* 
vour,  he  contrivcd  to  obtaui  a  wiit  for  summoning  the  electoral  prince  to  parliament  as 
duke  of  Cambridge. 

At  the  queen's  death  he  was  appointed  one  of  the  regents  ;  and  at  the  acćession  of 
George  the  First  was  madę  earl  of  HalifaA,  knight  jf  the  gitrter,  and  first  coramissioner 
of  the  treasury,  with  a  grant  to  his  uephew  of  the  reversion  of  the  auditorship  of  the  es-' 
chequer.  Morc  was  not  to  be  liad^  and  this  he  kept  but  a  litde  while;  for,  on  the  19tfa 
of  May,  1715,  he  died  of  an  inflammation  of  his  lungs. 

Of  hiin,  who  from  a  poet  became  a  patron  of  poets,  łt  will  be  leadily  bdieved  that  the 


'  Mr.  Reed  obser^^es  that  this  ftnecdote  is  i-eliited  by  Mr.  Walpole,  in  his  Cactalogne  of  Itoyal  and 
Koble  Aatb<»v,  of  the  earl  of  Shaftesbniy,  author  of  the  Cbaracteristics,  b«tt  it  appears  to  me  to  be  a 
mistake,  if  we  are  to  uoderstand  that  the  woids  were  spoken  by  Sbaflesbury  at  this  time,  wbeo  he  had 
no  seat  in  tbehouse  of  commons  j  nor  did  the  biU  pass  at  this  time,  being  thrown  out  by  the  huuse  of 
lords.  It  became  a  law  in  the  7th  William,  when  Hali£&x  and  Shaftesbury  both  had  seats.  The  editoft 
of  tfafe  Biographia  Britannica  adopt  Mr.  WaIpole's  story,  but  they  are  not  Speakiog  of  (his  pedod.  Tl» 
atory  first  ap^pettred  in  i\A  Life  of  Lord  Halifiofc,  ptiblnhed  in  2715.    C. 


LIFE  OF  HALIFAK.  333 

woiks  would  not  miss  of  celebration.  Addison  began  to  praise  him  early,  and  was  fol- 
lowed  or  accompaoied  by  other  poets ;  perliaps  by  almost  all^  except  Swift  and  Pope, 
who  forebore  to  flatter  him  in  his  hfe^  and  after  his  death  spoke  of  him,  Swift  with  slieht 
censure,  and  Pope  in  the  cfaaracter  of  Bufo  with  acrimonious  contempt. 

He  was,  as  Pope  says,  '^  fed  with  dedications;"  for  Tickell  affirras,  that  no  dedication 
was  unrewarded.  To  charge  all  unmerited  praise  with  the  guilt  of  flattery,  and  to  sup- 
pose  that  thcencomiast  always  knows  and  feeb  the  falsehoods  of  his  asaertions,  is  surely 
to  dt8cover  great  ignorance  of  human  naturę  and  human  łife.  In  determinations  depend- 
ing  not  on  rules,  but  on  expierience  and  coniparison,  judgement  is  always  in  soroe  dęgree 
'  subject  to  affection.    Yeiy  near  to  adroiration  is  the  wish  to  admire. 

£very  man  willingly  gives  value  to  the  praise  which  he  receives,  and  consdders  the  sen* 
tence  passed  in  his  favour  as  the  sentence  of  discernment.  We  admire  in  a  friend  that  un-^ 
derstanding  which  selected  us  for  confidence ;  wie  admire  morę,  in  a  patron,  that  judge- 
ment, .which,  instead  of  scattering  bounty  indiscriminately^  directed  it  to  us;  and^  if  the 
patron  be  an  author,  those  performances  which  gratitude  forbids  us  to  blame,  affection 
will  easily  dispose  us  to  eżalt 

To  these  pr^udices^  hardly  culpable,  interest  adds  a  power  always  operatfa^,  though 
not  alwaysy  because  not  wilUngly,  perceived.  The  modesty  of  praise  wears  gradually 
away ;  and  perhaps  the  pride  of  patronagę  may  be  in  time  so  increased,  that  modest 
praise  will  no  ionger  please. 

Many  k  blandishment  was  practised  upon  Halifax,  which  he  would  never  have  known, 
faad  he  no  other  attractions  than  those  of  his  poetry^  of  which  a  short  time  bas  withered 
the  beautiea.  It  would  now  be  esteemed  no  honour,  by  a  contributor  to  the  monthly 
bundles  of  yerses,  to  be  told,  that,  in  straips  either  iamiliar  or  solemn,  be  sings  Ujm 
Montague. 


POEMS 


OF  THE 


EARL  OF  HALIFAK. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF 

HIS  MOST  SACRED  MAJESTY 
KING  CHARLES  IL 

"CpAREWEL,  great  Charles,  monarch  of  blest 

•■•  renown, 

The  best  good  man  thtft  ever  filPd  a  throne ; 

Whom  Naturę  as  her  highest  patteru  wrought. 

And  mtx'd  both  sexes'  yirtues'  in  a  draught; 

Wisdom  for  councils,  bnivery  in  war, 

Witb  all  Łbe  mild  good-nature  of  the  foir. 

The  woinan's  sweetness  temper'd  matily  wit. 

And  Ioving  pow*r  did,  crown*d  with  meekness,  sit; 

His  awfiil  person  reverence  eDgag>d, 

With  mild  address  and  tendemess  assuag>d : 

Tbus  the  aimighty  gracious  King  above, 

Does  both  commaod  oar  fear,  and  win  our  Iotc. 

With  wonders  bom,  by  miracles  pre8erv'd, 
A  heavenly  host  th^  infant*8  cradle  6erv*d : 
And  men  his  healing  empire^s  omen  read, 
When.  SAn  with  stars,  and  day  with  night  agreed. 
His  youth  for  vaIorou8  patience  was  renownM; 
Like  David,  persecuted  first,  then  crown^d : 
LoT^d  in  all  coarts,  admir'd  where'er  he  came, 
At  oncc  OUT  nation'8  glory,  and  its  shame : 
Tbey  blest  the  isle  where  sncb  great  spirits  dwell, 
Abborr^d  the  men,  that  oould  such  worth  expcl. 
To  spare  our  livcs,  he  meekiy  did  defeat 
Those  Sauls,  whom  wand^ring  asses  madę  so  great; 
"Waiting  till  Heaven's  clection  should  be  shown, 
And  the  Aimighty  should  his  unction  own. 
And  own  he  did — his  powerful  arm  display*d ; 
And  Israel,  the  belov'd  of  God,  obey'd ; 
Caird  by  his  people^s  tears,  he  came,  he  easM 
The  groaning  natiou,  the  bl^ck  storms  appeas*d, 
Did  grcater  blessings,  than  he  took,  afford  ; 
England  itselt  was  morę,  than  he,  re8tor*d. 
Unbappy  Albion,  by  strange  ills  oppross'd, 
In  Tarious  fevers  tost,  could  find  no  rest ; 
Suitę  ^pent  and  weary'd,  to  his  arms  she  fled. 
And  rested  on  his  shoulders  her  fair  bending  bead. 

In  conąuesŁo  mild,  he  catmefrom  exile  kind; 
No  climes,  no  pr'>vocations,  cbangM  his  mind; 
No  malice  8how»d,  no  hate,  reveiige,  or  pride, 
But  rurd  as  meekly,  as  his  fiather  dy*d ; 
Ęas*d  us  firom  end!e«s  wars,  madę  discords  cease, 
Kestoi^d  to  quiet,  and  maintaiu*d  in  peace. 


ł 


A  mighty  series  of  new  time  began. 
And  rolling  years  in  joyful  circles  ran. 
Then  wealth  the  city,  business  filPd  the  port. 
To  mirth  our  tumults  turn'd,  our  wars  to  sport: 
Then  leaming  flourishM,  blooming  artsdidspringy 
And  the  glad  Mnses  prnn^d  their  drooping  wing: 
Then  did  our  flying  towers  improvement  know, 
Who  now  command  as  far  as  winds  can  biow; 
With  canva8s  wings  round  all  the  globe  they  fly. 
And,  built  by  Charles^s  art,  all  storms  defy; 
To  every  coast  with  ready  sails  are  huri»d. 
Fili  us  with  wealth,  and  with  our  famę  the  world; 
From  whose  distractions  seas  do  us  divide  ; 
Their  riches  here  in  floating  castles  ride. 
We  reap  the  swarthy  Indians'  sweat  and  toil ; 
Their  fniit,  without  the  niischiefs  of  their  soiL 
Here,  in  cool  shades,  their  gold  and  pearls  re- 

ceive, 
Free  from  the  heat  which  does  their  lustre  gire. 
In  Persian  silks,  eat  eastern  spice;  secure 
From  burning  fluxe8,  and  the  calenture : 
Under  our  vines,  upon  the  peaceful  shore. 
We  see  all  Europo  tost,  bear  tempests  roar:  * 
Rapine,  sword,  wars,  and  famine,  ragę  abroad, 
While  Charles  their  host,  like  Jove  from  Ida, 

aw'd; 
Us  from  our  foes,  and  from  ourseWes  did  shield, 
Our  towns  from  tumults,  and  from  arms  the  field; 
For  when  bold  Faction  goodness  could  disdain, 
Unwillingly  he  us'd  a  straiter  rein : 
In  the  still  gcutie  voice  he  lov'd  to  speak. 
But  could,  with  thunder,  harden*d  rebels  break. 
Yet,  Łhough  they  wak*d  the  laws,  his  tender  miiid 
Was  undisturb'd,  in  wrath  severely  kind ; 
Tempting  his  powcr,  and  urging  to  assume; 
Thus  Jove,  in  loye,  did  Semclc  consume. 
As  the  stout  oak,  when  round  his  trunk  the  vine 
Does  in  soft  wreaths  and  amorous  foldings  twine, 
Easy  and  slight  appears ;  thci  winds  from  far 
Summon  their  noisy  force?  to  the  war : 
But  thuugh  so  gentle  seems  his  outward  form. 
His  hidden  strength  out-brave8  the  loudest  storm: 
Finner  he  stands,  and  boldly  keepsthc  field, 
Showing  stout  minds,  w^hen  unprovok*d,  are  mild. 
So  wbcn  the  good  man  madę  the  crowd  presume, 
He  show'd  himself,  and  did  the  king  assume: 
For  goodness  in  excess  may  be  a  sin ; 
Justice  must  tamę,  whom  mercy  cannot  win.  ' 
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HAUFAX'S  POEMS« 


Thiis  Winter  ilxes  the  unteble  ma. 
And  teaches  restless  water  constancy, 
Which,  under  the  wann  influence  of  briglit  days, 
The  fickle  motion  of  each  blast  obcyn,  , 

To  bńdle  fiictions,  stop  rebeIlion's  course^ 
By  easy  methods,  ranąnish  without  fbrce ; 
Beliere  the  good,  bold  stubbom  foes  subdue, 
Kildness  ni  wrath,  meekness  iu  anger  shew, 
Werę  arts  great  Cbarles^s  prudence  only  knew. 
To  iright  the  bad,  thus  awftil  thiinder  rolls, 
While  the  bright  bow  secures  the  £iithful  souls. 

Such  18  thy  glory,  Charles,  thy  lasting  name, 
Brighter   than   our   4>roud    neighbour'8    guilty 

fione; 
Morę  noble  than  the  spoils  tbat  battles  yield, 
Or  all  the  empty  triumphs  of  the^field. 
Tis  less  to  conquer,  than  to  make  war  cease. 
And,  without  fighting,  awe  the  world  to  peace ; 
For  prondest  triumphs  ^m  contempt  arise; 
The  T8nqtti8h'd  firit  the  conqueror>8  armii  de- 

spisę: 
Won  ensigns  are  the  gaudy  marks  of  scom^ 
They  brave  the  yictor  first,  and  then  adom. 
But  peaccfiil  monarchs  reign  like  gods:  whi|e 

m>ne 
Bispute,  all  loye,  bless,  reverence  their  throne. 
Tigers  and  bęąrs,  with  all  the  savage  host, 
]Ma^  l^ldness,   strength,    and   daring  conquest 

boast; 
But  the  sweet  passions  of  a  generous  mind 
Are  the  prerogative,of  human-kind ; 
The  god-like  iihage,  on  our  clay  imprest, 
The  darling  attribute  which  Heaven  loTes  best: 
|n  Charles,  so  good  a  man  and  king,  we  see 
A  double  image  of  the  delty. 
Oh  !  had  he  morę  resembl^  it!     Oh,  why 
Was  he  not  still  morę  like,  and  could  npt  die  ? 
'  Now  do  our  thoughts  alone  enjoy  his  name. 
And  falnt  ideas  of  our  blessing  fnune  ! 
In  Thamcs,  the  Ocean's  darling,  England's  pride, 
The  pleasing  emblem  of  his  reign  does  glide : 
Thames,  the  support  and  glory  of  our  isle« 
Richer  than  Tagus,  or  i£gyptian  Nile:  • 

Though    po  rich  sand  in  him,   no  pearls  are 

found, 
Yet  fields  rejoice,  his  meadows  laugh  around  ; 
.  Less  wealth  his  bosom  holds,  less  guilty  stores. 
For  he  exhaust8  hiroself  t'  en  rich  the  shores. 
Mild  and  serene  the  peaceful  current  flows. 
No  angry  foam,  no  raging  surges  knows ; 
No  dreadful  wrecks  upon  his  banks  appear. 
His  crystal  stream  unstain^d  by  widows  tear. 
His  channel  strong  and  easy,  deep  and  elear. 
Ko  arbitrary  inundations  sweep 
The  plou^man'8  bopes,  and  life  into  the  deep ; 
His  even  waters  the  old  limits  keep. 
But  oh !  he  ebbs,  the  smiling  wares  decay. 
For  ever,  loyely  stream,  for.  ever  stay ! 
To  the  black  sea  his  silent  course  does  bend,' 
Wbere  the  best  streams,  the  longest  river8,  end^ 
His  spotless  waves  tbere  undistinguishM  pass, 
Nonę  see,  bW  elear,  how  bounteous,  sweet,  be 

was. 
No  difTerence  now,  though  late  ao  much  is  seen, 
Twi^t  him,  ficrce  Rhine,  and  the   impetuous 

Seihe. 
But,  lo !  the  joyfiil  tide  our  hopcs  restores, 
And  dancing  ti-aves  extend  the  wid*ning  shores. 
James  is  our  Charles  in  all  things  but  i  o  name : 
Tbu9  T^i^^JU^B  is  daily  lost,  yet  stiil  the  same. 


ODE 

0V  THE  MARRIAGB  OP  THB 

PRINĆESS  ANNE  and  PRINCE  OEOBQE 
OF  DENMARK. 

Whiłit  black  defligns  (thct  direfol  woi1[  of  Fate) 

pisti-BCt  the  iabuuring  state ; 
Whiist  (like  the  sea)  around  loud  discoida  roar, 
Breaking  their  fury  on  the  frighted  shore ; 
And  England  dties  like  brave  Vienna  stand, 
BP8ieg'd  by  Infidels  on  either  hand ;  [nght  ? 

What  roeans  this  peaceful  train,  this  pompow 

What  means  this  royal  bcauteons  pair  ? 
This  troop  of  youths  and  yirgins  heareuly  fair, 

That  does  at  onoe  astonish  and  delight ; 
Great  Charles,  and  his  illnstrious  brotłjer  heie. 

No  boki  assassinate  oeed  fear ; 

Here  is  no  harmful  weapon  found,    fwonnd. 
Notbing  but  Cupid's  darts  and  Beauty  here  can 

How  gprateful  does  this  scenę  appear 
To  us,  who  might  toe  jnstly  feair 
We  nerer  should  have  seen  again 
Aught  bright,  but  armour  on  the  plain! 
Ne^er  in  their  cheerful  gaib  t'have  scen  the  fair, 
While  all,  with  melting  eyes  and  wild  disberellM 
hair,  [slain. 

Had  moum*d  their  brothers,  sons,  and  huśbands, 
These  dusky  shadows  make  this  scenę  morę  bright; 

The  horrour  adds  to  the  delight. 
This  giorious  pomp  our  spirifj  cheers ;  firom  hen^ 
We  lacky  omens  take,  new  happiness  commence. 

Thus,  when  the  gathering  clouds  a  stonn  prepare. 
And  their  black  force  associate  in  the  air ; 
(Endeavouring  to  eclipse  the  bounteous  light, 

Who,  with  kind  warmtb,  and  powerful  rtys, 
Them  to  that  eiiTyM  height, 
From  their  mean  native  earth,  did  raise) 

A  thoughtful  sadoess  sita  on  all, 
Eicpecting  where  the  ftiU-charg'd  olouds  will  fiJl : 
But  if  the  heavenly  bow 

Deck'd,  like  a  gaudy  bride,  appears. 

And  all  ber  Tarions  robes  display s, 
Painted  by  the  conquering   Sun^s    triimipfaant 

It  mortals  drooping  spirits  cheers ;  Crays> 

Fresh  joy,  new  lieht,  each  Yisage  wears : 

Again  the  seamen  tnist  the  main, 
The  jocund  swains  their  covertB  leare  again  ; 

Again,  in  pleasant  warbling  notes,  [fal  throata. 
The  cheerftil  poets  of  the  wood  extend  their  tune- 

Tben,  then,  my  Muse,  raise  with  thy  l3nre  thy  Toicei, 
And,  with  thy  lays,  make  fields  and  woods  rejoice: 

For  lo  I  the  heavenly  pledge  appear*. 
And  in  bright  characters  the  promise  bears : 
The  factious  deluge  shall  prerail  no  morę  ; 
In  vain  they  foam,  in  vain  they  ragę, 
Buffet  in  vąin  thę  unmovM  shore,      [assoage. 
Her  charms,  and  Charies^s  power,  their  tury  shall 
See  !  see  !  how  decently  the  bashful  bride 
Does  bear  hcr  conquest ;  with  how  little  pride 
She  Tiews  that  prince,  the  captire  of  ber  channSy 
Who  modę  the  North  with  fear  to  quake. 
And  did  that  powerful  empire  shake ; 
Bcfbre  whose  arms,  when  great  Gustavu8  led, 
The  frighted  Roman  eagles  fled. 

Whatcrer  then  was  his  desire. 
His  cannons  did  command  ih  fire: 


ON  THE  PRINCE  OF  D£Nl!dARK'S  MABItlAGE. 


Mr 


W  nile  ul  018  spoiM,  and  gionous  wreaiM 

'  laurel,  at  her  feet  the  ▼anquish'd  warrior  lays. 

"eat  prince!  by  that   submission  yoa*lt   gain 


Kow  he  hittiflelf  for  pity  prays, 

Hia  loTe  in  timorous  aighs  he  breathes, 

While  all  bis  spoils,  and  glorious  wreathf 

Of  — 

Oreat 

more 

Tban  e*er  your  haughty  courage  won  before  ; 
Herę  on  your  knees  a  gieater  trophy  gain, 
Tban  tbat  you  brougbt  from  Lunśien^s  famous 

plain  i 
Where,  wben  your  broŁher,  fired  with  saccess^ 
Too  daringly  upon  the  foe  did  press, 
And  was  a  captive  madę,  then  you  alone 
Did  with  your  single  arm  support  the  throne: 
Your  gen'rous  breast,  with  Airy  boiling  o^er, 
like  lightning  tbrough  their  scatterM  troops  you 
fiewy  [uropb  borę. 

And  from  th'  amazed  foe  tbe  royal  prize  in  tri- 

You  haye  your  ancestors  in  this  one  act  out-done, 
Thougłk  their  successful  arms  did  this  wbole  isle 
o*er-run. 
They,  to  revenge  a  raviafa'd  lady,  came, 
You,  to  eijoy  one  spotleas  as  your  hme : 
Before  tbem,  as  they  marcb'd,  the  country  fled. 
And  back  behind  tbem  threw 
Their  cdrses  as  they  flew ; 
On  tbe  bleak  shore,  ezpecting  you,  they  stand. 
And  with  glad  shouts  coiiduct  to  land : 
Throi^  ^pi°S  crowds  you're  forc'd  to  press 
your  way,  [ones  pray. 

While  yiigins  sigh,  the  young  men  shout,  and  old 
And  with  this  beauteous  lady  you  may  gain, 

(This  lady,  that  alone 
€>f  greater  va!ue  is  than*any  throne) 
Without  that  rapine,  guilt,  and  hate, 

By  a  calm  and  even  fate,  [maintain. 

That  empire,  which  they  did  so  short  a  while 


ODE 
OH  TRB  lAMB  OCCA8ION'. 

ł)iNC,  hinc,  Camoens,  cedite  inutiles^ 
Kam  COT  potenti  numine  gaudium 
Afflavit,  exultan8que  pectus 
Corripuit  meliore  flamma. 
Talesąue  cantus  fundere  gestio, 
Ismene,  quales  auribns  hauseras 
Utrisąue,  quandó  Dithyrambis 
Pindarus  incaluit  solutis. 
Dum  nescit  equo  flumine  gaudium 
Prolabi,  et  arctis  limitibus,  rag^ 

Nunc  huc  redundans,  nunc  retrorsum^ 
Yorticibus  iurit  inquietis. 
Adsis,  triumphos  dum  canimus  tuos, 
Adsis,  Cupido,  illaberc  pectori : 
Dum  personamus  te,  decoris 
Carminibus,  bona  Cypris,  adsis. 
Cypron  beatam  speme  Yolatiiis, 
Uuc,  huc  amonim  septa  cohortibus, 
Molire  gressus,  ad  Britannos 
Ceruleos  age,  Diva,  currus. 

■  From  the  Hymeiiaeus  Catabrigiensis.  Canta- 
bngia,  1683, — See  the  preceding  pocm  by  Mr. 
Montagu,  in  English,  on  the  same  occasiou. 
This  Latin  Ode  (or  rather  Medłey)  is  much  bet- 
ter  tban  his  English  piece.      Kymastok. 

vouix. 


Fallor?  au  ez  laya  Con^esi  parte  sereni 

Diva  Yocata  venit? 
Ecce!  citis  magnum  (pendensin  veibere  prona) 

Tranat  inane  rotis. 
Frondę    comas,   auroque    premit   pulcherrima, 

Sualis  adire  solet  [Marteot 

Gaudia,  Blanditias,  hilari  Tultuque  renidens 

Spargit  ubique  Jocos. 
LasciTus  pictas  jactantior  explicat  alas 

Idaliusque  puer. 
Adventa  dispersa  Dee  sunt  nubila,  venti 

Nec  iTremuere  minis. 
Dum  K3asiphas  una  antę  alias  formosior  omnes^ 

Dignaque  cura  Des, 
Sic  pasana  canit,  ccelum  et  modulamine  complet 

Vox  sociata  lyrs: 


<« 


Egreglam  landem,  Yenus,  et  spolia  ampla  re« 
fintis 

Tuque,  puerque  tuus ;  si  virgo  Britannica  victa 
Agnoscat  numen  (mentem  jam  saucia)  yestnmu 
Si  YÓtis,  si  saeyaullis  insue^  movert, 
Aut  precibus  pnebere  suas  tractabilis  aures, 
Itlum  jam  sentit,  quem  non  misenita  furorem  est, 

"  Feryidus  et  Danite  princeps,  cui  pralia  curs, 
(Detestata  tibi)  pictis  et  splendor  in  anriis, 
Śni  nec  militiam  yestram,  nec  castra,  Cupido, 
Noyit,  sed  flammas  et  inania  spicula  risit. 
Dum  trepidos  Suecos  ardens  agit  aequore  campi^ 
Jam  Yenerem  accipiens  inricto  pectore  totam, 
£xtendit  palmas  ad  numina  Istóa  rebelles. 

**  Jam  non  bella  placent,  et  lituo  lyram 
Priefert,  atque  caput  Itali  casside  ferreft 
Urgeri  solitum,  diyitis  Itali 
Unguentum  redolens,  suas 

**  Reclinat  gremio  conjugis;  immemor 
Somni,  dumque  yagis  luminibus  Deam 
Periustrat,  roseis  oscula  quse  labris 
Łibayit  sitiens  bibit, 

"  Deponitque  grayi  militiS  latus 
Defessum  in  tbalamo  Istus  amabili: 
Hac  mercede  juyant  yulnera,  sic  caput 
Objecisse  periculis. 

"  Plaudit,  Dione,  Iseta  Britannia, 
Olim  craentum  nec  meminit  marę, 
Fasosye  ciyes  indecor^,  aut 
Regna  Dano  populata  forti  | 

"  Hsec  dum  renidens  yindicat  omnia 
Pulcbris  ocellis  Anna,  Georginm 
Ducen8que  captiyum  catenis. 
Per  thalamum  graditur  triumpbanik 

"  Tui8que  surgit  laudibus  HafFaia, 
Yolyendo  retro  secula  prsecinens. 
Cum  Cimber  Anglo  junctus  omoi 
Det  trepido  sura  jura  mundo. 

**  lo  Dtone !  Suecia  jam  canit, 
Pulsos  colonos  dum  neque  fulgidifl  ' 

Deterret  armjs,  nec  tremendo 
Oeorgius  indomitus  tumultu. 

'*  Yos,  par  beatum,  ter,  ter  et  amplii^ 
Yos  obligatam  ferte  Desę  dapem, 
Semperque  amantes  hanc  benignam 
Perpetuo  oelebrate  plausu  "' 

CAROŁUf  MOUTAOU,  GmeToiut^et 4*  M.  7riM.  CU). 
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Ś38  MALIFAX'S  POEMS. 

X     rti£  man  of  honour. 


OCCASIONED  BY 

A  POSTSCRIPT  OP  PENN'S  LETTER. 

Not  all  the  threats  or  favour  of  a  crown, 
.  A  pribce's  whisper,  or  a  tyrant*s  frown,  - 
Can  awe  the  spirit,  or  allure  the  mind» 
Of  him,  who  to  strict  honour  is  inclinM. 
Though  all  the  pomp  and  pleasure  that  does  wait 
On  publłc  places,  and  affairs  of  state, 
Should  fondly  court  him  to  be  base  and  great; 
With  even  passions,  and  prith  settled  face, 
He  woiłld  remoye  tlie  harlofs  felse  embrace. 

Though  all  the  storms  and  tempests  should  arise, 
That  church-magicians  in  their  cells  advt8e. 
And  from  their  settled  basia  nations  tear, 
He  would  unmov'd  the  mighty  ruin  bear; 
Secure  in  innocence  contemn  them  all, 
And  deceutly  arrayM  in  honours  fkll. 

For  this,  bravc  Shrewsbury  and  l.umley's  name 
Shall  stand  the  foremost  in  the  list  of  Famę; 
Who  first  with  steady  minds  the  current  broke, 
And  to  the  suppliant  monarch  boldly  spoke : 

"  Great  sir,  renown'd  for  constancy,  how  just 
Have  we  obey'd  the  croY/n,  and  8er\''d  our  tmst, 
EspousM  your  cause  and  interest  in  distress, 
Yourself  must  witness,  and  our  foes  confess ! 
Permit  us  then  ill  Fortune  to  aceuse, 
That  you  at  la^  unhappy  councils  use. 
And  ask  the  oniy  thing  we  must  refuse. 
Our  lires  and  fortunes  freeły  we*Il  expo8e, 
Honour  alone  we  cannot,  must  not  lose; 
Honour,  that  spark  óf  the  celestial  firo, 
That  above  Naturę  makes  mankind  aspire; 
Ennobles  the  rude  passions  of  our  frame 
With  thirst  of  glory  and  desire  of  fiime ; 
The  richest  treasure  of  a  pcnerous  breast, 
That  givefl  the  stamp  and  standard  to  the  rest. 
Wit,  strength,  and  courage,  are  wild  dangerous 

force, 
Unless  this  soflens  and  directs  their  course; 
And  would.  you  rob  us  of  the  noblest  part  ? 
Acccpt  a  sacrifice  without  a  heart  ? 
'Tis  much  beneath  the  grcatness  of  a  throne, 
To  take  the  casket  when  the  jewePs  gone; 
Debauch  our  principie8,corrupt  our  race. 
And  teach  the  nobles  to  be  false  and  base; 
What  coufidenoe  can  you  in  them  repose, 
Who,  ere  they  senre  you,  all  their  value  lose  ? 
Who  once  ensiave  their  conscience  to  their  lust, 
Have  lost  their  reins,  and  can  no  morę  be  just 

"  Of  honour,  men  at  first  like  women  nice, 
Raise  maiden  scruples  at  unpractisM  vice ; 
Their  modest  naturę  curbs  the  stru^gling  fiame, 
And  stifles  what  they  wish  to  act  with  shame: 
But  once  this  fence  thrown  down,  when  tiiey  per- 

ceive 
That  they  may  taste  forbiddon  fruit  and  live; 
They  stop  not  here  their  cuurse,  but,  saiely  in, 
Grow  strong,  luxuriant,  and  boid  in  sin ; 
Tnie  to  no  principles,  press  forward  still. 
And  only  bound  by  appctite  their  will: 
Now  fawu  and  flatter,  while  this  tide  prevails. 
But  shift  with  every  vpering  bląst  their  sails. 
Irlark  those  that  meanly  truckle  to  your  power, 
They  once d»serted,  and  changM  sides  before. 
And  would  to  morrow  Mahomet  adore. 
On  higher  springs  true  men  of  honour  movc, 
Prea  is  their  sernice,  aad  uubought  their  love: 


When  Danger  calls  and  Honour  leads  the  way, 
With  joy  they  foUow,  and  with  pridc  obey:- 
When  the  rcbellious  foe  came  rolling  on. 
And  shook  with  gathering  multitudes  the  throne, 
Where  were  the  miuions  then  ?    What  arm,  wltaC 

force,  , 

Could  they  oppose  to  stop  the  torrent*s  coursc? 

**  Then  Pembroke,  then  the  nobles  firmW  sŁuod, 
Free  of  their  lives,  and  1.  vish  of  their  blood  ; 
But,  when  yt)ur  orders  to  mean  ends  decline, 
With  the  same  coustanry  they  all  resign." 

Thus  spake  the  youth,  who  open'd  first  the 
way, 
And  was  the  PhospVrus  to  the  dawni ng  day  ; 
Follow'd  by  a  more  glorious  spicndid  host, 
Thau  any  age,  or  any  realm  can  boast: 
So  great  their  famę,  so  numerous  their  train. 
To  name  were  endless,  and  to  praise  in  vain : 
But  Herbert  and  great  Oxford  merit  morę  ; 
Bold  is  tlieir  ilight,  and  morę  sublime  they  soar^ 
So  high  their  virtue  as  yet  wants  a  name, 
Exceeding  wonder,  and  surpassing  famę ; 
Risr,  glorious  church,  erect  thy.radiant  bead; 
The  storm  is  past,  th'  impcnding  tempest  fled  ; 
Had  Fate  det-reed  thy  ruin  or  disgrace, 
It  had  not  given  such  sous  so  brave  a  race ; 
When  for  destructiun  Heavcn  a  realm  designs, 
The  symptums  first  appear  in  slavish  minds. 
These  men  would  prop  a  sinking  nation^s  weigh^ 
Stop  falliH«:  vengeance,  and  reversc  ev'n  fate. 
Let  otbcr  nations  boast  their  fruitful  soil, 
Their  fragrant  spices,  their  rich  winę  and  oil; 
In  breathing  ooluurs,  and  in  living  paint, 
I^t  them  excel ;  their  mastery  we  grant. 
But  to  instract  the  mind,  to  arm  the  soul 
With  Yirtue  which  no  dangers  can  control; 
Exalt  the  thought,  a  speedy  courage  lend, 
That  tiorrour  cannot  shake,  or  pleasure  bend; 
1'hese  are  the  English  arts,  these  we  profess. 
To  be  the  same  in  misery  and  success ; 
To  teach  oppressors  law,  assist  the  good, 
Rc1ieve  the  wretched,  and  subdue  the  prood. 
Such  are  our  souls :  but  what  doth  worth  avail 
When  kings  commit  to  hnngry  priests  the  scaleń 
All  merit'8  light  when  they  dispose  the  weight, 
Who  either  would  embroil  or  rule  the  state, 
Dofame  those  heroes  who  their  yoke  refiiae. 
And  blastthat  honesty  they  cannot  use; 
The  strength  and  safety  of  the  <Town  destroy. 
And  the  king's  power  against  himsclf  employ ; 
Affront  his  friends,  deprive  him  of  the  brave; 
Bereft  of  these,  he  must  become  their  slare. 
Men,  like  our  money,  come  the  most  in  play. 
For  being  base,  and  of  a  coarse  allay. 
The  richest  medals,  and  the  pure^  gold, 
Of  native  value  and  cxactest  mould, 
By  worth  conccaPd,  in  private  olosrts  shine. 
For  Yulgar  use  too  prccious  and  too  fine; 
Whiist  tin  a^d  coppor  with  new  stampińg  brigh^ 
Coin  of  base  metal,  counterfeit  and  light. 
Do  all  the  business  of  the  nation's  tum, 
RaisM  in  contempt,  us*d  and  employ^d  in  scom; 
So  shining  virtues  are  for  courts  loo  bright, 
Whose  guilty  actions-fly  the  scarching  light: 
Rich  in  themselves,  disdnining  to  aspire, 
Great  without  pomp,  they  willingly  retire; 
Give  place  to  fools,  whose  rash  misjudrnng  sensf 
[ncreases  the  weak  measurcs  of  their  prince; 
Tliey  blindly  and  implicitly  run  on. 
Nor  >ee  those  dangen  which  the  othen  sbon : 
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Who,  slow  to  act,  each  business  duły  weigh, 
A^Vise  with  freedom,  and  witb  care  obey; 
With  wisdom  fetal  to  their  interest,  strive 
To  make  their  monarch  lov*d,  and  nation  thriFe. 
Such  have  no  place  where  priests  and  women 
Wbo  love  fierce  drivers,  and  a  looser  rein.  [reigo^ 


AN  EPISTLE 

TO 

CHARLES  EARL  OP  DORSET,       , 

OC€A8IONBD  BY 
HIS  MAJBSTT*S  TICTORY   IN  IREŁAND,    1690. 

What!  shaił  thc  king  tbe  ńation^s  genius  raise, 
And  make  us  rival  our  great  Edward^s  days; 
Yet  not  one  Mtise,  Worthy  a  conqueroT*s  naiiie, 
Attfnd  his  triumphs,  and  record  his  fiime? 
Oh,  Dorset!  you  alone  this  fault  can  mend^ 
The  Muses^darling,  confident,  and  friend; 
The  poets  are  your  charge,  and,  if  uiifit, 
You  ftbould  be  fin'd  to  fUrnish  abler  wit; 
OblisrM  to  quit  yonr  ease,  and  draw  again^ 
To  paint  the  greatest  hero,  the  best  pen. 

A  hero,  who  thus  earły  doth  out-shine 
The  anrient  bonours  of  his  glorioiis  linę; 
And,  soaring  morę  sublimely  to  renown, 
The  memory  of  their  pious  triumphs  droWn^ 
"Włiose  actions  are  deliver'd  o'er  to  Famę, 
A«  ty  nos  and  figures  of  his  greater  name. 

W  hen  Fate  some  mighty  genius  has  designM, 
For  the  relief  and  wonder  of  mankind, 
Katore  takes  time  to  answer  the  intent. 
And  climbs,  by  slow  degrees,  the  steep  ascent: 
She  toils  and  labours  with  the  growing  weight. 
And  watches  carefully  the  steps  of  Fate ; 
Till  all  the  seeds  of  Providence  unitę, 
To  set  the  bero  in  a  happy  light; 
Then,  in  a  lucky  and  propitious  hour, 
£xerts  ber  furce,  and  calls  fbrth  al!  ber  power. 

In  Kassau*8  race  she  madę  this  long  essay  : 
Heroes  and  patriots  prepar^d  the  way, 
And  promisM,  in  their  dawn,  this  brighter  day; 
A  public  spirit  distinguisb'd  all  the  linę, 
Successiye  yirtues  in  each  branch  did  shine,  [sign. 
Till  this  last  glory  rosę,  and  crown'd  the  great  de- 
Blest  be  his  name  !  and  peaceful  lie  his  grave,    . 
Whodurst  his  uati^e  soil,  lost  Holland,  save! 
But  Włlliam^s  genius  takes  a  wider  scope. 
And  giyesthe  injurM,  in  all  kingdomSy  hope; 
Bom  to  subdue  insulting  tyrants'  ragę, 
Tbe  ornament  and  terrour  of  tbe  age; 
The  refuge  where  afflicted  nations  lind 
Relief  from  those  oppressors  of  mankind, 
Whom  laws  restrain  not,  and  no  oaths  can  bindt 
fiim,  their  deliverer  Europę  does  confess, 
All  tongoes  extol,  and  all  religions  bless; 
The  Po,  the  Danube,  Bcetis,  and  the  Rhine, 
United  in  his  praise,  their  wonder  Join  ; 
TVhiIe,  in  the  public  cause,  be  takes  the  field. 
And  sbelter*d  nations  fight  bebind  his  shield. 
His  foes  themseWes  dare  not  applause  refuse : 
And  shall  soch  actions  want  a  faithful  Muse? 
Poets  have  this  to  boast:  without  their  aid, 
Tłie  fi^shest  laurels  iiipp'd  by  mulice,  fade, 
Ąud  yirtae  to  obUviott  Li  betrayM; 


The  proudest  bonours  have  a  narrow  datę, 
Uniess  they  vindicate  their  names  from  Fate 

But  who  is  equal  to  sustain  the  part? 
Dryden  has  numbers,  but  he  wants  a  heart; 
InjoinM  a  penance,  which  is  too  severe 
For  playing  once  the  fool,  to  perserere. 
Others,  who  knew  the  trade,  have  laid  it  down  ; 
And,  looking  round,  1  find  you  stand  alone. 

How  sir,  can  you,  or  any  English  Muse, 
Our  country's  famę,  our  monarch^s  arms,  refuse? 

'Tis  not  my  want  of  gratitude,  but  skill, 
Makes  me  dedioe  what  I  can  ne'er  fulfiL 
I  cannot  sing  of  conąuest  as  I  ough^ 
And  my  breath  fails  to  swell  a  lofty  notę. 
I  know  my  compuss,  and  my  Muse's  size, 
She  loves  to  sport  and  play,  but  dares  not  rise: 
Idly  aifects,  in  this  familiar  way, 
In  easy  numbers  loosely  to  convey, 
What  mutual  friendship  ¥(rould  at  distance  say. 

Poets  assuine  another  tonę  and  voice, 
Whenvictory's  their  thcme,  and  arms  their  choice. 
To  follofi'  heroes  in  the  chase  of  famę, 
i^sks  force  and  beat,  and  fancy  wingM  with  flamc. 
What  words  can  paint  the  royal  warrior'8  fauce  ? 
What  colours  can  the  figurę  boldly  raise, 
Wheu  cover*d  o^cr  with  comely  dust  and  smoke, 
He  pierc*d  the  foe,  andthickest  squadrons  broku? 
His  bleeding  arm,  still  painful  witb  the  sore, 
Which,  in  his  peoplc's  causc,  the  pious  fathcr 
borę:  [way, 

Whom,  cleaving  through  the  troops  a  glorious 
Not  the  united  force  of  France  and  Heli  could  stay. 

Oh,  Dorset!  I  am  raisM!  Vm  all  on  fire! 
And,  if  my  strcngth  could  answer  my  desire, 
In  8)>caking  paint  this  figurę  should  be  secn, 
Lilce  Jove  his  grandeur,  aud  like  Mars  his  niien; 
And  gods  descending  should  adorn  tbe  scenę. 

See,  see !  upon  the  banks  of  Boync  he  stauds. 
By  his  own  view  adju^ting  his  commands : 
Calm  and  serene  thc  armed  coast  surveys, 
A  nd,  in  cool  thoughts,  the  difTerent  chances  weigbs: 
Then,  fir*d  with  famę,  and  eager  of  renown, 
Rcsolves  to  end  the  war,  and  fix  the  throne. 
From  wiiig  to  wing  the  squadrons  bending  stand. 
And  close  their  ranks  to  meet  their  kiKg*s  com- 

mand; 
The  drums  and  trumpets  sleep,  the  sprigbtly  noisa 
Of  neighing  steeds,  and  cannons'  louder  voice, 
Suspcnded  in  attention,  banish  far 
All  bostile  sounds,  and  bush  the  din  of  war: 
The  silent  truops  stretch  forth  an  eager  look, 
Listening  with  joy,  while  thus  their  generał  spoke: 

"  Come,  fcllow-soldiers,  follow  me  oncc  more^ 
And  fix  thc  fate  of  Europę  on  that  shore; 
Your  courage  only  waits  from  me  the  word, 
But  Eng]and's  happiness  commands  my  sword : 
In  her  defcnce  I  every  part  will  bear, 
The  soldior's  danger,  and  the  prince's  care. 
And  envy  any  arm  an  equal  share. 
Set  all  thal'i>  dear  to  men  before  your  sigbt; 
For  laws,  religion,  liberty,  we  fight;  [flame. 

To  save  your  wives  from  rape,  your  towns  from' 
Redcem  your  country  sold,   and  vindicate   her 

name; 
At  whosc  request  and  tiihely  cali  I  rosę, 
To  tempt  my  fate,  and  all  my  hopes  expo0e; 
Struggied  with  advcrsc  storms  and  winter  9eas, 
That  in  my  labonrs  you  might  find  your  ease. 
Let  other  monarchs  dictate  from  afar. 
And  write  tbe  empty  triumphs  of  tbe  war: 
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THE 


LIFE  OF  PARNELL. 


BY  DR.  JOHNSON. 


^The  life  of  doctor  Pameli  is  a  task  which  I  should  yery  willingly  decline,  smce  it  has 
been  lately  written  by  Goldsmith,  a  man  of  such  yariety  of  powers,  and  such  felicity  of 
perfoimance,  that  Jie  always  seemed  to  do  best  that  which  he  was  doiog;  a  man  who 
had  the  art  of  being  minutę  without  tediousness,  and  generał  without  confusion;  whose 
laąguage  was  copious  without  exuberancey  exact  without  constraint,  and  easy  without 
weakness. 

What  sąch  ^  anthor  hastoldj  who wouldielLagain  ?  I  hare  madę  an  abstract  fix>m 
bis  larger  narrative;  and  have  this  gratification  irom  my  attempt,  that  it  gives  me  anop- 
portunity  of  payiug  due  tribute  to  tlie  memory  of  Goldsmith. 

Ti  Y^S  y^P^S  If »  ^ayo¥l(av 

1 

THOMAS  PARNELL  was  the  sou  of  a  commonwealthsman  of  the  same  name,  who» 
at  the  Restoratiou,  left  Congleton  in  Cheshire,  where  the  family  had  been  esŁablished 
for  9everal  centuries,  9nd,  settling  in  Ireland,  purchased  an  estate,  which,  with  his  lands 
in  Cheshire,  descended  to  tJie  poet,  who  was  bom  at  Dublin  in  1679;  stnd,  afler  the 
usnal  education  at  a  grammar-school,  was,  at  the  age  of  thirteen,  admitted  iuto  the  col- 
lege, where,  in  1700,  he  became  master  of  arts;  and  was  the  same  year  ordained  a 
deacon,  though  undcr.  tlie  canonical  age,  by  a  diąpensation  from  the  bishop  of 
Derry. 

About  three  years  afterwards  he  was  made-a  priest ;  and  m  1705  Dr.  Ashe,  the  bishop 
of  Clogher,  conferred  upon  him  the  archdeaconry  of  Clogher.  About  the  same  year  he 
married  Mrs.  Annę  Minchin,  an  amiable  lady,  by  whom  he  had  two  sons,  who  died 
young,  and  a  daughter  who  long  surviyed  hun. 

At  the  ejection  of  the  Whigs,  in  the  end  of  qoeen  Anue^s  reign,  Parnell  was  persuaded 
to  change  his  party,  not  without  much  censure  from  those  whom  he  forsook,  and  was 
Mceiyed  by  the  new  ministiy  as  a  yaluable  reinforcement.  When  the  earl  of  Oxford 
was  told  that  Dr.  Pameli  waited  amoog  the  crowd  in  the  outer  coom^  he  went,  by  the 
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or 


DR.    PARNELL. 


TO  THE  RIOHT  HON. 

nOBERT,  EARL  OF  OXFORD, 

ANO 

EARL  MORTIMER. 

SUCH  wcre  the  notes  thy  once-lov»d  poet  sung, 
Till  death  untimely  stoppM  his  tuneful  tongue. 
Oh,  just  beheld,  and  lost !  admir'd»  and  mourn'd ! 
Włth  softest  manners,  gentlest  arts  adorn*d ! 
Blest  in  each  science,  blest  in  every  strain; 
Dear  to  the  Muse,  to  Harley  dear—in  vain! 

For  him  thou  oft  hast  bid  the  world  attend, 
Fond  to  forget  the  statesman  in  the  friend: 
For  Swift  and  him,  despis'd  the  farce  of  state, 
The  sober  foUies  of  the  wise  and  great ; 
I)extrou8,  the  craying,  fawning  crowd  to  quit. 
And  pleasM  to  'scape  from  flattery  to  wit. 

Absent  or  dead,  still  let  a  friend  be  dear, 
(A  sigh  the  absent  claims,  the  dead  a  tear) 
Recałl  those  nights  that  clos'd  thy  toilsome  days, 
Still  hear  thy  Parnell  in  his  living  lays: 
Who,  careless  now,  of  interest,  famę,  or  fate, 
Perhaps  forgets  tha^  Oxford  e'er  was  great ; 
Or,  deeming  meanest  what  we  greatest  cali, 
Beholds  thee  glorious  only  in  thy  fali. 

And  surę,  if  aught  below  the  seats  divine 
Can  touch  inimortals,  'tis  a  soul  like  thine: 
A  soul  supremę,  in  each  hard  instance  tryM, 
Above  all  pain,  all  anger,  and  all  pridej 
The  ragę  of  power,  the  blast  of  public  breath» 
The  lust  of  lucre,  and  the  dread  of  death. 

In  vain  to  deserts  tb;'  retreat  is  madę  ; 
The  Muse  attends  thee'to  thy  silent  shade: 
T^is  hers,  the  brave  man's  latest  steps  to  tracę, 
Re-judge  his  acts,  and  dignify  disgrace. 
When  Interest  calls  oif  all  her  sneaking  train, 
When  all  tb'  oblig'd  desert,  and  all  the  rainj 
She  waits,  or  to  the  scaffołd^  or  the  celi, 
When  the  last  lingering  friend  has  bid  ferewel. 
Ev'ii  now  she  shades  thy  evening-walk  with  bays, 
(No  bireling  she,  no  pDstitute  to  praise) 
Ev'n  now  observant  of  the  parting  ray, 
Eyes  the  calra  sun-set  of  thy  various  day ; 
Throagh  Fortune's  cloud  oi^  truły  great  can  sec, 
Kor  fears  to  tell,  that  Mortuner  is  he. 

A.  POPE. 

Sept.  25,  1721. 


HE  SI  OD: 

OR, 

THR  RISE  OF  WOMAK. 

What  ancient  times  (those  times  we  fancy  wise) 
HaTe  left  on  long  record  of  woman*s  rise, 
What  morals  teach  it,  and  what  fables  hide, 
What  author  wrote  it,  how  that  author  dy'd, 
All  these  I  sing.     In  Greece  they  fram'd  the  tale 
( In  Greece  'twas  thought  a  woman  might  be  frałl); 
Ye  modern  beauties !  where  the  poet  drew 
His  Boftest  pencil,  think  he  dreamt  of  you  j 
And,  warn^d  by  him,  ye  wantou  pens  beware 
How  Heaven's  concemM  to  vindicate  the  fair. 
The  case  was  Hesiod's ;  he  the  &ble  writ ; 
Some  think  with  meaning,  some  with  idle  wit : 
Perhaps  'tis  either,  as  the  ladies  please ; 
I  wave  the  contest,  and  commence  the  lays. 

In  days  of  yore  (no  matter  where  or  when, 
Twas  ere  the  Iow  creatiou  swarm'd  with  men) 
That  one  Prometheus,  sprung  of  hcaven1y  birth, 
(Our  author^s  song  can  witness)  liv'd  on  Earth: 
He  car^M  the  turf  to  mould  a  manly  frame. 
And  stole  from  Jove  his  animating  flame. 
The  sly  contrivance  o^er  Olympus  ran, 
When  thus  tbe  monarch  of  the  stars  began: 

*'  O  vers*d  in  arts !  whose  daring  thoughts  aspire. 
To  kindle  clay  with  never-dying  fire ! 
Enjoy  thy  glory  past,  thafgift  was  thine ; 
The  next  thy  creature  meets,  be  fairly  minę: 
And  such  a  gift,  a  vcngcauce  so  design'd, 
As  suits  the  couusel  of  a  god  to  find  $ 
A  pleasing  bosom-cheat,  a  specious  ill, 
Which  felt  the  curse,  yet  covets  still  to  feel." 

Hesaid,  andVulcan  straight  the  sire  commandi^ 
To  temper  mortar  with  etherial  hands ; 
In  such  a  ^ape  to  mould  a  rising  fair, 
As  virgin  goddesses  are  proud  to  wear  ; 
To  make  her  eyes  with  diamond-water  shine. 
And  form  her  organs  for  a  voice  diTinc. 
»Twas  thus  the  sire  ordainM;  the  power  obcy'd; 
And  work*d,  and  wonderM  at  tbe  work  he  oaade; 
The  fairest,  softest,  sweetest  frame  beneath, 
Now  madę  to  seem,  now  more  than  secm  tobreathe. 

As  Yulcan  ends,  the  cheerful  queen  of  charms 
ClaspM  the  new-panting  creature  in  her  arms: 
From  that  embrace  a  fine  compIexiou  spread, 
Where  mingled  whitencss  glow'd  with  softcr  red. 
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Then  in  a  kiss  sbe  bite&th'd  h^r  rariotis  arts, 
Of  trifling  pretŁily  with  wounde^  hearts ; 
A  miiid  for  love,  but  still  a  changing  mind; 
The  lisp  affectod,  and  the  glance  desiguM) 
Tbe  sweet  confusiiig  biush,  the  secret  wink, 
The  gentle  swimming  walk,  the  courteous  sink ; 
The  stare  for  strangcness  fit,  for  soorn  the  frown ; 
For  decent  yielding,  looks  declining  down; 
Tłie  practis^d  languish)  where  well-feign^d  desire 
Wouid  own  ifs  meiting  in  a  mutual  fire ; 
Gay  smiles  to  comfort;  April  showers  to  move; 
And  ali  the  naturę,  all  the  art  of  love. 

Oold  ;3cepter*d  Juiio  next  exaft8  the  fair; 
Her  touch  endows  ber  with  imperious  air, 
Self-valuing  fancy,  highly-cres-ted  pridc, 
Strong  so\-ereign  will,  and  some  desire  to  chide ; 
For  which,  an  eloquence,  that  aims  to  vejc,  . 
With  natiVe  tropcs  of  anger,  arms  the  sex. 
Minerva,  skilful  goddcss,  trainM  the  maid 
To  twirle  the  spindle  by  the  twisting  thread; 
To  fix  the  loom,  instruct  the  reeds  to  part. 
Cross  the  lóng  weft,  and  close  the  web  with  art, 
An  useful  gift:  but  what  profuse  expensc, 
What  world  offashions,  took  its  rise  from  hence ! 

Voung  Hermes  next,  a  close  contriving  god, 
Her  brt)\vs encircied  with  his  serpent  rod; 
Then  plots  and  fair  excuses  fillM  herbrain, 
The  views  of  breaking  amorons  vows  for  gain^ 
The  price  of  favours;  the  desiffning  arts 
That  aim  at  riches  in  contempt  of  hearts; 
Atid,  for  a  comfort  in  the  marrias^e  life, 
The  little  pilfering  temper  of  a  wlfe. 

Fuli  on  the  fair  his  beams  Apollo  flung, 
And  fond  pcrsuasion  tipp'd  her  easy  tongue; 
He  gave  her  words,  where  oily  flattery  lays 
The  pleasing  colours  of  the  art  of  praise  ; 
And  wit,  to  scandal  exquisitely  prone, 
Which  frets  another'8  spleen  to  cure  its  own. 

Those  sacred  Yirgins  whom  the  bards  revere 
Tun^d  all  her  voice,  and  shed  a  s^^eetness  there, 
Tniake  her  sense  with  double  charms  abound, 
Ormake  her  iivdy  nonsense  please  by  sound.    ' 

To.dress  the  maid,  the  decent  Graces  brought 
A  fobe  in  all  the  dies  of  beauty  wrought, 
And  płac*d  their  boyes  o'er  a  rich  brocade, 
Where  picturęd  Loves  on  €very  covcr  play'd ; 
Then  spread  those  implemcnts  that  Vulćan's  art 
Had  fram'd  to  merlt  Cj^tlierea^s  heart ; 
The  wire  to  curl,  the  close  indented  comb 
To  cali  the  locks,  that  lightly  wander,  home ; 
And  chief,  ilie  mirror,  where  the  ravishM  maid 
Beholds  and  loyes  her  own  reflected  shade. 

Fair  Flora  lent  her  stores;  the  purpled  Hours 
ConfinM  her  tresses  with  a  wreath  of  fiowers; 
Within  the  wreath  arose  a  radiant  crown; 
A  veil  pellucid  hung  depcnding  down ; 
Back  rolPd  h^r  azure  veil  with  serpent  fold, 
The  purfled  bordcr  deckM  the  floor  with  gold. 
Her  robę  (which  dosdy  by  the  girdle  bracM 
Re\-eal'd  the  beauties  of  a  slendcr  waist) 
Flow'd  to  the  feet,  to  copy  Vcnus'  air, 
M^hen  Yenus*  statues  have  a  robfc  to  wear. 

The    new-sprung   creature,    flnishM   thus   for 
Adjnsts  her  habit,  practises  her  charms,    [harms, 
With  blushes  glows,  or  shines  with  IWely  smiles, 
Confirms  her  will,  or  recollcęts  her  wilc|: 
Then,  conscious  of  her  worth,  with  easy  pace 
Olides  by  the  glass,  and  turning  vicws  her  face. 

A  flncr  flax  than  what  they  wrought  before, 
ThroughTime*8  deep  cate,  the  sister  Fatcs  expiore, 


Then  fix  the  loom,  their  flngen  nimbly  wearey 
And  thus  their  toil  prophetic  songs  deceive. 

"  Flow  from  the  rock,  myflax!  and  swifllyflow, 
Pursue  thy  thread;  the  spindle  runs  below. 
A  creatur^  fond  and  changing,  fair  and  vains 
The  creature  woman,  rises  now  to  reign. 
New  beauty  blooms,  a  beauty  furm'd  to  fly; 
New  love  begius,  a  love  produc*d  to  die; 
New  parts  distress  tbe  troubled  scenes  of  life, 
The  fondling  mistress,  and  the  ruling  wifc. 

"  Men  bom  to  labour,  all  with  pains  provide; 
Women  have  time  to  sacrifice  to  pride : 
They  want  the  oare  of  man,  their  want  they 

know, 
And  dress  to  please  with  heart-alluring  show; 
Tbe  show  preyailing,  for  the  sway  contend. 
And  make  a  servant  where  they  meet  a  fn<;nd. 

"  Thus  in  a  thousand  wax-erected  forts 
A  loitering  race  the  painful  bee  supports; 
From  sun  to  sun,  from  bank  to  bank.he  flies,    * 
With  honey  loads  bis  bag,  with  wax  his  thighs; 
Fly  where  he  w!ll,  at  home  the  race  remain, 
Pnme  the  mik  dresu,  and  miirmuriiig  eat  tbe  fain. 

•*  Yct  here  and  there  we  grant  a  gentle  bride, 
Whose  temper  betters  by  the  fathei^s  side  ^ 
Uniike  the  rest  that  double  humaii  care, 
Fond  to  relieve,  or  resołute  to  share :' 
Happy  the  man  whom  thus  his  stars  adrance  f 
The  curse  is  generał,  but  the  blessing  chanee." 

Thus  sung  the  sisters,  while  the  gods  admire 
Their  bcauteous  creatnre,  madę  for  man  in  ire| 
l^he  young  Pandora  she,  wbora  all  contend 
To  make  too  perfect  not  to  gain  her  end : 
Then  bid  the  winds,  that  fly  to  breathe  the  spring 
Return  to  bcar  licr  on  a  gentle  wing; 
With  wafting  airs  the  winds  obsequiou8  blow. 
And  land  the  shining  rengeance  safe  bełow. 
A  golden  cotiTcr  in  her  hand  she  borę, 
The  pre&ent  treacherous,  but  the  bearer  morę; 
'Twas  fraaght  wjth  pangs;  for  Jove  ordain'd  abore^ 
That  gold  should  aid,  and  pangs  attend  on  lorę. 

Her  gay  descent  the  man  pcrceiv'd  afor, 
Wondering  he  ran  to  catch  the  faliing  star: 
But  so  surprisM,  as  nonc  but  he  can  tell, 
Who  lov'd  so  quickly,  and  who  lorM  so  welL 
0'er  all  his  veins  the  watidering  passion  barns, 
He  calls  her  nymph,  and  every  nymph  by  taras. 
Her  form  to  lovely  Yenus  he  pi^efcrs, 
Or  svears  that  Yenus'  must  be  such  as  hers. 
She,  proud  to  młe,  yet  strangely  firam'd  to  teaze, 
Negłects  his  offers  while  her  airs  she  plays, 
Shoots  soorn  fu  I  glances  from  the  bended  frown, 
In  brisk  disorder  trips  it  up'and down; 
Then  hums  a  carcless  tmie  to  lay  the  stonn. 
And  sits,  and  blushes,  smv}es,  and  yields,  in  Ibmu 

"  Now  take  what  Jove  dcsign'd,"  she  softiy 
cry*d, 
"  This  box  thy  portion,  and  myself  the  bride*" 
FirVl  with  the  prospect  of  the  double  charma, 
He  snatph'd  the  box,  and  bride,  with  eager  aims. 

Unhappy  man !  to  whom  so  bright  she  8łxme, 
The  fata!  gift,  her  tempting  self,  unknown ! 
The  winds  were  silent,  all  the  waves  asleep. 
And  Heaven  was  trac^d  opon  the  flattertng  deep: 
But.  whilst  he  looks  unniindfol  of  a  stonn. 
And  thinks  tbe  water  wears  a  stable  form, 
What  dreadful  din  aroond  bis  ears  shail  rise ! 
What  frowns  confiise  his  picturc  of  tbe  skies! 

At  first  the  creature  man  was  fram'd  alone. 
Lord  of  himselfi  and  all  tbe  world  hu  own. 
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For  him  the  nymphs  in  green  forsook  the  woods. 
For  bim  the  nymphs  in  blue  forsook  the  floods  ^ 
In  vain  the  Satyra  ragę,  tbc  Tritons  rave, 
They  borę  him  herocs  iu  the  secret  cave. 
No  care  destroy'd,  no  sick  disoitler  preyM, 
No  bendin^  age  his  sprightly  form  decay'd, 
No  wara  were  known,  no  femałes  hcaitl  to  ragę, 
And,  poets  tell  as,  'iwas  a  goi  den  a^e. 

W  hen  woman  came>  those  ills  the  box  confin*d 
Burst  hirious  out,  and  poisonM  all  the  wind, 
From  point  to  point,  from  pole  to  pole  they  flev, 
Spread  as  they  went,  and  in  the  proi^re&s  grew: 
The  nymphs  regrettintc  left  the  mortćU  race^ 
And  alteiing  Naturę  wore  a  siekły  face : 
New  terms  of  foUy  rosę,  new  states  of  care ; 
New  plagues,  to  suflfer,  and  to  pleti^e,  the  fair! 
The  days  of  whining,  and  of  wild  intrigues, 
Commenc^d,  or  fini8h'd  with  the  breach  of  leagues; 
The  mean  desigus  of  welUdissembled  love| 
Tbc  sordid  roatches  never  join'd  above : 
Abroad  the  laboiir,  and  at  homc  the  noise, 
(Man'8  double  sniferings  for  domestic  joys) 
The  curse  of  jealousy;  eicpense  and  strifn; 
Divorcc,  the  pubłic  brand  of  shamefni  lifej 
The  nval'8  sword;  the  qualrh  that  takes  the  fair; 
Disdarn  for  passion,  passiou  in  despaii^^ 
These,  and  a  thousand  yet  unnamM,  we  find; 
Ah  fear  the  thousand  yet  onnamM  behind ! 

Thus  on  Parnassus  tuneful  iiesiod  sung, 
The  moantain  echoed,  and  the  ralley  rung, 
The  sacred  groves  a  fix'd  attention  show, 
Tbe  crysta[  Helicon  foreboi-e  to  fiow, 
The  sky  grew  bright,  and  (if  his  yerse  be  tnie) 
Tbe  Muses  came  to  give  the  laurel  too. 
Bat  what  avail'd  the  verdant  prize  of  wit, 
f  LoFe  swore  vcngeance  for  the  talcs  he  writ  ? 
Ye  fair  offended,  henr  your  friend  relate 
What  heavy  judgment  ptov*d  the  writer*s  fate, 
Though  when  it  happen'd  no  relation  clears, 
Tis  thought  in  five,  or  five  and  twcnty  years. 

W  berę,  dark  and  silent,  with  a  twisted  shade 
Tbe  ueighbouring  woods  a  native  arbour  madę, 
There  oft  a  tender  pair,  for  amorous  play 
Retiring,  toyM  the  rdvish'd  hours  away; 
A  Locrian  youth,  the  gentle  Troilus  he,  ^ 

A  fair  Milesian,  kind  Evanthe  she: 
But  swelling  naturę  in  a  fatal  hour 
Betray^d  the  secrets  of  tbe  conscioos  bower; 
The  dire  disgrace  her  brothers  count  their  oiw^i, 
And  track  her  steps,  to  make  \ts  author  known. 

It  chancM  one  evening,  'Iwas  the  lover*s  day, 
Conceal*d  iu  brakes  the  jea!ous  kindred  lay; 
When  Hesiód,  wandering,  mus*d  a!ong  the  plain, 
And  iix'd  his  seat  whcrc  1ove  had  iiY^d  the  scenę ; 
A  strong  suspicion  straight  possess  their  miód, 
(For  ports  ever  were  a  gentle  kind) 
But  when  £vanthe  ncnr  the  passage  stood, 
Flung  6ack  a  doubtful  luok,  and  shót  the  wood, 
•'  No  w  take"  (at  once  they  ery)  **  thy  due  reward," 
And,  urg'd  with  erring  ragę,  assault  the  bard. 
His  corpse  the  sca  rec^-iy^l.     The  doi  phi  ns  borę 
('Twas  all  the  gods  would  do)  the  curps^e  to  sliore. 

Methinks  I  view  tbc  dead  with  pitying  cyes, 
And  sce  the  drcams  of  anri'nt  wisdam  risej 
I  see  the  Mu^'es  nłund  the  body  ery, 
But  here  a  Cupid  lowdly  langhing  by; 
He  whecls  his  arrow  with  insulting  hand, 
And  thus  inscribes  the  morał  on  the  sand. 
"  Here  Hcsiud  lics :  ye  futurę  bards,  be  war© 
Ho-iV  far  your  morał  tales  incease  the  fair. 


UnlovM,  an1ovimCf  twas'hts  fate  to  bleetf  i 
Without  his  quiver,  Cup  *  caus^d  the  decd: 
He  judgM  this  tum  of  malice  ju«tly  due, 
And  Hesiod  dy*d  for  joys  he  nv;ver  knew." 
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*'  When  thy  beauty  appears 
In  its  graces  and  airs, 
AU  bright  as  an  angel  new  dropt  from  the  sky; 
At  distaucu  i  ga^e,  and  ;nn  aw'd  by  my  fears, 
So  strangely  you  dazzle  my  eyc  ! 

"  But  when,  without  art, 
Your  kind  thought  you  impart,' 
AVben  5'our  love  runs  in  blushestbiou^h  erery  vefn: 
When  it  darts  from  your  eyes,  when  it  pauts 

in  your  heart, 
Then  I  know  you  *rc  a  woman  again.** 

"  There  *s  a  passion  and  j^de 
In  our  sex,"  she  reply'd, 
"  And  thus,  might  I  gratify  buth,  I  would  do : 
Still  an  angel  iippear  to  each  lover  bcsidc. 
But  still  be  a  woman  to  you. 
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Thtrsis,  a  yonn?  and  amonoas  swain, 
Saw  two,  the  beauties  of  the  plaio, 

W  ho  both  Wm  heart  subdue: 
Gay  Caslia^s  eyes  were  daszling  fair, 
Sabina^s  easy  shape  and  air 

With  softer  m^^ic  drew, 

He  haunts  tlie  stream,  he  haunts  the  grove, 
Lives  in  a  foud  romanco  of  luve, 

And  seeuia  fur  each  to  dic  ; 
Tdl,  each  a  .ittle  spitcful  gruwu,  1 

Sabina  CaeliaN  shape  ran  down. 

And  she  Sabina's  eye. 

Their  envy  madę  the  shepherd  find 
Those  eyes  which  love  c(»uld  only  blind; 

So  set  the  lover  free: 
No  morę  he  haunts  the  grovc  or  stream, 
Or  with  a  true-lovc  knot  and  name 

£ngraves  a  woundcd  trec. 

"  Ah,  Caelia!"  sly  Sabina  cry'd, 
"  Thoujch  neithor  !ove,  we  're  both  deny*d; 
Now  to  support  the  8**x*s  pride, 
Let  either  fix  the  dart." 

"  Poor  girl,"  says  Cn;lia,  "  say  no  more  j 
For  sbould  the  swaiu  but  one  adorc, 
That  spite,  which  broke  his  chains  before, 
Would  break  tbe  other^s  beart.1' 
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Mt  days  bare  becn  so  wond'roaa  frec^ 

The  (ittle  birds,  that  fly 
With  careless  ease  from  trec  to  tnm, 

Were  bnt  aa  blesa'd  iu  L 
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Ask  glidiog  waters,  if  a  tear 
Of  mtne  increasM  tbeir  stream  ? 

Or  ask  the  ńjing  gales,  if  e'er 
I  lent  one  sigh  to  them  ? 

But  now  my  fonner  days  retire, 
And  Pm  by  beauty  caught, 

Tbe  tender  cbains  of  sweet  desire 
Are  fix'd  upon  my  thought. 

Ye  nightingales,  ye  twisting  pines! 

Ye  swaias  that  hauot  the  grore ! 
Ye  gentle  echoes,  breezy  winda! 

Ye  close  retreats  of  love ! 

With  all  of  naturę,  all  of  art, 

Assist  the  dear  design  ; 
O  teach  a  young,  unpractisM  heart* 

To  make  fair  Nancy  minę. 

Tiie  Tery  thought  of  change  I  hate^ 

As  much  as  of  despair; 
Kor  ever  covet  to  be  great, 

Uuless  it  be  for  ber. 

Tis  true,  the  passion  in  my  mind 
Is  mtx'd  with  soft  distress; 

Yet,  while  the  fair  1  love  is  kind, 
1  cannot  wish  it  less. 
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When  spring  came  on  with  fresh  delight. 
To  cheer  the  sou  I,  and  charm  the  sight, 
Whtle  easy  breezes,  soli  er  rain, 
And  warmer  suns,  sałute  the  plain ; 
•Twas  then,  in  yonder  piny  grore, 
That  Naturę  went  to  meet  with  Love. 

Green  was  her  robę,  and  g^reen  ber  wreatb, 
Where-e^er  she  t)^,  'twas  green  beneath ; 
Where-e^er  she  turnM,  the  pulses  beat 
With  new  recruits  of  genial  heat ; 
And  in  ber  train  the  birds  appfar, 
To  match  for  all  the  coming  year. 

Rais'd  on  a  bank  where  daisies  grew. 
And  Yłolets  intermix'd  a  blue, 
She  finds  the  boy  she  went  to  find ; 
A  thouaand  pleasures  wait  behind, 
Aside,  a  thousand  arrows  lie, 
But  all  unfeatber^d,  wait  to  Śy. 

When  they  met,  the  damę  and  boy. 
Dancing  Graces,  idle  joy, 
Wanton  smiles,  and  airy  play 
ConspirM  to  make  the  scenę  be  gay; 
Love  pair'd  the  birds  through  all  the  grove. 
And  Naturę  bid  them  sing  to  Lorę, 
Sitting,  hopping,  fluttering,  sing, 
And  pay  tbeir  tribnte  froni  the  wing. 
To  fledge  the  shafts  that  idly  lie, 
And  yet  unfeatherM  wait  to  fly. 
•    'T  is  thus,  when  spring  renews  the  blood, 
They  meet  in  e\'ery  trembling  wood. 
And  thrice  they  make  the  plumes  agree. 
And  every  dart  they  mount  with  three. 
And  CTery  dart  oan  boast  a  kind, 
Which  suits  eacb  proper  tum  of  mind. 

From  the  towering  eagle*8  plume 
The  geaerout  heaits  accept  th<ir  doom ; 


Sbot  by  the  peaoock^s  pamted  eye, 
The  vain  and  airy  lorers  die : 
For  careful  dames  and  fnigal  nen, 
The  shafts  are  speckled  by  the  hen. 
The  pyes  and  parrots  deck  the  darts, 
When  prattling  wina  the  panting  hearts; 
When  from  tbe  Toice  the  passions  spring* 
The  warbling  finch  atfords  a  wing: 
Together,  by  the  sparrow  stung. 
Down  fali  tbe  wanton  and  the  yoang: 
And  fledg*d  by  geese  the  weapons  Ay, 
When  others  love  they  know  not  why* 

All  tbis  (as  late  I  chanć^d  to  rore) 
I  leam'd  in  yonder  waving  grore, 
"  And  see,"  says  Lotc,  "  who  call'd  me  iiear« 
How  much  I  deal  with  Naturę  bere; 
How  both  support  a  proper  part, 
She  gives  the  feather,  I  the  dart: 
Tben  cease  for  souls  at-erse  to  sigh, 
If  Naturę  cross  yon,  so  do  I ; 
My.weapon  there  unfeather*d  lies. 
And  shakes  and  shuf&cs  through  the  ddes. 
But  if  the  mutual  charms  I  find 
By  which  she  links  you  mind  to  mind, 
They  wing  my  shafts,  1  potze  the  darts^ 
And  strike  from  both,  through  both  your  hearti.* 


ANACREONTIC. 

Gay  Bacchus,  liking  Kstcoart*s> 

A  noble  meal  bespoke  us; 
And  for  the  guests  that  were  to  dine, 

Brottght  Comus,  Lorę,  and  Jocua. 

The  g^  near  Cupid  drew  his  chair, 

Near  Comus,  Jocus  placM ; 
For  winę  makes  lorc  furget  its  care. 

And  mirth  exalts  a  ft»st 

The  morę  to  plcase  tbe  sprightly  god, 

Eacb  sweet  engaging  Grace 
Put  on  some  clothes  to  come  abroad. 

And  took  a  waiter's  place. 

Then  Cupid  nam'd  at  every  glass 

A  lady  of  thesky; 
While  Bacchus  swore  be  'd  drink  the  lasi^ 

And  had  .it  bumper-high. 

Fat  Comus  tost  bis  brimmers  o^er. 

And  always  got  tbe  most ; 
Jocus  took  care  to  fili  bim  more 

Whene^er  he  missM  the  toast. 

They  calPd,  and  drank  at  erery  tonch  j 

He  fiUM  and  drank  again ; 
And  if  the  gods  can  take  too  mnch, 

^is  said,  they  did  so  then. 

Gay  Bacchus  little  Cupid  stung, 

By  reckoning  his  deceits; 
And  Cupid  mock*d  his  stammering  tooguc^ 

With  all  his  staggering  gaita: 

And  Jocus  drolPd  on  Comus'  wmy%. 

And  tales  nf  ithout  a  jest ; 
While  Comus  call'd  bis  witt]f  playa 

But  waggeries  at  best* 

'  A  c«Łebrated  cginedian  and  taTtrn-keepes, 
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8aćh  talk  soon  set  them  all  at  odds: 

And  had  I  Homer's  pen, 
I  'd  sing  ye,  how  they  drank  like  gods. 

And  how  they  fuught  like  men. 

To  part  the  fray,  the  Graccs  fly, 

Who  make  them  soon  agree : 
Nay,  had  the  Furie»  sełvrs  been  nigb, 

They  still  were  three  to  three. 

Bacchus  appeas^d,  rais^d  Cupid  up. 

And  gave  him  back  his  bow; 
But  kept  some  darts  to  stir  the  cup, 

Where.  sack  aud  sagar  flow. 

Jocns  took  Comus*  rosy  crown, 

And  L-^ayly  wore  the  prize, 
And  thrice,  in  mirth,  he  push'd  him  down. 

Aa  thrice  he  strove  to  rise. 

Then  Cupid  sought  the  myrtle  groyc, 

Where  Venus  dłd  recline ; 
And  Venus  closc  cmbracing  Love, 

They  join'd  to  rałl  at  winę. 

And  Conlus  loudly  cursing  wit, 

RoIlM  off  to  some  retreat ; 
Where  boon  companious  gravely  sit 

In  fat  uawieldy  stata. 

Baeohus  and  Jocus^till  behind. 

For  one  fresh  glasa  prepata^; 
They  kiss,  and  are  exceeding  ^kind^ 

And  vow  to  he  Mincere. 

• 

But  part  in  time,  whoevrr  hear 

Thi«  our  instrnctive  song ; 
For  though  such  friendships  may  be  dear, 

They  can*t  continue  long. 


A  FAIRY  TALE, 

IN  THE  AKCIENT  ENGŁI8H  STYLE* 

Im  Britain'B  isle,  and  Arthur*8  days, 
When  midnight  fairies  'danc'd  the  maz6, 

Liv'd  Edwin  of  the  Grecn; 
Edwin,  I  wis,  a  gentle  youth, 
£ndow*d  wifh  courage,  sense,  and  truth, 
^    Thottgh  badly  shap*d  he  'd  been. 

His  mountain  back  mote  well  be  sAid, 
1^  measare  height  against  his  head, 

And  lift  itself  abore : 
Yet,  spite^f  all  that  Naturę  did 
To  make  his  uncouth  form  forbid^ 
•This  creature  dai*d  to  Iove. 

He  felt  the  charms  of  Edith's  eycs, 
Nor  wanted  hope  to  gain  theprize, 

Could  ladies  look  withinj 
But  one  sir  Topaz  dressM  with  art, 
And,  if  a  shape  could  win  a  heart, 

He  had  a  shape  to  wint 

Edwin,  if  riflAt  t  read  my  song, 
With  sUghtod  passion  pac'd  along 

All  m  the  moony  light ; 
*Twas  near  an  oUl  tiKmttnted  cóurt, 
Wbefe  sportive  fairies  madę  resort 
To  rerei  out  the  nfght,       .  * 

TOŁ.  IX. 


His  heart  was  drear,  his  hope  was  cross^d, 
'Twas  late,  'twas  far,  the  path  was  lost 

That  reach'd  the  ueighbour-town  ; 
With  weary  steps  he  quits  the  shades, 
ttesoIvM,  the  darkling  dome  he  treads,  - 

And  drops  his  limbs  adown. 

But  scant  he  lays  him  on  the  floor, 
Wheu  hollow  wiuds  rcmuYe  the  door. 

And  tr^mbling  rocks  the  ground : 
And,  well  I  ween  to  count  aright, 
At  once  a  hundred  tapers  light 

On  all  the  walls  around.    ' 

Now  sounding  tongues  assail  his  ear, 
Now  sounding  feet  appruached  near. 

And  now  the  sounds  increase: 
And  from  the  corner  where  he  lay 
He  sees  a  train  profusely  gay, 

Come  prankling  o'eT  the  place* 

• 
But  (trust  me,  gentles ! )  nerer  yet 
Was  digbt  a  masąuing  half  so  neat, 

Or  half  so  rich  before ; 
The  country  lent  the  sweet  perfhmes, 
.The  sea  the  pearl,  the  sky  the  plumes, 

The  town  its  silken  store.^ 

Now  whilst  he  gaz'd,  a  gallant  drest 
In  flaunting  robes  above  the  reHt» 

With  awful  accent  cry'd ; 
What  mortal  of  a  wretched  mind, 
Whose  sighs  infect  the  bahny  wind, 

Has  here  presum'd  to  hide  ? 

At  this  the  swain,  whose  ventnrouś  soul 
No  itears  of  magie  art  control, 

Advanc'd  in  open  sight^ 
"  Nor  have  I  cause  of  dreed,*'  he  śiud, 
"  Who  view,  by  no  presumption  led, 

Your  revelB  of  the  night. 

*«  »Twa8  grief,  for  scom  of  fiitithful  love, 
Which  madę  my  steps  unweeting  rova  . 

Amid  the  nigbtly  dew." 
<*  Tis  well,''  the  gallant  cries  s^ain, 
"  We  fairies  never  iojure  men 

Who  dare  to  tell  us  troe. 

**  Exalt  thy  love-dejećted  heart^ 
Be  minę  the  task,  or  ere  we  part. 

To  make  thee  grief  resign; 
Kow  take  the  pleaanre  of  thy  chaunce ; 
Whilst  1  with  Mab,  my  partner,  daunce. 

Be  llttle  Mable  thine.'* 

He  spoke,  and  all  a  sudden  thera 
light  musie  floats  in  wanton  air  ; 

The  moharch  leads  the  queen: 
The  rest  their  fairy  partners  founds 
Aqd  Mable  trimly  tript  the  ground 

With  Edwin  of  the  Green. 

The  dauncing  past,  the  board  was  Ulid^ 
And  siker  such  a  feast  was  madę,. 

As  heart  and  lip  desire, 
Withoutea  hands  the  dishes  fly, 
The  glasses  with  a  wish  come  nigh. 

And  with  a  wish  retire. 

But,  now  td  ptease  the  fairy  king, 
Fuli  every  deal  they  laugh  and  sing^ 
And  antic  feats  devise^ 
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Some  wmd  and  tamble  like  an  ape. 
And  other  some  traostnate  their  shape 
In  EdwiD*8  wondering  e3re8. 

Till  one  at  lasŁ,  that  Robin  hight, 
Kenown^d  for  pinching  niaids  by  nighl, 

Has  bent  him  up  aloof ; 
And  fuli  against  the  beam  he  flnng, 
Wberc  by  the  back  the  yonth  he  hang 

To  sprani  anneath  the  roof. 

From  thence,  **  Rcver*e  my  chaim,"  he  cńes, 
**  And  let  it  foirly  now  sufBce 

The  gambol  has  been  showD." 
But  Oberon  answers  with  a  smile, 
**  Content  thee  Edwin  for  a  whilc,  ' 

The  Tantage  is  thine  own*" 

Kere  ended  all  the  phantom-play  ;- 
Thcy  9melt  the  fresh  approach  of  day, 

Afid  heard^i  cock  to  crow; 
The  whirling  wind  that  borę  the  crowd 
Has  clappM  the  door,  and  whistled  lond, 

To  wam  them  all  to  go. 

Then  soreaiping  all  at  once  they  fly. 
And  all  at  once  the  tapers  dye ; 

Poor  Edwin  (alls  to  floor ; 
Forlom  his  state,  and  dark  the  place. 
Was  nerer  wight  in  such  a  case 

Through  all  the  land  before. 

But  soon  as  Dan  Apollo  rosę. 
Fuli  joli  y  creature  home  he  goet, 

He  feels  his  back  the  less ; 
His  honest  tongue  and  steady  mind 
Had  rid  him  of  the  hmip  behind, 

Wbich  madę  him  want  success« 

Witb  luaty  li^elybed  he  talks, 
He  seems  a  dauncing  as  he  walks. 

His  story  soon  took  wind ; 
And  beauteous  Edith  sees  the  youth 
EndowM  with  courage,  aense^  and  truth, 

Without  a  bunch  bebind. 

t\ie  story  ^Id,  sir  Topaz  mov'd, 
.  The  youth  of  Edith  erst  approT^d, 

To  see  the  revel  scenę : 
At  close  of  eve  he  leaves  his  home. 
And  wends  to  find  the  ruin^d  dome 

AU  on  the  gloomy  plain, 

As  there  he  bides,  it  so  befell, 

The  wind  came  rustling  down  a  delH 

A  shaking  8eiz'd  the  wali ;  * 
Up  spring  the  tapers  as  before, 
The  feiries  bragly  foot  the  floor. 

And  musie  fills  the  hall. 

But  certes  sorely  ««nk  with  woe 
Sir  Topaz  sees  the  elphin  shew. 

His  spirits  in  htm  dye: 
When  Oberon  cries,  "  A  man  is  near, 
A  mortal  passion,  cleeped  fear, 

HaDgs  flaggingin  the  sky.*' 

• 

With  that  sir  Topaz,  bapless  yonth  f 
in  accents  feultering,  ay  for  mtb, 

Entreats  them  pity  graunt ; 
For  ais  he  been  a  mister  wight  ^ 
Betny'd  by  wandering  in  the  night 

To  tread  tlie  circlcd  batint  > 


"  Ab,  losel  Tile,"  at  once  thcy  roar  t 
**  And  Iii  tle  itkiiPd  of  fiiirie  łore, 

Tby  cau^e  to  come,  wo'  know  : 
Now  has  thy  kestrel  courage  fell ; 
And  fairies,  sińce  a  lye  you  cełl, 

Are  free  to  work  thee  woe." 

Then  Will,  who  bears  the  whispy  fire 
To  trail  the  swaias  among  tbe  auie, 

The  caitiff  upward  flung; 
There,  like  a  tortoise,  in  a  shop 
He  dangled  from  the  chamber-top, 

Where  whilume  Edwin  hung. 

The  revel  no»  proceeds  apace, 
Deftly  they  friak  it  o'er  the  place, 

They  sit,  they  drink,  and  eat ; 
The  time  with  frolic  mirth  beguile. 
And  poor  sir  Topaz  hangs  the  while 

Till  all  tbe  rout  retreat. 

By  this  the  stars  began  to  wink, 
They  shriek,  they  fly,  the  tapers  sink* 

And  down  y-drops  the  knigbt: 
For  never  spell  by  fairie  laid 
With  ^trong  enchantment  bound  a 

Beyond  the  length  of  night. 

Chill,  dark,  alone,  adreed,  he  lay, 
Till  up  tbe  welkin  rosę  the  day, 

Then  deem'd  tbe  dole  was  o^er  r 
But  wot  ye  well  his  harder  lot  ? 
His  seely  back  the  buiich  had  goŁ 

'  Wbich  Edwin  lost  afore. 

This  tale  a  Sybil«nurse  ared; 

She  softiy  stroak'd  my  youngling  head. 

And  whcn  tbe  tale  was  done, 
**  Thus  some  are  bom,  my  son,"  she  crie^ 
"  With  base  impediments  to  rise. 

And  some  are  bom  with  nonę. 

"  But  virtue  can  itself  advance 

To  what  the  fovourite  fools  of  chance 

By  fortunę  seem  designM ; 
Virtue  can  gain  the  odds  of  Fate, 
And  from  itself  shakc  off  the  weight 

Upou  th'  unworthy  mind.** 


THB 

FIGIL   OF  VENUS. 

WRITTEN  IN  TflE  TIME  OF  JUUU8  CM»AM^ 
'      ANO  BY  80MB  ASCRIBBD  TO  CATCŁUTS. 

LtET  ihost  lote  now,  who  neoer  UnPd  hcfone; 
Let  those  toko  always  lo&d,  uow  love  the  norr. 

The  Spring,  the  new,  tbe  warbling  Spring* 
The  youthfttl  season  of  ifeviving  ycars;        [^peai:ą 
In  Spring  the  Loves  enkuidle  muŁual  heats, 
The  feather'd  natioa  choose  tbeir  tunefiil  mata 
The  trees  grow  fmitful  vrith  descending  rain. 
And  drest  in  differing  greens  adorn.tbe  plain. 
She  comes;  to  morrow  Beauty'8  emprcss  roT>e« 
Through  walk&  that  winding  run  wtthin  the 
She  twines  the  sbooting  myrtle  into  boiwers» 
And  Qes   their   meeting  tops  with  wreatlis  d 

flowers, 
Then  rais'd  snblimely  on  ber  easy  throne, 
From  Nature^s  powerfuł  dktataa  draws  her 
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Leł  thotć  Ićoe  now,  whonecer  loo'd  hefore; 
Łtt  those  who  alwaył  lav*d,  now  love  tke  morę. 

Twas  on  that  day  which  saw  tKe  teeoiing  flood 
Swełl  round,  iuipregnate  with  celestialbloodj 
1iV"aiidering  i  a  circleii  stood  the  finny  crew, 
The  midst  was  left  a  roid  expaose  of  blue, 
There  parent  ocean  work'd  wlth  heaviujf  throes, 
^nd  dropping  wel  tbe  fair  Dione  rosę. 

Let  those  łooe  notr,  toho  never  iob^d  bęfore  ; 
Łet  thote  who  alwcnf$  lo9'd,  now  Uwe  the  morę, 

She  paint$  tbe  purpif*  year  with  vary'd  sbow» 
Tips  tbe  green  gem^  and  makes  the  blassom  glow. 
Sbe  makes  tbe  turgid  buda  receive  the  breeze, 
Ejcpaod  to  leave9,  and  shade  the  iiaked  trees. 
When  gatbering  daunps  tbe  misty  iiight^  diifuse, , 
She  sprinkles  a!l  thfe  morn  With  bałmy  dews  j 
Bńght  trembling  pearls  depend  at  every  spray. 
And,  kept  froin  falling,  seem  to  fali  away* 
A  glossy  freshness  henje  the  rosę  receires, 
And  bliishes  sweet  through  all  her  silken  leares 
(The  drops  desćending  through  the  silent  night^ 
While  stars  serenely  roli  their  golden  light): 
Close  till  the  morn,  her  humid  veil  she  holdś ; 
Tłien  deckt  with  virgin  pomp  the  flower  onfolds, 
Soon  will  the  moming  blush:  ye  maids!  prepare, 
In  rosy  garlands  bind  yoar  flowinc;  hair ; 
Tis  VeQua*  plant :  the  blood  fair  Yenus  shed, 
Cer  the  gay  beaut^'  poitf 'd  immortal  red ; 
From  Lore^s  soft  kiss  a  sweet  ambrosial  smell 
Was  taiight  for  ever  on  the  Ifeares  to  dwell ; 
From  gems,  from  flames,  from  orient  i;ays  of  light, 
The  richest  luśtre  makes  ber  purple  bright ; 
And  she  to  morrow  wcds ;  the  sporting  gale 
Unties  her  żonę,  she  burFts  the  verdant  veil ; 
Through  all  her  sweets  the  rifling  lover  flies, 
And  as  he  breath^,  her  glowing  fires  arise. 

Let  ihost  Une  now^  who  neoer  loo*d  before  ; 
Ltt  thostwho  alwayt  W(f,  now  looe  the  morę, 

Now  fair  Dione  to  the  myrtle  grove , 
Sends  the  gay  nymphs,  and  sends  her  tender  Iotc. 
And  shall  they  renture?     Is  it  safe  to  go, 
While  nympbs  hare  hearts,  and  Cupid  wears  ą 
Yes,  safely  veniure,  *tis  hii^mother^s  will;  [bow? 
He  walks  unaari'd,  apd  undesigning  tli. 
His  toreb  extinct,  his  quiTer  useless  hung, 
His  arrows  idie,  and  his  bow  nnstrung.  [chflnńs; 
And  yet,  ye  nympbs,  be%irare;  his  eyes  have 
And  Love  ^at's  naked,  still  is  Love  in  arms. 

Let  those  love  nowf  ieho  never  Md  before  ; 
het  those  who  alteoyi  /ov*d,  now  leve  tke  mote, 
.  FiT>m  Yenas'  bower  to  0elia'8  lodge  repairs 
A  virgin  train  domplete  with  modest  airs: 
"  Chaste  Delia,  grant  oor  suit !  or  shun  the  wood. 
Nor  stain  this  sacred  lawn  with  savage  blood.* 
Yenus,  O  Delia !  if  she  coUld  piersuade, 
Would  ask  tby  prcsence,  might  sbe  ask  a  maidi" 
Herecheerful  ąuires  for  three  ąuspicious  nights 
With  son^s  prolong  the  pleasurable  ritea : 
Herę  crouds  i  o  measnre  lightly>decent  royej 
Or  seck  by  pairs  the  ćovert  of  the  grove, 
MTbere  meeting  greens  for  arbours  arch  abo^e. 
And  mingliug  flowrets  sttow  the  scenes  of  łoTe. 
Herę  dancing  Ceres  sb^es  her  gotden  sheaves; 
Herę  Baccbus  rerels,  aeck'd  with  yiny  leaves : 
Herę  wirs  euchanting  god,  in  laurel  croWń'd, 
Wakes  ałl  the  rarishM  Hours  with  sil^er  souikd. 
Ye  fields,  ye  forests,  own  Dione*s  reign. 
And  Delia,  huntresś  Delia,  shnn  the  plain* 

Let  thote  Ume  now,  who  never  Un>*d  hefore; 
Lct'tho99  who  tdtmys  l09*dp  now  iov€  thę  m»r$» 


Gay  with  the  bloom  of  all  her  opening  year, 
The  queen  at  Hybla  bids  her  throne  appeftr ;    - 
And  there  presides ;  and  there  the  favourite  band 
(Her  smiling  Graces)  share  the  great  command. 
Now,  beauteous  Hybla !  dress  thy  flowery  bedt 
With  all  the  prtde  tbeiayisb  season  sheds; 
Now  all  thy  coloiirs,  all  tby  fragrance  yield. 
And  riyal  Enna*s  aromatic  field. 
To  fili  the  presence  of  the  gentle  eourt, 
From  every  ąuarter  rural  nymphs  resort,  [y^les, 
From  woods,  from  mouotains,  from  their  hmdble 
From  waters  curling  with  the  wanton  gales. 
Pleas^d  with  the  jbyfiil  trun,  the  laughing  queen 
In  circles  seats  them  rouod  the  bank  of  green; 
And,  "  Lovely  girls,"  she  whispers,  "  giiard  yoar 

hearts: 
*Mv  boy,  thbugh  stript  of  arms,  aboundii  in  arts.** 

Let  those  love  now„  who  never  loo^d  before  ; 
Let  those  who  always  lov^d,  notb  looe  the  morę, 

Let  tender  grass  in  shaded  alleys  sprcad, 
l^et  early  flowers  erect  their  painted  head. 
To  morrow*8  glory  be  to  morrow  seen, 
Thftt  day,  old  Ether  weddcd  Earth  in  green, 
The  vemal  father  bid  the  Spring  appear, 
In  clouda  he  coupled  to  produce  the  year^ 
The  sap  desceiiding  o*er  her  bosom  ran. 
And  all  the  yarious  sorts  of  soul  began. 
By  wbacls  unknown  to  sight,  by  secret  veifi« 
Oistilling  life,  the  fruitful  goddtes  reigns, 
Through  all  the  ]ovely  realms  of  native  day, 
Through  all  tbe  clrclód  land  and  cłrcling  sea| 
With  fertile  seed  she  filPd  the  perrious  earth, 
And  ever  fix'd  the  mystic  ways  of  birth. 

Let  those, Un^  now,  uho  necer  2au'd  before ) 
Let  thote  who  always  loifdf  nov)  looe  the  morei 

'Twas  she  the  parent,  to  tbe  Latian  shore 
Through  variou8  dangers  Troyes  tpmAindei'  borę. 
She  won  Larinia  for  her  warlike  son^ 
And,  winni ng  her,  the  Latian  empire  won. 
She  gave  to  Mars  the  maid,  wbose  hononr^d  womb 
SwellM  with  the  founder  of  immprtfti  Romę. 
Decoy'd  by  sbows,  the  Sabinę  dames  fifae  Idd, 
And  taiight  our  tigorous  youtb  the  way  to  wed. 
Hence  sprung  the  Romans,  hence  the  race  di  vi  na 
Through  which. great  Csesar  draws  his  Julian  line^ 

Let  those  looe  now,  who  neoer  Uv*d  btfore  ; 
Let  those  who  always  Unfd^  now  looe  tfce  morę. 

In  rural  seats  the  soul  of  pleasure  reigns  ; 
The  life  of  Beauty  fllls  the  rural  scenes ; 
E7'a  Lorę  (if  Famę  the  truth  of  Łove  declait) 
Drew  first  the  breathings  of  a  rural  ait\ 
Some  pleasing  meaddw  pregntlnt  Beauty  preat, 
She  laid  her  infant  on  its  flowery  brea&t, 
From  Natur^s  sweets  he  sippM  the  fragtant  dew, 
He  smird,  he  kiss*d  thcm,  and  by^issing  grew. 

Let  thdse  love  new,  who  neoer  lov*d  before; 
Let  ikoie  who  always  Łof^d,  now  looe  the  morę, 

Now  buUs  o^er  stalks  of  broofti  extend  tbeir 
sides, 
Secure  of  favoars  froni  their  lowing  orMes. 
Now  stately  rams  their  fleecy  consorts  lead, 
Who  bleating  follow  tbrough  the  wanderingsbode* 
And  now  the  goddess  bids  the  birds  appear, 
Raise  all  their  musie,  and  salute  the  year : 
Then  deep  the  swan  b^ins,  and  deep  the  aong 
Runs  o'er  the  water  whcre  he  sails  along : 
\^hile  Philomela  tums  a  treble  strain. 
And  from  the  poplar  charms  th^  listeniiig  plaiiu 
We  fancy  love  exprest  at  every  notę, 
U  melts^  it  warbles,  io  her  liquid  throat 
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Of  barbaroils  Ter^s  she  complains  no  nfore. 
But  sings  for  pleasure,  as  for  errief  befbre. 
Aod  still  her  graces  rise,  her  airs  eKtead) 
Aod  all  is  silence  till  the  syren  ond. 

How  long  in  coming  is  my^lovely  Spring  ! 
And  wben  shall  i,  and  Mrhen  the  swallow  silig ; 
Sweet  Phiłomela,  cease : — Or  here  1  sit, 
And  silent  lose  my  raptui-ous  hour  of  wit : 
'Tis  gone,  the  fit  retires,  the  flames  decay^ 
My  tnneful  Phoebus  flies  arerse  away. 
His  own  Amycle  tlius,  as  stories  run, 
But  oncc  vo8  silent,  and  that  once  iindone* 

Zet  those  lav€  noto,  toho  ntvei'  iov^d  before ; 
Łtt  thote  toho  alyemys  loo*d,  now  love  the  morę. 


HOMER^S 
BATRACHOMUOMACHIA: 

OR,  THE 
BATTŁE  OF  TBE  FROGS  AHD  MICE. 


Kames  of  the  Frogs. 

PbysigDathua,  one  who  swells  his  cbeeka 

Pclus,  a  name  for  mud. 

Hydromeduse,  a  ruler  rn  the  waters. 

Hypsiboas,  a  loud  bawler* 

Pelion,  (rom  mud. 

iScutlasus,  called  from  the  bees. 

Polyphonus,  a  great  babler.  * 

Lymnocharis,  one  who  love8  the  lak& 
Crambophagus,  a  cabbage>eater. 

Ly/nnisius,  called  from  the  lake. 

Calaminthius,  from  tbe  herb.  - 

Hydrocaris,  who  loves  the  water. 

Bdrborocates,  who  lies  in  the  mud. 

Prassophagus,  an  eater  of  garlic. 

Pelusius,  from  mud« 

Pelobatesy  who  walks  in  the  dirt. 

Pl«8ssu8,  called  from  garlic. 

Crauga^ides,  from  croaking. 

Names  of  the  Mice. 

Psycarpax,  one  wbo  plunden  giaDaries* 

Troxartas,  a  bread-eater. 

Lychomile,  a  licker  of  meal. 

Pteraotractas,  a  bacon-eater. 

Lychopynax,  a  licker  of  dishes.  v 

Eipbasłcbytros,  a  creeper  into  pots« 

T.ychenor,  a  name  for  licking. 
*  Ttoglody  tes,  one  who  mns  into  holes. 

Artdphagus,  who  feeds  on  bread« 

Tyroglyphus,  a  cheese-scooper. 

piemog^yphus,  a  bacon-scooper. 

Ptemophagus,  a  bacon-eater. 

Cnissodioctes,  one   wbo  fołlows  the    steam    of 
'  kitchens. 

Sitophagu^y  an  eater  of  wheat 

.Meridarpax,  one  who  plunders  his^share. 


BOOK  L 


To  fili  my  rising  song  with  sacred  fire, 
Yetaneful  Ninę,  yo  sweet  celestial  quire! 
From  Helicon^s  emboweriug  beight  repair, 
-Attend  my  labours,  and  reward  my  prayer ; 


I  The  dreadfiil  toils  of  raging  Mars  t  writ^, 
The  springs  of  coutesi,  and  tłie  fields  of  fight  j 
How  threatening  mice  advanc*d  with  warlike  gracC^ 
And  wag'd  dire  conibats  wilh  the  croakinc  race. 
Not  łouder  tumults  shook  Olympus'  towers, 
When  earth-born  giants  dar*d  immortal  powcrs. 
These  equał  acts  an  equal  g^ory  claim. 
And  thus  the  Muse  records  the  tale  of  Famę. 
Once  on  a  time,  fatigued  and  out  of  brcath. 
And  j ust  escap'd  the  stretchinj^  ciaws  of  Death, 
A  gentle  mouse,  whom  cats  pursued  in  rain, 
Pled  swift  of  fool  across  the  neigbbouring  plainu 
Hung  o'er  a  brink,  his  eager  thirst  tgicool. 
And  dipp*d  his  whiskers  in  the  stand ingpool;- 
When  near  a  courteous  firog  adyancM  bis  bead. 
And  from  the  waters,  hoarse-resounding,  ^id, 
"  What  art  tbou,  stranger?  what  the  liae  you 
boast? 
What  chance  bas  cast  tbee  panting  on  our  ćbast? 
With  strictesttnitb  let  all  thy  words  a^rree,  - ' 
Nor  let  me  find  a  faithless  mouse  in  thcc 
If  wortby,  friendship,  proffer'd  friendship  take. 
And  entering  view  the  pleasurable  lake ; 
Rangę  o'cr  my  palące,  in  my  bounty  sbare. 
And  glad  return  from  hospitable  farę : 
This  silver  fealm  extend8  beneath  my  sway. 
And  me,  their  monarch,  all  its  frogs  obey. 
Great  Physignathus  I,  from  Peleus*  race, 
Be|fot  in  iair  Hydronłede*8  embrace, 
Where,  by  the  nuptial  bank  that  paints  his  side, 
The  swift  Cridantis  delights  to  glide. 
Tbee  too«  thy  fbim,  thy  strength,  and  port,  pr»- 

claim 
A  sceptt^d  king;  a  son  of  martial  femc ; 
Then  tracc  thy  linCf  and  aid  my  guessi ng  eyes.** 
Thus  ceas^d  the  frog,  and  thus  the  mouse  replieŁ 
"  Known  to  the  gods,  the  men,  the  binis  that  fly 
.  -  Through  wild  expanses  of  the  midway  sky, 
^*  ^y  name  resounds ;  and  if  uiiknown  to  tbee, 
The  soul  of  great  Psycarpax  lires  in  me. 
Of  brave  Troxartas*  line^  wbose  sleeky  dowm 
In  love  compress'd  Lychomile  the  brown. 
My  mother  she,  and  princess  of  the  plains 
Where-e*er  her  father  Pteniotractas  reigns. 
Borń  where  a  cabin  lifts  its  airy  sbed, 
With  figs,  with  nuts,  with  vary*d  dainties  led. 
But,  sińce  our  natures  nought  in  common  know, 
From  what  foundation  can  a  friendship  grov  ? 
These  curling  waters  o*er  thy  pałace  roU  : 
But  man^s  high  food  supports  my  prinoely  sonl: 
In  vain  the  circled  loares  attempt  to  lie 
Coiy:catM  in  flaskets  from  my  curioos  cye« 
In  vain  tbe  tripe  that  boasts  the  wbitest  bae, 
In  vaiu  the  gilded  bacon  shuns  ray  vien^, 
In  vain  the  cheeses,  ofTspring  of  the  pail, 
Or  honey*d  cakes,  which  gods  themselrcs  regile; 
And  as  in  arts  I  shine,  in  arms  I  fight, 
Mix*d  ^vith  tbe  bravest,  and  unknown  to  flight, 
Thous^h  large  to  minę  tbe  human  form  appeat, 
Not  man  himscif  can  smite  my  soul  with  fear, 
Sly  to  the  bed  with  silent  steps  I  go, 
Attempt  his  finger,  or  attack  his  toe. 
And  six  indented  wounds  with  dextroas  skiiU 
Sleeping  be  feels,  and  only  seems  to  feel. 
Yet  have  we  foes  which  direftil  dangen»  caase, 
Orim  owls  with  talons  arm'd,  and  cats  with  dąvi, 
And  that  faise  trap,  the  den  of  silent  Fate, 
Where  Death  his  ambush  plants  around  the  bait: 
All  dreaded  these,  and  dneadful  o*er  tbe  resi 
The  potent  warńors  of  ths  tabby  yest. 
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Tf  to  thc  dark  we  fly,  the  dark  tiiey  tracę, 
-And  rond  our  hen)es  of  thu  nibbltng  race, 
But  me,  nor  stalks  nor  waterish  herbs  delight. 
Nor  caii  the  criinson  radish  charm  my  sight, 
The  lake-resouiidin^  frous^selected  farę, 
W'hłch  not  a  muust'  uf  any  taste  caii  bear.*' 

As  thus  the  downy  pnnre  his  ruind  cxprest. 
His  answer  thu.s  the  croaking  king  addrest : 

•*  Thy  worda  luxiiriant  onthy  dainties  rove. 
And,  strangtr,  we  can  bjast\)i  bounteous  Jove: 
yVG  sport  in  wąter,  or  we  daiice  on  land, 
A  ml  bom  amphibiuas,  food  Trom  both  command. 
But  tnijJt  thysoif  where  wonders  ask  thy  view, 
And  safely  tempt  thos<:  seas,  Pil  bear  thet;  through : 
Ascend  my  shou  ders,  finitly  keep  thy  seat, 
And  reach  my  marshy  court,  and  feast  in  state.'* 
He  said,  and  beiit  his  i«ack ;  with  nimbie  bouud 
Leaps  the  lii^ht  mouse,  and  cla^ps  his  arms  around, 
Tnen  wondoring  fluats,  and  sees  with  giad  survey 
The  windins  banks  resemblinc  jx)rts  at  sea. 
But  when  alofl  the  curling  water  ridos, 
And  wdts  with  azurc  wav*»  his  downy  si(\e% 
His  thoughts  grow  consciaus  of  approaching  woe, 
His  idle  tears  with^^^ain  repentance  flow, 
His  locks  hc  rends,  his  trembling  feet  he  rears, 
Thick  beats  his  heart  with  unaccustoniM  fears; 
He  6ighs,  and,  chill'd  with  dangcr,  lungs  for  shore : 
His  taii  extended  forms  a  fniifess  oar, 
Half  drench'd  in  liquid  death  his  prayers  he  spake. 
And  thus  bemuan*d  him  froui  the  dreądful  lakc : 

"  §9  possM  Europa  jihrough  the  rapid  sea, 
TrembRng  ancTfainting  all  the  venturous  way  j 
With  oarj'  feet  the  buli  triumphant  rode, 

.  And  safe  in  Crete  depos'd  his  loveiy  load. 
Ahy  safe  at  last,  may  thus  the  frog  support 
My  trt-mbling  limbs  to  reach  his  ample  court  !*> 
As  thus  he  sorrows,  de:ith  ambigiious  grows, 
3Lo .'  irom.thc  decp  a  wat<T-hydra  .rosę ; 
He  rolls  his  sanguin'd  eyes,  his  bosom  heaves, 
And  darts  with  active  ragę  along  the  wave8. 
ConfusM  the  monarch  sees  his  hissing  foe, 
And  dives,  to  shun  tbe  sable  fates  below. 
Torgetful  frog  I  the  friend  thy  shouldcrs  borę, 
l^uskiird  in  swimming,  iioats  reraote  from  shore. 
He  grasps  with  fruitless  hands  to  find  relief 
Supineiyialis,  aud  grinds  bisteeth  with  grief; 
Pluuging  he  sinks,  and  stnisypling  mounts  acain. 
And  sinks,  and  strives,  but  strives  with  Pate  in 
Tbe  weighty  moisture  clogs  his  haify  vest,  [vain. 
And  thus  the  ptiuce  his  dying  ragę  exprest; 
**Northou,  that  fling'st  me  floundering  from  thy 
back,  [wrack, 

As  from   bard   rocks    rebounds    the    shattering 
Nor   thou  shalt  »scape  thy  due,  per6dious  king ! 
Pursued  by  vengeance  on  the  swiftest  wing! 
At  land  thy  strength  could  neverequal  mme, 
At  sea  to  conąuer;  and  by  craft,  was  thine.  [eyes : 
But  Heaven  bas  gods,  and  gods  have  searching 
Ye  mice,  ye  mice,  my  great  avengers  rise  !" 

This  said,  he  sishing  gaspM,  and  giisping  dy'd. 
His  death  the  young  i.ychopynax  espy^d, 
As  on  the  flowery  brink  he  passM  the  day, 
JBaskM  in  the  beams,  and  ^iJ^.rM  life  a\vajr. 
Loud  shrieks  the  mouse,  his  shrlcks  the  shores  re- 
The  nibbling  oation  learn  their  hero's  fate :  [pt^at, 
Grief,  dismal  grief  ensues;  deep  murmurs  sound. 
And  shrller  fury  filis  the  deafen*d  ground. 
From  lodge  to  lodge,  the  «acred  heralds  run, 

f  To  6x  their  councH  with  the  rising  Sun ; 

.  Where  great  Tróxartas  crown*d  in  glnrf  reigns, 
And  wrnds  his  lengthenip^  cgurt  benętttb  the  plaiiis. 


Psycarpax*  fotherj  father  now  no  morę  ! 
Forpoor  P^yca^pax  lies  remote  from  shore; 
Supnie  he  lies  !  the  silent  waters  stand, 
Aud  no  k ind  billów  wafts  the  dtad  to  land ! 


BOOK  II. 


Whek  rosy-flnger»d  Mom  had  t!ng*d  thc  clouds, 
Around  their  monarch-mouse  the  natiou  crowds,      ,,v' 
Slow  rosę  the  30vereign,  heav'd  his  anxious  breast. 
And  thus  the  cpuncij,  filPd  with  ragę,  addrest : 

"  For  lost  Psycarpax  nmch  my  soul  endures, 
'Tis  minę  the  private  grief,  the  public  yeurs. 
Three  wailikc  sons  aloniM  my  nuptiai  bed, 
Fhree  sons,  alas,  before  their  father  dead  ! 
Our  ełdest  perish^d  by  thc  ravening  cat, 
As  near  my  court 'the  prince  unh(:edful  sat.  ,     ' 

Our  ncxt,  an  engiue  fraught  with  danger  drew, 
ITie  portal  gap*d,  the  bait  was  hung  in  view, 
Dire  arts  assist  the  trap,  the  Fates  decoy. 
And  men  unpityinvr  kilPd  my  galiant  boy! 
The  last,  his  country»s  hope,  his  parenfs  pride, 
PiungM  in  the  łake  by  Physignathus,  dy'd; 
Rouse  all  to  war,  my  friends  !  avenge  the  deed ; 
Akid  bleed  that  monarch,  and  his  nation  bleed." 

His  words  in  every  breast  inspirM  alarms. 
And  careful  Mai-s  supply'd  their  host  with  arms. 
In  rerdant  hulls  despoilM  of  all  their  beans, 
ThH  buskin'd  warriors  stalkM  along  the  plains : 
Suills  optly  bonnd  their  bracing  corselet  madę, 
Fac*d  wilh  the  plnnder  of  a  cat  they  flayM : 
The  lamp's  rouiid  boss  affordsthem  ample  shield^ 
Large  shells  of  nuts  th"ir  covering  heimet  yield 
And  o'er  the  region,  with  reflccted  rays. 
Tali  sroves  of  needles  for  tbeir  lances  błaze, 
Dreadfiil  in  arm*?  the  marchiug  mice  appear; 
The  wonderingfrogs  perceire  tbe  tumult  near, 
Forsake  the  waters,  thiekoning  form  a  ring, 
And  ask,  and  iiearkrn,  whence  the  noises  springi 
W^en  near  the  crowd,  disrlosM  to  public  vicw, 
The  valiant  chief  Emba<nchy  tros  drew : 
The  sarred  herald*s  sceptre  grir*d  his  hand. 
And  thus  his  wurd  express'd  bia  king's  command: 

"  Ye  frog*!  the  mice,  with  vengeaQce  tir*d,  ad- 
vancc, 
And  deck'd  in  ai;p[iour  shake  the  shlning lance: 
Their  hapless  prince  by- Physignathus  slain, 
F.xt«nds  incumbent  on  the  watery  plain. 
Then  arm  your  host,  the  doubtftil  battle  try  j 
litad  fbrth  those  fn^gs  that  have  the  soul  ta  die.w 

The  chief  rrtires,  the  crowd  the  challeni^e  hear. 
And  proudly  sweiling  yet  perplex*d  appear: 
Much  they  resent,  yet  much  their  monarch  blame, 
Whó,  rising,  spoke  tj  elear  his  tainted  famę: 

"  O  friends  !  I  never  forcM4he  mouse  to  deatb. 
Nor  saw  tbe  ira^^ping  otf  his  latest  breath. 
He,  vain  of  youth,  our  art  of  swimming  tryM, 
And,  Fenturuus,  in  the  lakę  the  wanton  dy'd. 
To  vengoance  now  by  faise  appearance  led, 
They  point  their  anger  at  my  guiltless  head. 
But  wagę  the  rising  war  by  deep  devioe. 
And  tum  its  fury  on  the  crafty  mice. 
Your  kir  Ig  directs  the  way ;  my  th  lughts,  elate 
With  hopes  of  conąuest,  form  designs  of  fate. 
Where  high  the  banks  their  verdant  surface  heave. 
And  tbe  steep  sides  confłne  the  sleeping  wave, 
There,  near  the  margin,  clad  in  armour  brigh^ 
Sustain  the  first  impetuous  shocks  of  6gbt : 
Then,  where  the  dancing  feather  joins  the  crest, 
Let  eacb  braye  iro$  his  obyious  mouśe  arrest^ 
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Eacii  strongly  grasping,  headlong  plunge  a  foe, 
TiU  couatless  circles  whirl  the  lakę  below  ; 
Down  stuk  tbe  mice  in  yielding  waters  drown'd ; 
lioud  flash  the  waters ;  and  the  ahores  resound : 
The  frogfl  triomphant  tread  tbe  oonąuei^d  plaiOf 
And  rairie  their  glonous  trophies  of  the  slain." 

He  spakę  no  morę,  his  prodent  Bcheroe  imparts 
Bedoubling  ardour  to  the  boldest  hearts. 
Oreen  was  the  suit  his  anning  heroes  chose, 
Around  their  legs  the  greave8  of  mallows  close ; 
Green  were  the  beets  about  their  shoulders  laid. 
And  green  the  c6)ewort,  which  the  target  madę. 
Form'd  of  the  vary*d  shells  the  waters  yield, 
Their  glossy  heimets  glistenM  o'er  the  field :     > 
And  tapering  sea-reeds  for  the  polisbM  spear, 
With  opright  order  pierc'd  the  ambient  air. 
Thus  dress*d  for  war,  they  take  th'  appointed 

height, 
Poise  the  long  arms,  and  urge  the  promis^d  fight 

But  now,  where  Jove'8  irradiate  spires  arist?, 
With  stars  surrounded  in  etherial  skie^, 
(A  solemn  council  calPd)  tbe  brazen  gates 
Unbar;  the  gods  assume  their  goiden  seats: 
The  sire  superior  lean^,  and  points  to  show 
What  woodro^s  combats  mortals  wagę  bdow: 
How  stron)g,  how  large,  the  numerous  heroes  stride, 
What  length  of  lance  they  shake  with  wariike 
What  eager  fire  their  rapid  march  revea1s !  [pride ! 
So  the  fierce  Centaurs  ravag'd  o^er  the  dales  ; 
And  so  conflrmM,  the  daring  Titans  rosę, 
Heap'd  hills  on  hills,  and  bid  the  gods  be  foes. 

This  seen,  the  Power  his  sacred  yisage  rears, 
pe  casts  a  pitying  smile  on  worklly  cares, 
And  asks  whąt  heavenly  guardians  take  the  list, 
Or  who  the  mice,  or  who  the  frogs  assist } 

Tben  thus  to  Pallas :  "  If  my  dąughter*8  mind 
Have  join'd  the  mice,  why  stays  she  still  behind  ? 
Drawn  forth  by  saronry  steams  they  wind  their 
And  surę  attendance  lound  thine  altar  pay,  [way, 
Where  while  the  rictims  gratify  their  taste, 
They  sport  to  plea8e,the  goddess  of  the  feast". 

Thus  spake  the  ruler  of  th^  spacious  sWies. 
But  thus,  resoUHl,  the  blue-ey'd  maid  repUes : 
In  vain»my  father!  all  their  dangers  plead. 
To  such  thy  Pallas  neveT  grańts  her  aid. 
My  Aowery  wreaths  they  petulantly  spoil. 
And  rob  my  cry^tal  lamps  of  feeding  oiL 
(IIls  fbllowipg  ills!)  but  what  afflicts  me  morę. 
My  yeil  that  idle  race  proftinely  tore. 
Tbe  web  was  curious,  wrought  with  art  divine ; 
Relentless  wretohes !  all  the  work  was  minę ! 
Along  the  loom  the  purple  waip  1  spread, 
Oast  the  light  shoot,aud  crost  the  silyer  thread ; 
In  this  their  teeth  a  thousand  breaches  tear, 
The  thousand  breaches  skilful  hands  repair, 
Por  which,  vile  earthly  dups  thy  daughter  grieye 
.   (The  gods,  that  u^e  no  coin,  ha^e  nonę  to  gire. 
And  leamtng*s  goddess  nerer  less  can  owe, 
Neglected  leaming  gains  no  wealth  below). 
Nor  let  the  firogs  to  win  my  succour  sue, 
Those  clamoroys  ibols  hare  lost  my  iavour  too. 
For  late,  ifhen  all  the  conflict  ceas^d  nt  night, 
When  my  stretchM  sinews  woik*d  with  eager  figbt, 
When  spent  with  glorious  toil,  I  Jeft  tbe  field, 
And  sunk  for  slumber  on  my  swelling  shield  j 
Ii>,  from  the  deep,  repelling  sweet  repose, 
With  noity  croakings  half  the  nation  rosę: 
I>evoid  of  rest,  with  aching  brows  I  lay,     '    * 
TiU  cocks  proclaim'd  the  crimson  dawn  of  day. 
Let  all,  like  me,  from  either  host  forbear. 
Kor  tempt  the  Aying  Aińes  of  the  spear  i 


Let  heavenly  blood  (or  what  for  blood  ttiay  fkm) 
Adom  the  conąuest  of  a  meaner  fbe. 
Some  daring  mouse  may  meet  the  wondrous  odds, 
Though  godn  oppose,  and  bra^e  the  wounded  godu 
0'er  gilded  clouds  reclin'd,  tbe  danger  view. 
And  be  the  wars  of  mortals  scenes  for  you." 

So  mov*d  the  blue-ey'd  queen ;  łier  wurds  per- 
Greąt  Jove  assented,  and  the  rest  obey^d.    [suade, 
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NoW  front  to  front  tbe  marching  armies  shine, 
Haltere  they  meet,  and  form  the  ienbtheninglioe: 
The  chiefs  conspicnous  seen  and  heard  afar, 
Give  the  loud  signal  to  tbe  rushing  war;  [sound, 
Their  dreadful   tnimpets-  de(^p-mouth'd   bomets 
The  sounding  chai^  remurmurs  o^er  the  growMl, 
ET'n  Jove  proclaims  a  field  of  horrour  nigh. 
And  roUs  Iow  thunder  through  the  trouUed  sky. 

-  First  to  the  fight  large  Hypsiboas  flew. 
And  bra^e  Lychenor  with  a  ja^elin  siew. 
The  luckless  warrior,  fiiPd  with  generoos  flame, 
Stood  foremost  glittering  in  the  post  of  lamę; 
When,  in  his  liver  struck,  the  javełin  huug, 
The  mouse  foli  thundering,  and  the  target  mng; 
Prone  to  the  ground,  be  sinks  his  closing  eye. 
And  soil>d  in  dust  his  Iovely  tress^  lie. 

A  spear  at  Pelion  Troglodytes  cast, 
Tbe  missive  spear  within  tłie  bosom  past; 
Death*s  sable  shades  the  fainting  frog  surround. 
And  life>8  red  tide  rans  ebbing  from  the  wound. 
Embasichytros  fclt  Scutlaeus'  dart 
Transfix  and  quiver  in  his  panting  beart ; 
But  great  Artophagąis  areng^d  the  slain. 
And  big  Scutleus  tumbling  loads  the  plain. 
And  Polyphonus  dies,  a  firog  renown'd 
For  boastful  speech,  and  tui^ulence  of  sound  ; 
Deep  through  the  belly  pierc*d,  supine  be  lay. 
And  breath'd  his  soul  against  the  foce  uf  day. 

The  strong  Lymnocharis,  who  Tiew^d  with  ire 
A  yictor  triumph,  and  a  Iriend  expire ; 
With  heaving  arms  a  rocky  fragment  <;aught. 
And  fiercely  flung  where  Troglodytes  fougfat 
(A  warrior  vers'd  in  arts,  of  surę  retreat. 
But  arts  in  ^ain  elude  impending  fote) ; 
Fuli  on  his  sioewy  neck  the  fragment  fell« 
And  o*er  his  eye-lids  clouds  etrrnal  dwelL 
Lychenor  (second  of  the  gloriouit  name) 
Striding  adntnc^d,  and  took  no  wandering  afm; 
Through  all  the  frogs  the  shiniug  jarelin  flies. 
And  near  the  vanquis'')*d  mouse  the  victor  dies. 

The  dreadful  stroke  Crambophagus  aiingfats, 
Long  bred  to  banquets,  less  inur*d  to  fi^rbts, 
Heedless  hę  nins,  and  stumbles  o^er  tbe  steep^ 
And  wildly  floundering  flashes  np  tbe  deep  ; 
Lychenor,  following  with  a  downward  blow, 
Reach'd  in  the  lakc  his  unrecoyer'd  fbe ; 
GaKping  be  rolls,  a  purple  stream  of  blood 
Distains  the  surfocę  of  the  8ilver  ilood  ;     [throng, 
Throiigh  the  wide  wonnd   the  rushing  eatraib 
And  slow  the  breathless  carcass  floats  along. 

Lymnisins  good  Tyroglyphus  as':ails, 
Prince  of  the  mice  that  haunt  tbe  fl«jwery  va1es, 
Lost  to  the  milky  fores  and  rural  seat, 
He  came  to  pęrish  on  the  bank  of  fote. 

The  dread  Ptemoglyphus  demands  the  fight 
Which  tender  Calaminthtus  sbuns  by  flight, 
Drops  the  ^reen  target,  springing  quils  the  foe, 
Glidet  thrpugb  thę  Uke,  and  safely  dłves  bdow. 


THE  HATTLE  OF  THE  FROGS  AND  MICE. 


But  dire  Ptemophagus  dirides  bis  way 
Hirough  breaking  nńks,  and  leads  the  dreadful 

day. 
No  Dibbllng  prince  exce11'd  in  fierc^ness  morę, 
His  parents  fed  him  on  the  savage  boar; 
But  where  his  lance  the  field  with  blood  imbroed, 
Swift  as  he  n]ov'd  Hydrocharis  pursu(>d, 
nu  fRlIen  iu  death  he  łię^s,  a  shattering  stone 
^<<tJ^8  on  the  neck,  and  crunhes  all  the  bonę. 
His  biood  pollutes  the  verdure  of  the  plain, 
^nd  from  his  nostńls^biirsts  tt^e  gnshin^  brain. 

Ł.ychopinax  witb  Borborocates  fiifhts, 
^  blameless  frog,  whom  humbler  liife  delights ; 
the  fatal  javeJin  unrdenting  flies, 
Ind  darkness  seals  the  gentlc  eroaker'8  eyes. 

lBcens*d  Prassophagus,  with  spritely  bound, 
Dcars  Cnissodiootes  off  the  rising  ground, 
Pben  drai^s  him  o'er  the  łake  depriWd  of  breath» 
flnd,  downward  plunging,  sinks  his  soui  to  death. 
But  now  the  gri-at  Psycarpax  shincs  afar 
Scarce  he  so  great  wrhose  loss  provok*d  the  war) ; 
$wift  to  re^enge  his  fatal  javelin  fied, 
ind  throUgh  the  liver  struck  Pelusius  dead; 
His  fj]eckled  corpse  befbre  the  vietor  fell, 
Elis  sou!  indignant  sought  the  shades  of  HelL 

This  saw  Peiobates,  aud  from  the  flood 
fieav*d  with  both  hands  a  monstruas  tbass  of  mad; 
Phe  cloud.obscene  o'er  all  the  hero  flies, 
Dishonours  his  brown  face,  and  blots  his  eyes. 
SoragM,  and  wiidly  sput^tering,  from  the  shore 
%.  stonr-,  immrnse  of  size,  the  warrior  borę, 
%.  load  for  labouring  Raith,  whose  buik  to  raise, 
%sks  ten  degenerate  mice  of. modern  days. 
Puli  on  the  leg  arrires  the  crushing  wound : 
The  frog,  supportless,  writhes  opon  the  ground. 

Thus  (lushM,  the  victor  wąrs  Vith  matchless 
mi  loud  Craagastdcs  arrests  his  course.      [force, 
floarse  croaktng  threats  prccede  !  with  fatal  speed 
Occp  through  the  belły  ran  the  pointed  leed, 
fhen,  strongly  tni^,  retum*d  imbrued  with  gore, 
Ind  on  the  pile  his  reeking  entrails  borę. 
'  The  lame  Sitophagns,  oppressM  with  pain, 
i^reepa  from  the  desperate  dangers  of  the  plain  ; 
ind  where  the  ditches  nsing  weeds  supply 
Po  aprcad  their  lowly  dhades  beneath  the  sky, 
Thcre  lurks  the  silent  mouse  reliev^d  from  beat, 
ind,  safe  embowei^d,  avoids  the  chance.  of  fate. 
.  But  berę  Troxartas,  Physignathus  there, 
IVhirI  the  dire  ftiries  of  the  pointed  spear  j 
3ut  where  the  foot  aronnd  its  ankte  plies, 
ProTartas  wounds,  and  Physignathos  flies, 
[falts  to  the  pool,  a  safe  retreat  to  ftnd, 
ind  trails  a  dangling  lencth  of  leg  behind. 
rhe  mouse  still  ur.es,  stili  the  frog  retires, 
\nd  half  in  anguish  of  the  flii^ht  expires. 

Tben  pious  ardonr  yonng  Pressaeus  brings 
3etwixt  the  fbrtnnes  of  contending  kings : 
Lank  harmiess  frog!  with  forces  hardiy  grown, 
fle  darts  the  reed  in  combat  not  his  own» 
Which  faintly  ttnkling  on  Troxartas*  ahield, 
Blangs  at  th(>  point,  and  drops  upon  tht?  field. 

Now  nobly  towerjn?  o^er  the  rest  appears 
i  gallant  prince  that  far  transcends  his  years, 
Pride  of  his  sire,  and  glory  of  his  bouse,  , 

And  morę  a  Mars  in  combat  than  a  monse: 
H!^  action  bold,  robust  his  ample  -frame, 
ind  Meridarpax  his  resouudinfir  name. 
rhe  warrior,  singled  from  the  fighting  'crond,  . 
Boasts  the  dire  honoar«  of  his  arms  alond ; 
Tben  stnitting  near  the  lakę,  with  looks  elate^ 
To  all  its  nations  threats  approacfaing  £Rt«» 
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And  such  bis  strength,  the  sii^er  }akes  around 
Might  roli  their  wattrs  o*er  unpeopled  ground. 
But  powerful  Jov  /,  who  shows  no  less  his  grace 
To  frogs  that  perish,  than  to  human  race, 
Felt  softcompassion  rising  in  hissoul. 
And  shook  his  sacred  head,  that  shook  the  pole, 
Then  thus  to  all  the  gazing  powers  began 
The  sire  of  gods,  aqd  frogs,  and  m^ce,  and  man  : 

"  What  seas  of  blood  1  yiew !  what  worlds  of 
An  Iliad  rising  Qrom  a  day*s  camimign ;       [slain !  - 
How  fierce  his  jayelin.v'er  the  trerabling  lakes 
The  black-farr'd  hero  Meridarpax  shakes  1 
Uniess  some  favouring  deity  d^end, 
Soon  włU  the  frot^s  loqttaci'>tt8  empire  end, 
Łet  dreadiul  Pallas  wing*d  with  pity  fly, 
A  ud  make  ber  aegis  blaze  before  his  eye : 
Whłl&  Mars  refulgent  on  his  rettling  car, 
AiTesta  bis  raging  rival  of  the  war." 

He  oeasM,  reciininir  with  attentive  bead, 
Wheo  thus  the  glorious  god  of  oombats  said: 
*^  Nor  Pallas,  Jove  !  tbough  Pallas  take  the  field, 
With  all  the  terrours  of  ber  hissing  shield  ; 
Nor  Mars  himiielf,  thoa:h  Mars  in  armour  bright 
Ascend  his  car.  and  wheei  amidst  the  fight ; 
Not  these  can  drive  the  d<^sperate  mouse  a&r, 
Or  change  the  fortunefi  of  the  bleeding  war. 
l£t  all  go  Ibrth,  atl  Heaven  in  arms  arise, 
Or  lanch  thy  own  red  thunder.from  the  skies, 
Such  ardent  boltś  as  flew  that  wondrons  day, 
When  heaps  of  Titans  mjx'd  with  mouutains  lay  ; 
Wbeu  all  the  giant  race  enormous  iell, 
And  huge  Enceladus  was  huiTd  to  Heli." 

'Twas  thus  th'  armipotent  adris^d  the  gods, 
When  from  his  throne  the  cloud-compeller  nods, 
Deep-lengthening  thunders  run  from  pole  to  pole, 
Olympus  trembles  as  the  thunders  roli. 
Tben  swift  he  whirls  the  brandish'd  bolt  around. 
And  headlong  daits  it  at  the  distant  ground; 
The  bolt  dischaig'd,  inwrap  d  with  lit^htning  fliea. 
And  rends  its  flaming  passage  through  the  skies  j 
Then  earth's  inhabitants,  the  nibblers,  shake. 
And  frogs,  the  dwellers  in  the  waters,  quake. 
Yet  still  the  mice  advanc'd  their  dread  design, 
And  the  last  danger  threats  the  croakinci;  linę, 
Till  Jove,  that  inly  moum*d  the  loss  they  borę, 
With  strange  assistanis  filPd  the  fiighted  shore. 

Pour'd  from  the  neighbouring  strand,  deform'd  tO 
They  march,  a  suddeo  unexpected  crew!     [^iew, 
Strong  suits  of  armour  round  their  bodies  close, 
Wł)ich,  like  thick  anyils,  bhmt  the  fbrce  of  blows; 
In  wheeling  mąrches  tom  obliąue  they  go ; 
With  harpy  claws  their  Iimb<«  divłde  below ; 
Feli  sheera  the  passage  to  their  mouth  command; 
Prom  out  the  flrsh  their  bones  by  naturę  stand  ^ 
Broad  spread  their  backs,  their  shining  shoulders 

rise; 
Unnumb<T*d  joints  distort  their  lengtbenM  thighs; 
With  nervous  cords  their  hands  are  firmly  brac*d  j 
Their  round  biack  eye-balls  in  their  bosom  plac'd; 
On  eight  long  feet  the  wondrons  warńors  tread  j 
And  either  end  altke  suppiies  a  head. 
These,  mortal  wits  to  cali  the  crabs  agree, 
l^he  gods  haye  other  namas  fcy  things  than'  we. 

Now  where  thejointures  from  their  loins  depend, 
The  lieroes  taił  with  seyerins;  grasps  they  rend. 
Herę,  short  of  feet,  depriy'd  the  power  to  fly, 
There,  withont  hand^,  upon  the  field  they  lie. 
Wrench^dfromtheirholds,  and  soatter'dall  aroundg 
Tht:  bended  lauces  heap  the  cumber*d  ground. 
Heipless  amazement,  fear  pursuing  fear, 
AuA  mcM)  C9nfusi9n,  through  their  host  appeari 
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0'er  tbe  wild  waste  with  headlong  fliji:ht  they  go, 
Or  creep  conceaPd  in  yaulted  hole(  below. 

But  down  Olympus  to  the  western  seas 
Far  shoottng:  Phcebas  drore  with  fainter  rays  ; 
And  a  whole  war  (so  Jove  ordain^d)  begun. 
Was  fought,  and  ceas^d,  in  one  revoiving  snn. 


TO  MR.   POPE. 


To  praise,  yet  still  with  due  respect  io  praise, 
A  bard  triumphant  in  immortal  bays, 
The  leamM  to  show,  the  sensible  commend, 
Yet  still  preaerye  the  province  of  the  friend, 
What  life,  what  vigour,  must  the  lines  r(*quire  ? 
TVhaŁ  musie  tune  theq;i }  what  affection  fire  ? 

O  might  thy  genius  in  my  bosom  shinw ! 
Thbu  should'st  not  fail  of  numbers  worthy  Uiine, 
The  brightest'  ancients  might  at  onoe  agree 
To  sing  within  my  lays,  and  sing  of  thee. 
Horace  łiimself  would  own  thou  dost  ejcoel 
In  candid  arts  to  play  the  critic  well. 
Ovid  himself  might  wish  to  sing  the  damę 
Whom  Windsor  Forest  sees  a  gliding  stream. 
On  silver  fSeet,  with  annual  osier  crown*d, 
She  runs  for  erer  through  poetic  grouud. 

How  flame  the  glories  of  ^Iin£iN  hair, 
Madę  by  thy  Muse  the  envy  of  the  fair  ! 
Less  Bhone  the  tresses  .£gypt'8  princess  wore, 
Wbich  sweet  Callimachus  so  sung  before. 
Hete  courtly  tresses  set  the  world  at  odds, 
Belles  war  with  beanx,  and  whims  desccnd  for 
The  new  machines,  in  names  of  ri^icule,      [gods. 
Mock  the  grave  phrenzy  of  the  chymic  fool. 
But  know,  ye  iair,  a  point  conceard  with  art, 
The  Sylphs  and  Gnomcs  are  but  a  woman^s  heart : 
The  Graces  stand  in  sight,  a  Satyr  train 
Peep  o*er  their  heads,  and  laugh  behind  the  scenę. 

In  Fame'8  fair  tempie,  o'er  the  boldt  st  wits 
Inshrin'd  ou  high  the  sacred  Yirgil  sits. 
And  sits  in  mcasun  s,  suoh  as  YirgiJ^s  Muse 
To  place  thee  near  him  might  be  fond  to  choose. 
How  npgbt  he  tune  th'  altemate  reed  with  thee, 
Perhaps  a  Strephon  thou»  a  Daphnis  he, 
While  soroe  old  Damon,  o^er  the  yulgur  wise, 
Thinks  he  deserves,  and  thou  de8erv*st  the  prize. 
Bapt  with  the  thought,  my  fancy  seeks  the  plains, 
And  turns  me  shepherd  while  I  bear  tbe  strains. 
Jndnlgent  nurse  of  every  tender  gale, 
Parent  of  flowerets,  old  Arcadia,  hail ! 
Herę  in  the  cool  my  limbs  at  ease  I  spread, 
JElere  let  thy  poplars  whisper  o'er  my  head, 
Still  slide  thy  waters  soft  among  tbe  trees; 
Thy  aspins  qutver  in  a  breathing  breeze, 
Smile  all  thy  rallc^s  in  etemel  spring. 
Be  hush'd  ye  winJs  \  while  Pope  and  Yii^l  sing. 

In  RngliKh  lays,  and  all  sublimely  Rreat, 
Thy  Homer  warms  with  all  hi«>  ancient  beat, 
He  shines  in  council,  thunders  in  the  fight. 
And  flames  with  every  sensć  of  great  delight. 
Long  bas  that  poet  reitm*d,  and  long  unknown, 
Łike  monarchiB  sparkliog  on  a  distaut  throne; 
In  all  the  mąjesty  of  Greece  retir*d,  , 
Himself  unknown,  his  migbty  name  admir'd. 
His  languagcfailing,  wrapp  d  him  round  with  uight, 
Tbine^raisM  by  thee,  recalls  tbe  work  to  light. 
So  wealthy  mines,  that  ages  long  befure 
Fed  the  laige^-ealms  around  with  golden  ore, 
When  choakM  by  sinking  banks,.no  morę  appear^ 
And  sbępberds  only  say,  The  mines  werc  here ! 


Should  some  rich  yonth  (if  Nahire  wam  his  heart, 
And  all  his  projects  ctand  inform*d  with  art) 
Hore  elear  the  caves,  there  ope  the  leading  vein  ; 
l"lie  mines  detected  flame  with  gold  again. 

How  va8t,  how  copłous,  are  thy  new  deńgns ! 
How  every  musie  Taries  in  thy  lines ! 
Still  as  i  r^ad,  I  feel  my  l>osc>ni  beat, 
And  rise  in  ra^tur^  by  another*s  heat,       * 
Thus  in  thewood,  when  Summer  dreśsM  tbe  days, 
When  Windsor  lent  us  tuneful  hours  of  ease, 
Our  ears  the  lark,  the  thrush,  the  turtle  blesŁ; 
And  Phiiomela,  sweetest  o'erthe  rest: 
The  shades  lesound  with  sonę— 1>  sofUy  tread ! 
While  a  nhale  sea^on  warbles  round  my  head. 

Tłiis  to  my  frieiid—and  when  a  friend  inspires, 
My  silent  harp  its  master^s  hand  reąuires, 
Shakesutr{.he  dusi,  and  makes  these  rockB  resonnd. 
For  Fortune  placM  ^ne  in  unfertile  ground  ; 
Far  from  the  joys  that  with  my  soul  a^rree, 
From  wit,  from  leaming, — fiir,  oh  far  from  thee! 
He^  moAs-fTMHrn  trees  expand  the  smallest  lea^ 
Here  half  an  acre*s  rorn  is  half  a  sheaf, 
Here  hills  with  naked  heads  tbe  tempest  meet, 
Rx)cks  at  their  side,  and  torrents  at  their  feet, 
Or  lazy  lakes,  unconscious  of  a  fiood, 
Whose  duli  brown  Naiads  ever  sleep  in  mnd. 

Yet  here  Content  can  dwell,  and  leamed 
A  friend  delight  me,  and  an  author  please ; 
Ev'n  here  1  sincr,  while  Pope  supplies  the  thcme. 
Show  my  own  love,  though  not  increase  his 
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FIRST  CANTO  OF  THE  RAPEOF  THE  LOCK, 

INTO  LEONINE  YERSC, 
AFTER  THE  MAMNER  OF  THE  ANCIEKT  MONKS. 

Et  nunc  dilectum  speculum,  pro  morę  retectara, 
Emicat  in  men««a,  quae  splendet  pyxide  deiisa : 
Tum  primum  lympha,  se purgat  candida  nympfaa; 
Jamque  sine  menda,  coelestis  imagu  videnda, 
Niida  caput,  bellos  retinet,  regit,  implet,  oc^Ios. 
Hac  stupet  explorans,  seu  cu'tus  numen  adozansi. 
luferiur  claram  Pythohissa  apparet  ad  aram, 
Fert<jue  tibi  caut^,  dicatone  superbia !  lauti^ 
nona  venusta  ;  oris,  qui  cunctis,  plena  laboris, 
Excerpta  explorat,  dominamquedeaińqQedecont. 
Pyxide  devota,ac  pandithic  Lidia  tota^ 
Et  tuta  ex  ista  transpira  Arabia  cista: 
Tł  studo  hic  flectit,  dum  kc  roea  Lesbia  pectit* 
Atque  elephas  Ifotfe,  te  pectit  Lesbia  dente; 
Huncmaculis  bóiis,  nivei  jacet  ille  coloris, 
Hic.iąoet  et  mund^,  muiidus^  niuliebris  abund^  - 
Spinula  resplendeus  asris  lougo  ordine  pendcns, 
Pulvis  sujfvis  odore,  *:t  epistoła  suavis  amore. 
In  luit  arma  ergo,  Yeneris  pulcherriina  virgo; 
Pulchrior  in  prssens  tampus  de  t^mpore  ciescens* 
Jam  reparat  risus,  jam  surgit  gratia  Yipfts, 
Jam  pronait  cultn,  mirac'ia  latentia  vnltu. 
Pigniina  jam  miscet,  quo  plus  sua  purpura  jrlisoet, 
Et  gemiuans  bellis  splcndet  mag^  fulgur  ocelłis. 
Stant  Leraures  muti,  Nympha  intentique  saUiti, 
Hic  fiąitzonam,  capiti,locat  ille  coronam. 
Hec  mauicis  formam,  pUcis  dat  et  alŁera  oor 

mam; 
Et  tibi  vel  Betty,  tibi  vel  nitidissima  Letty ! 
Gloria  foctorum  temer^  conceditur  honim. 
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ow  early  shepberds  o'er  the  meadow  pass^ 
nd  print  lonfc  fooŁsteps  lo  thc  glittering  grass; 
The  C0W9  negtectful  of  their  pasture  tttand, 
By  turns  olisoquious  to  the  niitkei-'s  'band. 
W  hen  Damon  softiy  trud  the  shaven  lawn, 
Damon  a  ytiuth  froin  city  cares  witłidiawa; 
I^n^  iras  the  pleasiog  walk  he  waiider*d  througb, 
A  covi;r'd  aitiour  closM  the  distant  viefir ; 
There  rc^ts  the  youth,  and,  while  the  feather^d 

throng 
Raise  their  wild  musie,  thus  contrivcB  a  song. 

•'  Herę,  waftcd  o'er  by  miJd  Etesiau  air, 
Thoii  country  goddess,  beautcous  Health  !  repair ; 
Horę  let  my  breast  throujih  quivering  trces  htbale 
Thy  rasy  blensings  witb  the  moiniiiir  gale. 
"What  are  the  fields,  or  flowers,  or  all  i  see  ? 
Ah !   tastdess  ail,  if  nut  enioy'd  \%'ith  thee. 
"  Joy  to  my  Wil  !  1  f  el  the  goddess  nigh, 
The  face  of  Naturę  cheers  as  well  as  I; 
0*er  the  flat  grecn  refreshing  breezes  run, 
Tbesmilmg  daisies  blow  bcmath  the  Sun, 
,  The  brookM  run  pnriing  down  with  siWcr  waves, 
The  plantcd  lanes  rejoice  with  dancing  leaves, 
The  chirpiug  biitls  frooi  all  the  compuss  rove 
To  tempt  the  tum^fui  cchoes  tjf  the  grove:  . 
High  sunny  jninmiits,  d<»cplv  shaded  dales, 
Thick  mossy  tanks,  and  flowery  windtng  vales, 
"With  yarious  prospect  gratify  the  sight. 
And  scatter  fix*d  attention   in  delight.        [fice, 
**  Comc,  country  godde&ś,  com^f;   northou  suf- 
-  IBut  bring  thy  mountain-s^ister,  F.xcTci8e. 
CaflM  by  thy  lovely  voice,  she  turns  ber  pace, 
Her  winding  horn  proclaims  the  linish^d  chase ; 
Sbe  mouiits  the  rocks,  she  skims  the  level  plain, 
X>og8,  hawk^,  and  borses,  crowcł  ber  early  traiu. 
Her  hardy  face  tfpels  the  tanning  wind, 
And  lines  aud  meshes  U^osely   float  behind. 
Ali  the.«ie  as  means  of  toil  the  feebe  see, 
But  these  are  helps  to  płcasure  join'd  with  tbce. 
*'  Let  Slotłi  lic  softeningtill  high  noon  in  down, 
Or  lullinirfan  herin  the  sultry  town, 
Unnerv'd  with  rest ;  and  tum  ber  owu  diseasc, 
Or foster  others  in  hixurtons  ease : 
I  pountthc  courser,  cal  I  the  deep-mouth*d  hounds, 
The  fox  uhkennelPd  flie*  to  Cł»vert  grouuds  j 
I  lead  where  ^itairs  throus^h  tan?Ied  thickets  tread, 
And^bake  the  saplings  with  their  brauching  head; 
1  make  the  fauicons  wing  their  airy  way, 
And  soar  to  seize,  or  stooping  strike  their  prey ; 
To  snare  the  fish,  I   fix  the  luring  bait; 
To  wound  the  fowl,  1  load  the  eun  with  fate. 
<ris  thus  through  cbange  of  exerciso  1  rangę, 
And  strength  and  pleasjure  rise  from  every  cbange 
Herę,  beauteous  Health,  for  all  the  year  remain  ; 
When  the  iłext  comes,  1'11  cbarm  thee  thus 
Oh  come,  thou  goddc^s  of  my  rural  song,   [again. 
And  briHg  tby  daugbter,  calm  Content  along, 
I>ame  of  the  ruddy  chtek  and  laughiug  eye, 
From  whose  bright  presence  clouds  of  sorrow  fly : 
Tor  her  I  mow  my  waiks,  I  plant  my  bowers, 
Clip  my  Iow  bedges,  and  sbpport  my  flowers; 
To  welcome  brr,  this  sammer-seat  I  drest, 
And  berę  I  court  h(^r  when  she  comes  to  restj 
When  she  from  exorcłse  to  leamed  ease 
Sbnll  change  again,  and  teach  the  clmnge  to please, 

Now  friends  conversing  my  soft  hours  rcUne, 
And  Tully^s  Tusculum  rcvive$  in  minę: 


Now  to  grave  books  I  bid  the  mind  retMht, 
And  snch  as  make  me  ratber-  good  than  great. 
Or  o'pr  tlie  works  of  easy  fancy  rove, 
Wbere  flutes  and  innocence  amuse  the  grove: 
1'he  nati^e  bard,  tbat  on  Sicilian  plains 
Firht  sung  the  lowły  mannors  of  the  swains ; 
Or  Maro'8  Muse,-  that  in  the  fairest  light 
Paiutfl  rural  prospects  and  the  charms  of  sight ; 
Thtse  soft  amusenients  bring  Content  along, 
And  fancy,  void  of  sorrow,  turns  to  song. 

H(^rc,  beauteous  Health,  for  all  the  year  remain ; 

When  the  next  comes,  1'licharmtłioe  thus  agaiu.'* 
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When  in  the  river  cows  for  coolness  stand,   / 
And  sheep  for  bi^eezes  seek  the  lofty  land,       / 
A  youth,  whom  ^op  taught  that  every  trec, 
Each  bird  and  infscct,  spoke  as  well  as  be; 
WalkM  calmly  musing  in  a  shady  way,  " 

Wbere  flowering  hawthorns  broke  the  sunny  ray. 
And  thus  instructs  bis  morał  pen  to  draw 
A  scenę  that  obvious  in  tlie  field  he  saw. 

Near  a  Iow  ditch,  wbei^  shallow  waters  meet, 
Whicb  never  learn'd  to  glidc  with  liquid  feet; 
Whose  Naiads  never  prattle  as  they  play. 
But  screenM  ,with  he<lges  slumbcr  out  the  daj'. 
There  stands  a  slender  fcm*s  aspiring  shade, 
Whose  answering  branches  cegularly  laid 
Put  forth  their  answering  bouglis,  and  proudly  rise 
Thrrtc  stories  upward,  in  the  nether  skios. 

For  sbelter  b'Te,  to  shun  the  noon-day  heat, 
An  airy  nation  of  the  flies  retreat; 
Some  in  soft  airs  their  silken  pinions  ply. 
And  some  from  bough  to  bough  delighted  fly, 
Some  ris<',  and  circling  light  to  perch  again; 
A  pleasing  murmur  h^ms  along  the  plain. 
So,  when  a  stage  invites  to  pRgi'ant  shows, 
(If  great  and  smali  are  like)  appear  the  beaux; 
In  boxes  »ome  with  spruce  pretension  sit, 
Some  change  from  seat  to  deat  witbin  tbe  pit» 
Some  roam  the  scenes,  or  turning  ceaae  to  roam; 
Prehiding  musie  fills  the  lufty  dome. 

AVhen  thus  a  fly  (if  what  a  ily  can  say 
DeserYcs  attention)  raisM  the  rural  lay. 

"  Wbere  late  Amintor  madę  a  nymph  a  bridc, 
Joyful  1  flew  by  youpg  Favonia's  side, 
Wbo,  mindless  of  tbe  feasttng,  went  to  sip 
The  balmy  pleasure  of  the  shepherd*8  lip, 
I  saw  the  wanton,  wbere  1  stoopM  to  sup. 
And  half  resoIv'd  to  drown  me  in  a  cup; 
TiU,bn)shM  by  carcless  hands,  sbe  8oar*d  above: 
Ceasc,  beauty,  cease  to  v€x  a  tender  love." 
Thus  eiids  the  youth,  the  buzzing  meadow  rung, 
And  thus  tbe  rival  of  his  musie  sung. 

"  When  suns  by  tbousauds  shone  on  orbs  of  dew, 
I   wafted  soft  with  Zephyretta  flew; 
Saw  the  clean  pail,  and  sought  the  milky  cheer, 
While  little  Daphne  seizM  my  roTing  dear. 
Wretch  that  I  was !  1  might  have  warq'd  the  damę, 
Yet  sate  indulging  as  the  danger  came. 
But  the  kind  huntress  left  her  free  to  soar : 
Ab !  guard,  ye  loyers,  guard  a  mistress  morę." 

Thus  from  the  fern,  whose  high  projecting  armt 
The  flceting  nation  bent  with  dusky  swarms, 
The  swains  their  lovc  in  easy  musie  breatbe, 
When  tonguef  and  tumult  stuu  the  field  beoeath: 
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Black  ants  in  teams  come  darkening  all  the  road, 
SoDie  cali  to  marcb,  and  some  to  Ifft  the  load ; 
They  strain,  they  labour  with  incessant  pains, 
Press^d  by  the  cumbrous  weight  of  single  grains. 
The  flies  struck  silent  gazę  with  wond'  r  down : 
,    The  busy  burghera  reach  their  earthy  town ; 
Where  lay  the  burthens  of  a  wintery  stOTł*, 
And  thence  unwearied  part  in  searcb  of  more. 
Yet  one  grare  sagę  a  nioment*s  space  att^nds, 
And  the  smali  city's  loftiest  point  ascends, 
Włpes  the  salt  dcw  that  trickles  down  his  face. 
And  thus  hanr.igues  them  with  the  gravcst  grace. 

"  Yc  foolisb  nursiings  of  the  fummer  air, 
These  gentlc  tuues  and  whining  songs  forbcar ; 
Your  trees  and  whispering  breeze,  yuur  groTe  and 

love, 
Yonr  Cupid*s  ąnirer,  and  his  mother^s  dove ; 
Let  bards  to  business  bend  thcir  rigorous  wing, 
And  sing  but  seldom,  if  they  love  so  sing: 
£Ise,  iprhen  the  flowerrts  of  the  scason  fail, 
And  this  your  femy  shade  forsakes  th    vale, 
Though  one woald  save  you,  not  one  grain  of  wheat, 
Should  pay  such  songsters  idiing  at  my  gate.** 

He  ceas'd:  the  flies,  incorrigibly  vain, 
Heaid  tbe  mayor's  speech,  and  fell  to  sing  again. 


AN  ELEGY,  TO  AN  OLD  BEAUTY. 

In  vain,  poor  nymph,  to  please  our  youthful  sight 
You  sleep  in  cream  and  frontlets  all  the  night, 
Your  face  with  patches  soil,  with  paint  repair, 
Dress  with  gay  gowns,  and  shade  with  foreign  hair. 
If  truth,  in  spite  of  manners,  must  be  told, 
Why  really  fifty-five  is  something  old.  [long 

Once  you  were  young  j  or  one,  whose  life^s  so 
She  might  hare  borne  my  mother,  tells  me  wrong. 
And  once,  siuce  £nvy*B  dead  before  you  die, 
The  women  own,  you  płayM  a  sparkling  eye, 
Taught  the  light  foot  a  modish  little  trip, 
And  ponted  with  the  prettiest  purple  lip. 

To  some  new  charmer  are  the  roses  fled, 
'  Which  blew,  to  damask  all  thy  cheek  with  red; 
Youth  calls  the  Graces  there  to  fix  their  retgn. 
And  airs  by  thousands  fili  their  easy  train. 
So  parting  Summer  bids  her  flowery  prime 
Attend  the  Sun  to  dress  some  foreign  cli  me, 
While  withering  seasons  in  succession,  here. 
Strip  the  gay  garden s,  and  dt*form  the  year. 

But  thou,  stice  Naturę  bids,  the  World  resign, 
Tis  now  thy  daughter^s  daughter*s  time  to  sbine. 
With  mo^e  address,  or  such  as  pleases  more, 
She  runs  her  femalc  exercises  oVr, 
Unfurls  or  oloses,  rapa  or  tums  the  fan. 
And  smiles,  or  blushes  at  the  creature  man, 
With  quiokcr  life,  as  gilded  coaches  pass, 
In  sideling  courtesy  she  drops  the  glass. 
With  better  strength,  on  yisit-days  she  bears 
To  niount  her  fifiy  flights  of  ample  stairs. 
Her  mień,  her  shape,  her  temper,  eyc  s,  and  tongue, 
Are  surę  to  conquer-— for  the  rogue  is  young : 
And  all  thafs  madly  wild,  or  oddly  gay, 
We  cali  it  on'y  pr*»tty  Fanny 's  way. 

Lct  time,  that  makes  you  homely ,  make  you  sagę, 
The  sj>ht  re  of  wisdom,  is  the  sphere  of  age. 

*Tis  tme,  when  beauty  dawns  with  early  6re, 
And  hears  the  flnttering  tongues  of  soft  desire, 
If  not  from  virtue,  from  its  gtavest  ways 
The  soul  with  pleasing  ayocation  strays. 


But  beauty  gone,  'tis  eaaier  to  be.  wise  ; 
As  harpers  better  by  the  loss  of  eyes. 
Henceforth  retire,  reduoe  your  roving  airs, 
Haunt  less  the  piays,  and  more  the  public  prayen* 
Reject  the  Mechlin  bead,  and  crold  brocade. 
Go  pray,  in  sober  Norwich  crape  array*d. 
Thy  pendant  diamonds  let  thy  Fanny  take 
(Tbeirtrembli  ng  lustre  shows  how  much  you  ahake); 
Or  bid  her  wear  thy  necklace  row'd  with  peari, 
You  *ll  find  your  Fanny  an  obedient  girl. 
So  for  the  rest,  with  less  encumbrance  hang, 
You  «^lk  through  lifc,  unuungled  with  tbe  young. 
And  view'the  shade  and  substaiice,  as  you  pass, 
Witb  joint  endeavoor  trifling  at  tbe  glass, 
Or  Folly  drest,  and  rambling  all  her  days. 
To  meet  her  comiterpart,  and  grow  by  praisc  : 
Yet  still  scdate  j'ours«^If,  and  gravely  plaio, 
You  neither  fret,  nor  envy  at  the  vain. 
Twas  thus,  if  man  with  woman  we  compare, 
The  wise  Athenian  crost  a  glitterinr  fair, 
Unmov*d  by  tongue  and  sights,-  he  walk*d  the  place, 
Through  tape,  toys,  tinsel,  gimp,  perfume,  and  laoe^ 
Then  bends  from  V  ara'8  hiil  his  awful  eyes. 
And — "  What  a  world  1  ncFcr  want?"  he  cries: 
But  cries  unheard :  for  Polly  will  be  free. 
So  parts  the  buy.zing  gawdy  crowd  and  he: 
As  carel«>ss  be  for  them,  as  they  for  him : 
He  wrapt  in  wisdom,  and  they  whirl*d  by  whim. 


THE  BOOK^UOUM, 

Come  hither,  boy,  we  'U  hunt  to-day, 
The  book-worm,  ravening  bea«t  of  prey, 
Pn)duc'd  by  parent  Karrh,  at  odds, 

'   As  Famę  reports  it,  with  the  gods. 
Him  frantic  hunger  wildly  driyes 
Again st  a  th^^usand  authors  lives: 
Through  all  the  fields  of  wit  he  flies; 
Dreadftil  hii<»  bead  with  clustering  eyes, 
With  horns  without,  and  tusks  within. 
And  scales  to  scnre  him  for  a  skin« 
Observe  him  nearly,  lest  he  climb 
To  wound  the  bards  of  ancient  time, 
Or  down  the  vale  of  fancygo 
To  4ear  some  modem  wretch  below. 
On  evęry  corner  fix  thine  eye, 
Or  ten  to  one  he  slips  thee  by. 

*  See  where  his  teeth  a  passage  eat : 
We  »11  rouse  him  from  the  deep  retreat. 
But  who  the  shelter^s  forc'd  to  give  ? 
•Tis  sacred  Yirgil,  as  1  live ! 
From  leaf  to  leaf,  from  song  to  song, 
He  draws  the  tadpole  (brm  along, 
He  mounts  the  gilded  edge  before, 
He  's  up,  he  scuds  the  cover  o*cr, 
He  turns,  he  doubles,  thcre  he  past, 
And  here  we  have  him,  caught  at  tast. 
Insatiate  bnite,  whose  teeth  abuse 
The  sweetest  8er\'ants  of  the  Muse^-* 
(Nay  never  off*er  to  deny, 
I  took  thee  in  the  fact  to  fty.) 
His  r6se;i  nipt  in  every  page. 
My  poor  Anarreon  mourąs  thy  ragę; 
By  thee  my  Ovid  wounded  lies; 
By  thee  my  Lesbia's  sparrow  dies ; 
Thy  rabid  teeth  bave  half  destroy^d 
The  work  of  love  in  Biddy  Floyd, 


AN  ALLEGORY  ON  MAN. 


62 


They  rent  Belinda's  locŁi  away. 
And  spoilM  the  Blouzelind  of  óay. 
For  all,  for  erery  single  deed, 
Kelentless  Justice  bids  thee  bleed. 
Then  fali  a  yictim  to  the  Nioe, 
If  yseif  tbe  t>riest,  my  dc&k  the  shrioe. 

Bring  Homer,  Virgil,  Tasso  near, 
To  pile  a  sacred  altar  «iere ; 
Hołd»  boy,  thy  hand  out-runs  thy  wit, 
You  reach'd  the  plays  that  D^nnis  writ ; 
You  reach'd  me  Philips*  rustic  sttain ; 
pray  take  your  mortal  bards  again. 

Come,  biud  tbe  victim,^p«there  be  Wes, 
And  here  between  hw  iiumerous  eyes 
This  yenefable  dust  I  lay, 
From  manuscripts  just  swept  away. 

The  goblet  in  my  hand  1  take, 
(For  the  łibatłon'8  yet  to  make) 
A  hcalth  to  poets !  aU  their  days 
May  they  ha^e  bread,  as  weU  as  praise; 
Sense  may  they  seek,  and  less  engage 
In  papers  filPd  with  party-rage. 
But  if  their  ricbes  spoil  their  vein» 
Ye  Muaes,  make  them  poor  again. 

Now  bring  the  weapon,  yonder  blade, 
With  which  my  tiineful  pens  are  madę. 
1  strike  the  scales  that  arm  thee  round, 
And  twice  and  thrice  I  print  the  wound  ; 
The  sacred  a^tar  floats  with  red. 
And  now  he  dies,  and  now  he  's  dead* 

Ho  w  like  the  son  of  J«)ve  1  stand, 
This  Hydra  stretch*d  beneath  my  hand! 
Lay  bare  the  monster*s  entmiis  here. 
To  see  what  dangers  threat  the  year : 
Ye  gods !  what  sonnets  nn  a  M^nch  ! 
What  lean  translations  out  of  French! 
Tis  p]ain,'this  lobf  is  so  unsound, 
S printK,  before  the  montbs  go  rottnd« 

But  hołd,  btfore  I  close  tbe  scenę,   , 
The  sacred  aitar  shóuld  be  clean. 
Oh  had  1  ShadwciPs  aecond  bays, 
Or,  Tatę !  thy  peK  and  humble  lays! 
(Ye  pair,  forgive  me,  when  I  vow 
I  never  mis8'd  your  works  tilt  now) 
l'd  tear  the  lea^cs  to  wipe  the  sbrine, 
(That  only  way  you  plea^e  the  Ninę) 
But  sińce  1  chance  to  want  these  two, 
1*11  make  tbe  sougs  of  Durfey  do. 

Rent  from  the  corps,  on  yonder  pioy 
I  hang  the  scales  that  bracM  it  in ; 
I  hang  my  studious  moming-gown. 
And  write  my  own  inscription  down. 

"  This  trophy  from  the  Python  won, 
This  robę,  in  which  tłie  deed  was  done, 
Theae,  Parnell,  glorying  in  the  feat, 
Hung  on  thcse  shelyęs,  the  Muses*  seat 
Here  Iguorance  and  Hunger  found 
Large  realms  of  Wit  to  rarage  round : 
Heiie  Ignorance  and  Hunger  tell  ? 
Two  foes  in  one  I  sent  to  Heli. 
Ye  poets,  who  my  labours  see, 
Come  share  the  triuAiph  aU  with  me! 
Ye  critics !  born  to  vex  the  Muse, 
Go  moum  the  grand  ally  you  lose." 


JiN  ALLEGORY  OS  MAN, 

A  THOUGHTFUŁ  bcing,  long  and  spare, 
Our  racj  uf  moitals  cali  him  Care 


(Werę  Homer  living,  well  he  knew 
What  name  the  gods  haye  call*d  him  too) 
With  fine  mechanie  geuius  wrought. 
And  loyM  to  worl^,  tbough  no  one  bought. 
This  being,  by  a  model  bred 
In  ^oye^s  eternal  ^abie  head» 
Contriv'd  a  shape  impower*d  to  breathe^ 
And  be  the  worldłing  here  beneath. 

The  inan  rosć  staring,  like  a  stake ; 
Wondering  to  see  himself  awake ! 
Then  Iuok'd  so  wise,  b<'fore  he  kneir 
The  business  he  was  madę  to  do ;  < 

That,  pleasM  to  sf^e  with  what  a  grace 
He  grayely  showM  his  forward  face, 
Jove  taikM  of  breeding  him  on  high^ 
An  under-sbmething  uf  the  sky. 

But  ere  he  gave  the  mighty  nod^ 
Which  ever  binds  a  poct*s  gtjidi, 
(For  which  his  curls  ambrosiai  shake« 
And  motber  Earth*s  obligM  to  quake) 
He  saw  old  mother  Earth  arise, 
She  Htood  <ionfes«;'d  before  his  eyes  ; 
But  not  with  what  we  read  she  wore, 
A  castle  for  a  crown  before, 
Nor  with  long  streets  and  lon^r  roads 
Daugiing  behind  ber,  like  commodes : 
As  yet  with  wi-eaths  aloue  she  drest. 
And  traird  a  landskip-paintcd  yest. 
Then  thrice  she  mis'd,  as  Oyid  said, 
.    And  thrice  she  bow^d  her  weighty  head. 

Her  honours  madę,  "  Great  Joye,*»  she  cryM, 
"  This  thing  was  fashion*d  from  my  side: 
His  hands,  iiis  heart,  his  head,  are  minę ; 
Then  what  hast  thou  to  calt  him  thine  ?** 

"  Nay  rather  ask,"  the  monarch  said, 
"  What  boots  his  hand,  his  heart,  his  head, 
Werę  what  1  gave  remov'd  away  ? 
Thy  part 's  au  idie  shape  of  clay.*»  [Care, 

"  Halyes,  morę  than  haKes!"  cry*d  honest 
**  Your  pleas  would  make  your  titles  fair, 
You  claim  the  body,  you  Łhe  soul, 
But  1  who  join'd  theo^  claim  the  whole.*' 

Tbus  with  the  gods  debatę  began» 
On  such  a  triyial  cause,  as  man. 
Ąnd  can  celestial  tempers  ragę  ?    ' 
Suoth  Yirgil,  in  a  later  age  } 

As  tbus  they  wrangled,  Time  came  by; 
(There^s  nonę  that  paint  him  such  as  I, 
For  what  the  fabling  ancients  sung 
Makes  Saturn  old,  when  ,Tin>e  was  young.) 
As  yet  his  winters  had  not  shcd 
Their  silver  honours  on  his  head; ' , 
He  just  had  got  his  pinions  free, 
From  his  old,  sire.  Eternity. 
A  serpent  girdled  round  be  wore,   - 
The  taił  within  the  mouth,  before; 
By  which  our  almanacs  are  elear 
That  learned  Egypt  meaot  the  year.  . 
A  Staff  he  carry^d,  where  on  high ' 
A  glass  was  fixM  to  measure  by,  ' 
As  amber  boxes  madę  a  show 
For  heads  of  caoes  an  age  ago.* 
His  vest,  for  day  and  night,  was  pyM; 
A  bending  sickle  arm*d  his  side ; 
And  Spring^s  new  months  his  tratn  adom! 
The  othor  seasons  were  unbom. 

Known  by  thp  gwls,  as  near  he  draws,    . 
They  make  hiui  utiipire  of  tho  cause. 
0*er  a  Iow  trunk  his  arm  he  la  id, 
Where  sińce  bia  hours  a  dial  madę ; 
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Then  leaning  heard  th«  nice  debatę, 
And  thus  pronouiic^d  Łhe  words  of  Fate: 

"  Since  body  frora  the  pa  rent  Bailh, 
And  sotil  froni  Jovc  receiv'd  a  t)irtb, 
Keturn  they  wlierf  they  first  bcgan ; 
But  sińce  their  uuiou  makes  the  man, 
Till  Jove  and  Earth  sball  part  these  two. 
To  Care  who  joinM  thenii  man  is  due.*' 

*  He  said,  and  spning  with  swift  caieeip 
To  traee  a  circle  for  the  year ; 
Where  ever  sińce  the  seasons  wheel. 
And  tread  on  one  another^s  beel/' 

"  'Tis  well,"  satd  Jove,  and  for  consent 
Thundering  he  shook  the  firmament. 
**  Our  umpire  Time  shall  have  his  way, 
With  Care  1  let  the  creaturc  stay : 
Let  business  vex  him,  avarice  blind, 
Let  doubt  and  knowledge  rack  his  mind, 
Let  errour  act,  opinion  speak, 
And  want  aiHict,  and  sickness  break, 
And  anger  bnrn,  dejection  chill, 
And  joy  distract,  &nd  sorrow  kill, 
Till,  arm*d  by  Care,  and  taught  to  mow, 
Tinie  draws  the  long  destructive  blow; 
And  wasted  man,  whose  quick  deca)^ 
Comes  hurrying  on  before  hii  day, 
Shall  only  find  by  thi%  decrec, 
The  soui  flies  sooner  back-  to  me." 


AN 

IMITATION  OF  SOME  FRENCH  YERSES. 

Rełentless  Time !  destroying  power^ 

Wbom  stone  and  brass  obey, 
Who  giv*st  to  crery  flying  boar 

To  work  some  new  decay ; 

Unheard,  unheeded,  and  unseen, 

Thy  secret  saps  prevail, 
And  ruin  man,  a  nice  machinę. 

By  Wature  forin^d  to  fail. 

My  change  arrives  $  the  change  I  meet, 

Before  I  thought  it  nigh. 
My  spring,  my  years  of  pleasure  fleet. 

And  all  their  beauties  die. 

In  age  I  search,  and  only  find 

A  poor  unfruitful  gain, 
Grave  wisdom  stalking  slow  behind, 

OppressM  with  loads  of  paiu. 

My  ignorance  could  once  begilile. 

And  fancy'd  joys  inspire  j 
My  errours  cherish'd  hope  to  smile 

On  newly-bom  desire. 

But  now  expeńenoe  shows  the  bliss, 

For  which  I  fondly  songht, . 
Kot  worth  the  long  impatient  wish. 

And  ardoujT  of  the  thought. 

My  youth  met  Fortune  feir  ąrray*d, 

In  all  her  pomp  she  shone. 
And  might  perhaps  havc  well  essay^d, 

To;nake  her  gifts  my  own : 

0 

But  when  I  saw  the  bicssings  ehower 

On  somc  unworthy  miiid, 
1  left  the  Chase,  and  o'\  n'd  the  power 

Was  juBtly  painted  bUnd. 


'I  passM  the  glories  which  adorn 
The  splendid  courts  of  kings. 

And  włiile  the  persons  movM  my  seont^ 
I  rosę  to  scorn  the  things. 

My  manhood  fett  a  vigorous  fire 
By  'ove  increasM  tHe  morę; 

But  yearś  with  cominc;  years  conspii^ 
To  break  the  cbaius*!  wore. 

In  wcakness  safe,  the  sex  I  aee 

With  idle  lustre  shine; 
For  wliat  are  all  their  joys  to  ms^ 

Which  cannot  now  be  minę  ? 

But  hołd— I  feel  my  gout  decrease. 

My  troubleii  laid  to  rest. 
And  trutiis  which  wuuld  disturb  my 

Are  i>ainful  truths  at  best. 

Vainly  the  time  1  have  to  roi! 

In  sad  reflection  flies; 
Ye  fondling  passions  of  my  soul! 

Ve  sweet  deceits !  arise. 

I  wisely  change  the  scenę  within. 
To  things  Łhat  nsM  to  please  ; 

In  pain,  pbilośophy  is  spleen, 
In  heaJtb,  *tłs  only  ease. 


A  NIGHT-PIECE  ON  DEA7H. 

Bv  the  blue  taper^s  trcmbling  light. 
No  monę  I  waste  the  wakeful  night, 
Iiitent  with  endless  view  to  porę 
The  schoolmen  and  the  sages  o^erc 
Their  books  fi-om  wisdom  wideł y  stray, 
Or  point  at  best  the  longest  way. 
IM  I  Kcek  a  readi«'r  path,  and  go 
Where  wisdum  's  surely  taught  below* 

How  deep  yon  azure  dyes  the  sky  2 
Where  ort>*  of  gold  unnunoberM  lie, 
While  through  their  ranks  in  silver  pride 
The  nether  crescent  seems  to  glide. 
The  shimberiiig  brecze  foi^ets  to  breathe, 
The  lakę  is  smooth  and  elear  beneath, 
Where  once  again  the  spangled  show 
Desccnds  to  meet  our  cyes  below. 
The  gicounds,  which  on  the  right  aapir^ 
In  dimness  ^m  the  view  retii^: 
Tłie  \eit  presents  a  place  of  grałeś, 
Whose  wali  the  silent  wat«r  laveś. 
That  steeple  guides  thy  doubtfiil  sight 
Among  the  ltvid  gleams  of  night. 
There  pass  with  melancholy  state 
By  all  the  solemn  bc^ps  of  Fate, 
And  think,  as  spftiy-siaul  you  tread 
Above  the  vpnerable  dead, 
Time  was^  like  thecy  they  Ufe  possest. 
And  time  shall  bv,  that  Łhou  shalt  rest/ 

Those  with  bending  osier  bound, 
That  nameless  heave  the  cnimbłed  ground, 
2uick  to  the  glancing  thought  discłose, 
Where  toil  and  poverty  repose. 

The  flat  smooth  stones  that  bear  a  name, 
The  chisel>8  slender  help  to  famę, 
(Which  cre  our  set  of  fńends  decay 
Tlieir  frequent  steps  may  wear  away) 
A  middle  race  of  mortals  own, 
Men^  half  ambitious^  ąll  unl^aowBu 


THE  HERMtT. 
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The  toiATbIe  tómbs  thftt  rise  on  high^ 
Whose  dcad  in  vaaltetl  archcs  lie, 
Whose  pillars  sweii  with  scutptur'd  stones^ 
Arms,  an  -eii,  epitaplis,  and  bones, 
Tłiese,  ail  the  poor  remains  of  stale, 
Adorn  th<'  ricb,  or  praise  the  frreat; 
"Wbo,  while  on  Earth  in  faine  f  hey  Iive, 
Are  senaeless  of  the  fńme  the}'  give. 

Ha!  while  I  gazę,  paic  Cyntuia  fadcs, 
Tbe  bursting  earth  unve.ls  the  shade^! 
Ali  slow,  and  wan,  and  wrnp*d  with  shroudS) 
They  jńse  in  visionary  crowds. 
And  all  with  sober  accont  ery, 
•*  Tkink,  mortal,  whfH  it  is  to  (ite/* 

Now  irom  yoh  biaotc  and  łi^neral  yew, 
That  bathes  the  chamel-house  with  dew, 
Methinks,  1  hear  a  roice  begin ; 
(Ye  rayenS,  cease  your  croakinc  din^ 
Ye  tolling  clocks,  no  tinte  resound 
0*er  the  long  lakę  and  diidntght  gronnd !) 
It  scnds  a  peal  of  hoilow  groans, 
Thiu  speaking  finom  atnong  the  bones. 

**  %Vhen  men  my  Bcythe  and  darts  supply, 
How  great  a  king  of  fears  am  1 ! 
They  view  me  like  the  l8«t  of  things ; 
7*bey  make,  and  then  they  draw,  my  strings. 
Fools !  if  you  less  proTok*d  your  feara. 
No  morę  my  epectrc-form  appeara.  * 

Death's  but  a  path  that  must  be  trod, 
If  man  would  ever  pass  to  God : 
A  port  of  calms,  a  state  to  ease 
From  the  rotigh  ragę  of  swellmg  seas.'^ 

Why  then  tby  flowing  sable  stoles, 
Deep  pendant  cypress,  mourniug  poles, 
Łoose  scarfs  to  iall  athwart  thy  weeds^ 
Long  palls,  drawn  hearses,  cover'd  steeds. 
And  plumes  of  black,  that,  as  they  tread, 
Nod  o*er  the  escatcheons  of  the  dead  ? 

Nor  caii  the  parted  body  know. 
Nor  wants  the  soul  these  forms  of  woe  ; 
As  men  who  long  in  prison  dwell, 
Wi^^  lamps  that  gltmmer  round  the  cen, 
Whene^er  their  safiering  years  are  ron. 
Spring  forth  to  greet  the  glittering  Sun : 
Such  joy,  though  ftir  transcending  sense, 
Hare  pioiis  souls  at  parting  hence. 
On  Earth,  and  in  the  body  plac^d, 
A  few,  and  evil  years,  they  waste : 
But  when  tbeir  chains  are  cast  aside^ 
See  the  gład  scenę  unfolding  wide, 
Clap  the  glad  wtng,  and  tower  away^ 
And  mingle  with  the  blaze  of  day. 


HYMfł  TO  C0NTEN7MENT. 

LoYEŁT,  last^ng  peace  of  mind! 
Sweet  delight  of  human  kind! 
Heavenły  bom,  and  bred  on  high, 
To  crown  the  favourites  of  the  sky 
With  more  of  happiness  below, 

'  Tban  victors  in  a  triumph  know! 
Whłther,  O  whither  art  thou  fled. 
To  lay  thy  meek  contented  head ; 
What  happy  region  dost  thou  please 
To  make  the  seat  of  calms  and  ease ! 

Ambition  searches  all  its  sphere 
Of  pomp  and  state,  to  meet  thee  thert* 
Encreasing  Avarice  would  find 

^Tby  presence  in  its  gold  eiiihria'4i 


The  bold  adrentnrer  ploughs  his  way, 
Through  rocks  amidst  the  foaming  sea. 
To  jjain  thy  love;  and  then  percei>cs 
Thou  wcrt  not  \h  the  rocks  and  wayes. 
The  sileni  heart,  which  grif  f  assaiTs," 
Treads  soft  and  loncsome  o^er  the  yalei^ 
Sees  daisies  open,  rircrs  run, 
And  set^ks  (as  1  harc  vainly  done) 
Aipnsiag  thou&;ht ;  but  learns  to  knoiT 
That  so:itude's  tlię  nui-se  of  Woe. 
No  r  al  happineSs  is  toUnd 
In  tmiling:  purple  o*er  the  ground; 
Or  in  a  soul  exaltf»d  hitch, 
To  rango  the  circuit  of  Ihe  sky, 
Con^crse  with  stars  above,  and  know 
Ail  naturę  in  tts  forms  helów: 
Tbe  rest  it  seeks,  in  seekłnj:  dies. 
And  doubts  at  last,  for  knowledge,  riee* 

Lovely,  lasting  pcace,  appoar! 
This  world  its^lf,  if  thou  art  here, 
Is  bnce  again  with  Eden  ble^t. 
And  mail  contains  it  in  his  breasŁ 

*Twas  thus,  as  under  shadc  I  stood» 
I  siung  my  wishes  to  the  wood. 
And,  iost  in  thought,  no  more  perceiv'd 
The  branches  whisper  as  they  wav'd: 
It  seem*d  as  all  the  quiet  place 
ConfessM  the  presence  of  his  grace. 
When  thus  she  spoke— "  Go  nile  thy  will, 
Btd  thy  wild'passion8  all  be  still, 
Know  God-*-and  bring  thy  heart  to  know 
Tbe  joys  which  from  religłon  flow: 
Then  eyery  grace  shall  prove  its  guest. 
And  1  '11  be  thcre  to  crown  the  rest," 

Oh !  by  yonder  mossy  seat, 
In  my  hours  of  sweet  retreat, 
Might  I  thus  n^y  soul  em]^oy, 
With  sense  of  gratitude  and  joy : 
RaisM  as  ancient  prppheta  were, 
In  bearenly  yision,  praise,  and  prayer; 
Pleasing  all  men,  hurting  nonę, 
P]ea8*d  and  blessM  with  God  alone : 
Then  while  the  gardens  take  diy  sight, 
With  all  the  colours  of  delight; 
l^Thile  silrer  waters  gHde  along, 
To  please  my  ear,  and  court  m.y  seng ; 
I  '11  lift  my  Yoice,  and  tune  my  string. 
And  thee,  great  source  of  naturę,  sing, 

The  Sun  that  waiks  his  airy  way, 
To  light  the  world,  and  rive  the  diay; 
The  Moon  that  sbines  with  borrow>d  light ; 
The  stars  that  gild  the  gloomy  night ; 
The  seas  that  roli  unnumberM  wavcs ; 
The  wood  that  spreads  its  shady  leaves  ; 
The  field  whose  ears  conceal  the  grain^ 
The  yellow  treasure  of  the  plain ; 
All  of  these,  and  all  1  see, 
Sbould  be  song,  and  sung  by  me: 
They  speak  their  maker  as  they  can. 
But  want  and  ask  the  tongue  of  manT 
Go  search  among  your  idle  dreams, 
Your  busy  or  your  vain  extremćs  ; 
And  find  a  łife  of  equal  bliss,  ^ 

Or  own  tbe  next  begun  in  this. ' 


THE  HERMIT. 

Far  in  a  wild,  unknown  to  pOblic  riew, 
FroDi  youth  to  age  a  rareread  hermit  grtwj 
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The  moas  bis  bed,  tfae  cave  his  humble  celi, 
His  food  the  fruits,  his  drink  the  ery  stał  well ; 
Remote  from  [nVn,  with  God  he  pa^s'd  the  days, 
Prayer  all  bis  business,  all  his  pleasure  praise. 

A  life  so  sacrcd,  such  serene  repose, 
Seeni'd  Heav«n  itself,  till  oue  suggestion  roso; 
That  ^ice  sbould  triuniph,  Virtue,  Vice  obey, 
This  sprung  some  doubt  of  Provłdence*s  sway : 
His  hopes  no  morę  a  certain  prospect  boast, 
Aiid  ali  the  tcnour  of  his  soul  is  lost: 
So  when  a  smoolh  expanse  rcceives  imprest 
Calm  Natui^^s  image  on  its  watery  breast. 
Down  bend  the  banks,  the  trees  depeiiding  grow, 
And  skies  beneath  with  aiiswering  coluurs  glow : 
But  if  a  stone  the  gentle  sea  divtde, 
Swift  ruffling  circles  curl  on  every  side, ' 
AAd  glimmering  fragments  of  a  broken  Sun, 
JBanks,  trees,  and  skies,  in  thick  diso'rder  run. 

To  elear  this  doubt,  to  know  the  world  by  sight, 
^o  find  if  books,  or  swains,  report  it  right, 
(For  yet  by  swains  alone  the  world  he  knew^ 
whose  feet  came  wandering  o'er  the  nigbtly  dew) 
He  quit8  his  celi ;  the  pilgrim-staff  he  borę, 
And  fix^d  the  scaUop  in  bis  bat  before  j 
Then  with  the  Sun  a  rising  joaniey  went, 
Sedate  to  think,  and  watching  each  event. 

The  morn  was  wasted  in  the  pathless  grass, 
And  long  and  lonesome  was  the  wild  to  pass ; 
But  when  the  southem  Sun  had  warmM  the  day, 
A  youth  came  posting  o^er  a  crossiug  way^ 
His  raiment  decent,  his  comp}exion  fair, 
And  soft  in  graceful  ringlets  wąv*d  his  hair. 
Then  near  approaching,  "  Father,  hail !"  he  cry»d, 
**  And  hail,  my  son,"  the  reverend  sire  replyMj 
Wordsfollow'dwords,  from  question  answer  flow^d, 
And  talk  of  vanous  kind  deceiF^d  the  road; 
Ti  ii  each  with  other  p]eas*d,  and  lotb  to  part, 
AVhile  in  their  age  they  difier,  join  in  beart. 
Thus  stands  an  agcd  elm  in  ivy  bound, 
^hus  youthful  ivy  clasps  an  elm'aroQnd. 

Ńow  sunk  the  Sun;  the  closing  hoar  of  day 
Came  onward,  mantled  o'er  with  sober  grey ; 
Ifature  in  silence  bid  the  world  repose ; 
When  near  the  road  a  stately  palące  rosę: 
There  by  the  Mooh  throagh  ranks  of  trees  they 

pass, 
Whose  verdure  cro\;^n'd  their  sloping  sides  of  grass. 
It  chanc'd  the  noble  master  of  the  dome 
Still  madę  his  house  the  wandering strangers'  home : 
Yet  still  the  kindne&s,  from  a  thirst  of  praise, 
Prov*d  the  rain  flourish  of  expŁ-nstve  ease. 
The  pairarrive :  tl^e  livcry'd  senrants  wait; 
.Their  lord  receircs  them  at  the  pompous  gate. 
The  table  groans  with  costly  pilcs  of  food. 
And  all  is  morę  than  hospitabły  good. 
Then  led  to  rest,  the  day's  long  toil  tbey  drown, 
Deep  sunk  in  sleep,  and  sllk,  and  heaps  of  down. 

At  length  *tis  utsrn,  and  at  the  dawn  of  day, 
Along  the  wide  canals  the  zćphyrs  play : 
Fresh  o'er  the  gay  parterres  the  breezes  creepy 
And  shake  the  neighUDuring  wood  to  banish  sleep. 
Up  rise  the  guests,  obedient  to  the  cali: 
An  carly  banąuet  deckM  the  splendid  hall ; 
Rich  luscious  winę  a  goideu  goblet  grac*d, 
Which  the  kind  master  forc'd  the  guests  to  taste. 
Theo,  pleas^d  and  thankfol,  from  the  porch  they 

go; 
And,  but  the  landlord,  nonę  had  cause  of  woe : 
His  cup  was  yanisb'd ;  for  in  secret  guise 
Th«  youngcr  gcMSt  purloin'd  the  glitterii:^  prize. 


/ 


As  one  who  spies  a  serpent  in  his  wajr* 
Glihteni ng  and  baskiug  in  the  summer  ray, 
D)sonier'd  stops  to  shun  the  danger  near, 
Then  wolks  with  faintness  on,  and  looks  with  fear; 
So  seem^d  the  sire ;  when  far  upon  the  raad, 
The  shining  spoil  bis  wiley  partner  show^dL 
He  stopM  with  silence,  wnlkM  with  trembUng  heart. 
And  much  he  wishM,  bui  durst  not  ask  to  part : 
Murmuring  he  liits  his  eyes,  and  tbinks  it  bard, 
That  generous  action^t  meet  a  base  reward. 

While  thus  thry  pass,  the  Siin  his  glory  shronds,  f 
The  changing,skie9  hang  out  tlieir  sable  clouds  j  , 
A  sound  in  air  presa^^d  approaching  iaio. 
And  beasts  to  eorert  ścud  across  the  plain. 
WamM  by  the  signs,  the  wandering  pair  retreał. 
To  seek  for  shelter  at  a  neighboaring  seat« 
'Twas  built  with  turrets,  .on  a  rising  ground. 
And  strong,  and  large,  aud  unimprov*d  around; 
Its  owner's  temper,  tiiaorous  aud  8evere, 
Unkind  and  griping,  caus^d  a  desert  there. 

As  near  the  miser's  heary  doors  they  drear, 
Fierce  rising  gusts  with  sudden  fury  blew; 
The  nimbie  liyhtning  mixM  with  showers  l>egaii. 
And  o'er  their  heads  loud  rolling  thunders  raa. 
Herę  long  they  knock,  but  knock  or  cail  in  Tain, 
Driven  by  the  wind,  and  batter^d  by  the  ratin. 
At  length  some  pity  waim^d  the  Dłaster*s  breast 
(Twas  then  his  threshold  first  receiTHa  g^est); 
Slow  creeking  turns  the  door  with  jealous  Care, 
And  half  he  welcome»  in  the  shivering  pair; 
One  fragal  faggot  lights  the  naked  walls. 
And  Nature'8  fen'our  through  their  limbs  recalls: 
Bread  of  the  coarsest  sort,  with  eager  w^ine, 
(Kach  hardly  granted)  8erv*d  them  both  to  dine; 
iind  when  the  tempcst  first  appeai^d  to  cease, 
A  ready  wAmin^  bid  them  part  in  peaoe. 

With  still  remark  tbe  pondering  hennit  Tisir'^ 
In  one  so  rich,  a  life  so  poor  and  rude; 
'<  And  why  sbould  such"  within  faimself  he  cryM* 
"  Lock  the  lost  wealth  a  thousand  watnt  beside  ?" 
But  what  new  roarks  of  wondćr  soon  take  place, 
In  eyery  settling  feature  of  his  face  ; 
When  ftrom  his  yest  the  yuung  companioo  borę 
That  cup,  the  generous  landk>rd  own'd  before» 
And  paid  profasely  with  tbe  precioas  bowl 
The  stinted  kindness  of  Uiis  cbuiiish  souL. 

But  no  w  the  ciouds  in  airy  tumult 
The  Sun  emerging  opes  dn  azure  sky 
A  freshcr  green  the  smelling  kayes  display. 
And,  głittering  as  they  tremble,  cheer  tbe  day: 
The  weather  courts  tbem  from  the  poor  retreat, 
And  tbe  glad  master  bolts  tbe  wary  gate. 

M^hile  hence  they  walk,  the  pi]grim*s  bosan 
wrought 
With  all  the  travel  of  nncertain  thought ; 
His  ])artner's  acts  without  their  canse  appear, 
*Twas  there  a  yice^  and  śeem'd  a  madness  hese: 
Detesting  that,  and  pitying  this,  he  goes, 
Lost  and  confounded  i^ith  the  varioQs  shows. 

Now  Nighfs  dlm  shades  again  tnTolre  the  sky^ 
Again  the  wanderers  want  a  place  to  lie, 
Again  they  search,  and  find  a  lodging  nigh, 
Tbe  soil  improv'd  aroond,  tiie  mansioa  nei^ 
And  neither  poorly  Iow,  nor  idly  great :     ' 
It  seem'd  to  speak  its  master's  tum  of  mind, 
Content,  and  not  to  prtiise,  but  rirtue  kind. 

Hither  the  walkers  tum  with  weary  feet,     . 
Then  bless  the  mansion,  and  the  master  greei: 
Their  greeting  fair,  bestowM  with  modest  guisc^ 
The  CQarteoiM  m«st«r  hears,  aod  tbus  repUes: 
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*'  Without  a  yctin,  wiŁhout  a  gffudging  heart. 
To  him  wbo  .srivc>8  us  alU  1  yield  a  part  ^ 
Prom  him  you  come,  for  him  accept  it  here, 
A  frank  and  sober,  morę  thaa  oostijr  chcer." 
He  spoke,  and  bid  the  welcome  table  spread, 
Then  talk  of  viftue  till  the  time  uf  bed, 
When  the  ^rave  boushold  round  Ws  halPrepair, 
Wam'd  by  a  beli.  and  cłose  the  hours  wiUi  prayer. 

At  iength  the  world,  renewM  bv  calm  repui»e, 
Was  stroijg  fur  toil,  tne  dappled  Marn  arose; 
Sefore  tbe  pilgrims  part,  the  yoansrer  crept, 
Niear  the  cIobM  cradle  whcre  an  infant  slept, 
And  writh*d  his  neck :  the  landiord's  littłe  pride, 
O  stiantre  return!  grew  black,  and  gasp*d,  and 

dy'd. 
Horrour  of  ^or^our8!  what!  bis  only  sonl 
How  k>ok*d  our  hermit  when  the  fact  was  dotie; 
Kot  Heil,  tbough  Helios  black  jaws  in  sunder 

part. 
And  breathe  blue  fire,  could  morę  aasault  his  heart 

Conlus*d,  and  stmck  with  silence  at  tbe  d«ed, 
He  flies,  but,  trerat>ling,  faiis  to  dy  with  speed. 
His  flteps  the  youth  pursues ;  the  country  lay 
Perplex'd  with  roads,  a  senrant  showM  tbe  way: 
A  nver  crossM  the  path ;  the  passage  o*er 
Was  nice  to  8nd ;  the  senrant  trud  before; 
Hong  arms  of  oaks  an  open  bridge  supply'd, 
And  deep  tbe  waves  beneath  the  bending  glide. 
The  youth,  who  seemM  to  watch  a  time  to  sin, 
Approached  th^'  careless  guide,  and  thrust  him  in; 
Plunging  he  ftills,  and  rising  tifts  his  head, 
Then  ilashing  tums,  and  siuks  among  the  dead. 

Wild,  sparkling  ragę  inflames  the  father^s  eyes, 
He  bursts  the  bands  of  fear,  and  tnadly  cries, 
"  Detested  wretch!'*'*»But  scarce  his  speech  be- 

'  gan, 
When  th6  strange  partner  seemM  no  longer  mau : 
His  youtbfiU  face  grew  morę  serenely  sweet ; 
His  robę  tanuM  wbite,  and  flow*d  upon  his  feet; 
Fair  rounds  of  radiant  points  inve.st  his  hair; 
Celestial  odours  breathe  through  purpled  air; 
And  wmgs,  whose  colours  glitter'd  on  the^y, 
Wide  at  his  back  their  gradual  plames  display. 
The  fbnn  etherial  burst  upon  his  sighi, 
And  moTes  in  all  the  majesty  of  ligbt. 

Though  loud  at  flrst  the  piłgrim's  passion  grew, 
Sudden  he  ga2'd,  and  wist  not  what  to  do ; 
Snrprise  in  secret  chains  his  words  suspends. 
And  in  a  calm  his  settling  tempeir  ends. 
But  siience  here  the  beauteous  angel  hroke 
(Tbe  voice  of  musie  rarish^d  as  he  spoke). 

*«  Thy  prayer,  thy  praise,  thy  life  to  Tice  on- 
In  sweet  memoriał  rise  before  the  throoe :  [known, 
These  charms,  success  in  our  bńght  region  find. 
And  fbrcc  an  angel  down,  to  calm  thy  mind  ; 
For  this,  commissionM,  I  forsook  the  sky, 
Nay,  cease  to  kneel-^thy.ielIow-i8ervant  L 

**  Then  know  the  truth  of  goremment  diviiie, 
And  let  these  scruples  be  no  longer  thine. 

"  The  Maker  justly  claims  that  world  be  madę, 
In  this  the  right  of  P|x>vidence  is  laid ; 
Its  sacred  majesty  through  all  dependa 
On  usina:  second  means  to  work  his  ends : 
'Tis  thus,  witbdrawn  in  state  from  haman  efe, 
The  power  exertB  his  attributes  on  high, 
Your  actions  uses,  nor  controls  your  will. 
And  bids  the  doubting  sous  of  men  be  stiU« 

'*  What  strange  events  can  strike  with  iDore 
surprise, 
Than  tbose  whioti  latcly  tiruolP  thy  woBdeńngeyes  ? 


Yet,  taught  by  these,  confess  th*  Almighty  just,  / 

AnH  where  you  caa't  unriddle,  learu  to  trust !  // 

**  The  great,  vaia  man,  who  far*d  on  cosUy  fuod«      ' 
Wdose  life  wad  too  luxurious  to  be  goud; 
W  No  madc  \i\g  ivory  stands  with  gublets  shiae, 
And  forc'd  his  gaests  to  murning  draughts  of  wine^ 
Has,  with  the  cup,  the  graceless  custom  lost, 
And  stiil  he  welcumes,  but  with  less  of  cost.  ' 

"  Tbe  mean,  suspicious  wretch,  whose  bolted 
Ne*er  mov*d  in  duty  to  tbe  vandering  poor ;   [dour 
With  him  I  kft  the  cup,  to  tt^ach  bis  mind 
That  Hearcn  can  bless,  if  murtals  will  be  kibd. 
Coiiscious  of  wanting  worth,  he  views  the  bowl. 
And  fcels  cumpassion  touch  his  gratefui  soul. 
Tmus  artists  mclt  the  suUen  ore  of  lead, 
With  heaping  coals  of  fire  upon  its  head; 
In  the  kind  warmth  the  metal  leams  to  glow. 
And  loose  from  dross  the  silver  runs  below. 

"  Long  had  our  pious  friehd  in  rirtue  trod. 
But  now  the  child  balf-weanM  his  heart  from 

Godj 
(Child  of  his  a^e)  for  him  he  liv'd  in  pain. 
And  measur^d  bark  his  steps  to  Earth  again. 
To  what  exce8ses  had  his  dotage  run  ? 
But  6od,  to  save  the  father,  took  the  son. 
To  all  but  thee,  in  fitś  he  seem^d  to  go, 
(And  *t  was  my  ministry  to  deal  the  blow) 
The  poor  fond  parent,  faambied  in  the  dust, 
Now  owns  in  tears  the  punishment  was  just. 

'*  But  now  had  all  his  fortnne  feU  a  wrack, 
Had  that  false  serrant  spęd  in  safety  back; 
This  uight  his  tre«sur'd  heaps  he  meant  to  steat^ 
And  what  a  fund  of  charity  would  fail ! 
Thus  Heaven  instructs  thy  mind :  this  tńal  o^eff 
Depart  in  peace^  resign,  and  sin  no  mbr&" 

On  soundin^  pinions  here  the  youth  withdnew^ 
The  sagę  stood  wondering  tfs  the  seraph  (lew^ 
Thus  look'd  Elisba  when,  to  modnt  on  high. 
His  master  took  the^chariot  of  the  sky; 
The  fiery  pomp  ascending  left  to  view; 
The  prophct  gaz*d,  and  wish^d  to  follow  too« 

The  bending  hermit  here  a  prayer  began, 
**  Lord!  as  in  Heaoen,  on  Earth  thy  will  be  doae:** 
Then  gladly  turning  sought  his  ancient  plac^ 
And  pass^d  a  life  of  piety  and  peace* 


PIETY,  on  TtlB  riSIONK 

^WAS  when  the  night  in  silent  sable  fled, 
When  cheeriul  moruing  sprung  with  rising  red, 
Whendreams  andrapours  lcave  tocrowd  the  brain^ 
And  best  the  vision  draws  its  hearenly  scenę; 
Twas  then,  as  slumbering  on  my  couch  1  lay^ 
A  sudden  splendour  ^eem^d  to  kindlc  day, 
A  breeze  came  breathing  in  a  sweet  perfume, 
Blown  from  eternal  gardeos,  fiiPd  the  room  ; 
Aftd  in  a  void  of  blue,  that  clouds  invest, 
Appear^d  a  daughtćr  of  the  realms  of  rest; 

'  This  and  the  foUowing  pocm  are  not  in  the 
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Her  head  a^ring  of  golden  glory  wdre, 
Her  honour*d  hand  the  sacre d  Tolume  borę, 
Her  raiment  glittering  seem*d  a  siWer  white,    * 
Aad  al  i  ber  sweet  coznpahions  sons  of  light. 

Straight  as  I  gazM,  my  fear  and  wonder  grew, 
Pear  barr*d  my  voice,  and  iivoiłder  fix'd  my  view  j 
When  lo !  a  cherub  of  the  shiuing  crowd 
That  sail'd  as  gtiardian  in  her  azure  cloud, 
Fann*d  the  soft  air,  and  downwards  seem'd  to  glide, 
And  to  my  lips  a  iiving  coal  applyM. 
Then  while  the  warmth  o*er  all  my  pulses  ran  , 
Difibiiing  comfort,  thus  the  maid  began : 

"  Where  glorious  mansions  are  prepai^d  above, 
The  seat^  of  musie,  and  the  seats  of  love» 
Thence  I  descend,  and  Piety  my  name. 
To  warm  thy  bosom  with  celestial  flame, 
To  teach  thee  praises  mix*d  with  humble  prayers, 
And  tune  thy  soul  to  sing  seraphic  airs. 
Be  thou  my  bard.*'    A  vial  herc  she  caught, 
(An  angePs  hand  the  crystal  vial  brought) 
And  as  with  awful  sound  the  word  was  said,  . 
She  pour'd,a  sacred  unction  on  my  head  ; 
Then*  thus  proceeded :  "  Be  thy  Muse  thy  zcal, 
Barę  to  be  good,  and  all  my  joys  revea). 
While  other  pencils  flattefin^  forms  create. 
And  paint  Łhe  gaudyplumes  that  deck  the  great; 
While  other  pens  exalt  the  vain  delight, 
Wbosc  wasteful  revel  wakes  the  depth  of  night; 
Or  others  sojftly  sing  in  idle  lines 
How  Damon  courts,  or  Amaryllis  shines; 
Morę  włsely  thou  sclect  a  theme  divine, 
Famę  is  their  recompense,  tis  Heaven  is  thine. 
J)espise  the  raptures  of  discorded  fire, 
Where  wtne,  or  passion,  or  applause  ihspirc 
Low  restlpss  Iife,  and  ravings  bom  of  Earth, 
Whose  meaner  subjects  speak  their  humble  birth, 
likc  working  seas,  that,  when  loud  winters  blow, 
Kot  madę  for  ńsing,  oniy  ragę  below. 
Minę  is  a  warm  and  yet  a  larabent  beat. 
Morę  lasting  stiłl,  as  morę  kitensely  great, 
ProducM  where  prayer,  and  praise,  and  pleasnre 

breathe, 
And  ever  monnting  whence  it  shot  beneath. 
TJnpaint  the  love,  that,  hovering  over  bedg, 
Prom  glittering  pinions  guilty  pleasure  ąheds; 
Kestore  the  colour  to  the  golden  mines 
With  which  behind  the  feath«r'd  idol  shines ; 
To  flowering  grecns  give  back  their  native  care,  . 
The  rosc  and  lily,  nevcr  his  to  wear; 
To  sweet  Arabia  send  the  balmy  breath ; 
Strip  the  &ir  ilesh,  and  cali  thephantom  Death: 
His  bow  be  sabled  o'er,  his  shafts  the  same, 
And  fork  and  point  tbem  with  etemal  fłame. 
"  But  urge  thy  powers,  thine  utmost  voice  ad- 
vance,' 
Make  the  loud  strings  against  thy  flngera  danre, 
*T!8  love  thatangełs  praise  and  men  adore, 
Tis  love  divine  that  asks  it  all  and  morc. 
Fling  back  the  gates  of  ever-blazing  day, 
Pour  floods  of  liąuid  light  to  gild  the  way; 
And  all  in  glory  wrapt,  throngh  paths  untrod, 
Pursue  the  great  \inseen  descent  of  God.        ^ 
Hail  the  meek  rirgin,  bid  the  child  app^ar, 
The  chlld  is  God,  and  cali  him  Jesus  here. 
He  comes,  but  where  to  rest?  A  manger's  uigh, 
Make  the  great  Being  in  a  man|?er  lie ; 
Fili  the  wide  sky  with  angels  on  the  wing. 
Make  tbousands  gAtt&,  and  mak<?ten  thousand  sing; 
Let  men  afflict  liłm,  men  hc  came  to  sa^^e, 
Aiłd  still  afflict  bim  tUl  be  readlk  the'grave| 


Make  him  resigti^d,  bis  loads  of  sorrow  meet* 
And  me,  likc  Mary,  wecp  beneath  his  feet; 
r\\  bathe  my  tresses  there,  my  prayers  rebearse. 
And  gUde  in  flamcs  of  love  along  my  yerse. 

"  Ah !  while  I  speak,  I  feel  my  bosom  swell» 
My  raptures  smother  what  I  long  to  tell. 
'Tis  God!  a  pres<-nt  God!  through  clearing  air 
I  see  the  throne,  and  see  the  Jesus  there 
Plac*d  on  the  right.  He  shows  the  wounds  he  boic 
(My  fervours  oft  have  won  him  thns  before); 
How  pleas'd  he  looks !  my  words  have^reacfa*d  his 

ear;  ^ 
He  bids  the  gates  unbar;  and  calls  me  near.*' 

She  ceas'd.    The-cloud  on  which  she  seem*d  ta 
tread 
Its  cnrls  unfolded,  and  aronnd  her  spread; 
Bright  angels  waft  their  wings  to  raise  the  cloud. 
And  sweep  their  ivory  lutes,  and  sing  aload  ; 
The  scenę  moyes  off,  while  all  its  ambient  sky 
Is  turn^d  to  wondrous  musie  as  they  fly; 
And  soft  the  swelling  sounds  of  mosic  grow. 
And  faint  their  softness,  till  they  fail  bdow. 

My  downy  sU  ep  the  warmth  of  Phcebus  btolce, 
Ańd  while  my  thoughts  were  settling,  thus  I  spoke, 
"  Thou  beauteous  vision!  on  the  soul  impres«'d, 
When  most  my  reason  would  appear  to  rest, 
'Twas  surę  with  pencils  dipt  in  various  lights 
Some  cnrious  angel  limn*d  thy  sacred  sights; 
From  blazing  suns  his  radlant  gołd  he  drew, 
While  moons  the  silver  £rave,  and  air  the  błue. 
ril  mount  the  roving  winds  expanded  wing. 
And  seek  the  sacred  bill,  a^d  light  to  sing; 
(Tis  known  in  Jewry  wdl)  Pil  make  my  lays, 
Obcdient  to  thy  summons,  sound  with  praise." 

But  still  I  fear,  unwarmM  with  holy  flame, 
I  takc  for  truth  the  flatteries  of  a  dream ;     * 
And  barely  wish  the  wondrous  rift  I  boast. 
And  faintly  practise  wbat  deserve»  it  most. 

Indulgent  Lord !  whose  irracious  love  displaye 
.  Joy  in  the  light,  and  fills  the  dark  with  ease! 
Be  this,  to  bless  my  days,  no  dream  of  bliss  ; 
Or  be,  to  bless  the  nights,  my  dreams  like  thifl. 


BA  CC  HUS; 

OR,  THS  DRUNKEN  METAMORPHOSIt. 

As  Bacchus,  ranging  at  his  leisure, 

(Jolly  Bacchus,  king  of  pleasure !) 

Charm'd  the  wide  world  with  drink  and  daiioe^ 

And  all  his  thousand  airy  fancies, 

Alas !  he  quite  forgot  the  whilo 

His  favonrite  rines  in  Lesbos  isle. 

The  god,  returning  ere  they  dy»d^ 
"  Ah !  see  my  jolly  fauna,"  he  cry'd, 
The  Icares  but  hardly  bom  arc  red. 
And  the  bare  arms  for  pity  spread: 
The  beasts  afibid  a  rich  manure ; 
Fly,  my  boys,  to  bring  the  cure  ; 
Up  tlic  mountains,  o»er  the  vales, 
Through  the  woods,  and  down  the  dal«s; 
For  this,  if  fuli  the  cluster  grow, 
Your  bowls  shall  doubly  overflow." 

So  cheer'd  with  morę  officious  hastę 
They  bring  the  dung  of  every  beast ; 
The  loads  they  whcel,  the  roots  tbey  berey 
They  lay  the  rich  maaure  witb  care^ 
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G^liile  oft  be  calls  to  labour  hanl, 
lud  names  as  oft  the  red  reward.' 

Tlie  plants  refregh»d,  new  leayes  appear, 
rne  thickening  clusters  load  the  year; 
rhc  season  swiftly  {>urple  grew, 
rhe  grapes  hung  dangllog  deep  with  blue. 

A  vineyard  ripe,  a  day  serene* 
"fow  calls  them  all  to  work  again. 
The  fauns  through  every  ftirrow  shoot 
To  load  their  aaskets  with  the  fruiti 
^nd  now  the  vintage  early  trod, 
Hie  wiDes  inritc  the  jovial  god. 

Strow  the  roses,  raise  the  song, 
•ee  the  master  comes  along ; 
-usty  revel  joJn'd  with  laughter, 
VTiiin  and  frolic  follow  after : 
[he  faims  astde  the  vat8  remain, 
"o.  show  the  work,  and  reap  the  gaia« 
Ul  around,  and  all  around, 
rhey  git  to  not  on  the  ground; 
i  vessd  stands  amidst  the  ring, 
bud  here  they  laugh,  and  here  they  ging; 
)r  rise  a  jolly  jolly  band, 
Lnd  dance  about  it  hand  in  hand  ; 
>ance  about,  and  shout  amain, 
i*hen  sit  to  laugh  and  sing  again. 
^hus  they  drink,  and  thus  they  play 
*he  suii  and  all  their  wits  away. 

But,  as  an  ancient  author  sung, 
Tie  vine  manur'd  with  erery  dung, 
'pom  cvery  creature  strangely  drew 
k.  twang  of  brutal  naturę  too ; 
Fwas  hence  in  drinking  on  the  lawns 
few  tums  of  humour  seiz^d  the  fauns. 

Here  one  Was  crying  out,  «  By  Jove !»» 
^nothcr,  "  Fight  me  tn  the  grove ;" 
'his  wounds  a  friend,  and  that  the  trees; 
Tie  lion*8  temper  reign*d  in  these. 

Anotber  grins,  and  leaps  about, 
Ind  keeps  a  merry  world  of  rout, 
ind  talks  impertinently  free, 
Lnd  twenty  talk  the  same  as  be; 
^ttering,  idle,  airy,  kind: 
rheae  take  the  monkeys  tum  of  mind. 

Here  one,  that  saw  the  nympbs  which  stood 
"o  peep  upon  them  from  the  wood, 
kulks  off  to  try  if  any  maid 
te  lagging  late  beneath  the  shade ; 
^bile  loose  discourse  aiiother  raisetf 
n  naked  Nature'8  plainest  phrases, 
Lnd  every  glass  be  drinks  ei^oys, 
Vith  cbange  of  nonsense,  lust,  and  nuise ; 
4 ad  and  careless,  bot  and  vain : 
luch  as  these  the  goat  retain. 

Another  drinks  and  casts  it  up, 
Lnd  drinks,  and  wants  another  cup; 
diemn,  silent,  and  sedate, 
!Ter  long,  aod  ever  late, 
^11  of  meats  and  fuli  of  winę: 
liis  takes  his  temper  from  the  swine. 

Here  some  who  hardly  seem  to  breathe, 
)rink,  and  hang  the  jaw  beneath. 
Saping,  tender,  apt  to  weep : 
lieir  nature's  alter*d  by  the  sheep. 

Twas  tbus  one  autumn  all  the  crew 
If  what  the  poets  say  be  tnie) 
IThile  Bacchns  madę  the  merry  feast^ 
nrlinM  to  one  or  other  beast : 
Ind  sincc,  tis  said,  for  many  a  mile 
le  spread  the  yioes  of  I^esbos  iale* 

TOŁ.  IX. 
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TffE  HORSE  AND  THE  OUVE, 


•> 


With  morał  tale  let  ancient  Wisdom  move, 
Whilst  thus  1  sing  to  make  the  modems  wise: 

Strong  Neptune  once  with  sagę  Minerva  stro\e, 
AndTising  Atheos  was  the  victor'8  prize. 

By  Neptune,  Plutus  (guardian  power  of  gain). 
By  great  Minerva,  bright  Apollo  stood: 

But  Jove  superior  bade  the  side  obtain, 

^/hłch  best  contri?'d  to  do  the  nation  good. 

Then  Neptune  striking,  from  the  parted  ground 
The  warlike  Horse  came  pawing  on  the  plain. 

And  as  it  tost  its  mane,  and  prancM  around, 
"  By  this,"  he  cries, «  Pil  make  the  people  i«Sgn. 

The  goddess,  smiling,  gently  bow»d  ber  spear. 
And  «*  Rather  thus  they  shall  beblessM,"  shesaid  j 

Then  upwai-ds  shooting  in  the  vernal  air, 
With  loaded  boughs  the  fruitful  01ive  spicad. 

JoTc  saw  what  gift  the  rural  powers  deslgn'd; 

And  took  th'  impartial  scales,  resoWd  to  show, 
If  greater  bliss  in  warlike  pomp  we  find, 

Or  in  the  calm  which  peaceful  times  bestow. 

On  Neptune'8  part  he  plnc»d  Tictorions  days, 
Gay  trophies  won,  and  fiune  extending  widc; 

But  plenty,  safety,  science,  arts,  and  ease, 
Minerva'8  scalę  with  greater  weight  supplyM. 

FierceWar  devour8  whom  ^ntlePeace  would  savc: 
Sweet  Peoce  restores  what  angry  War  destroys; 

War  madę  forPeace,  with  that  rewards  the  brave» 
While  Peace  its  pleasures  from  itself  cnjoya. 

Hence  ranąuish^d  Neptune  to  the  sea  withdrew, 
Hence  wise  Minerva  ruPd  Athenian  lands ; 

Her  Athens  hence  in  arts  and  honours  grew,- 
Aud  still  ber  oIives  deck  pacific  hands. 

From  fables,  thos  discWd,  a  monarch*8  mind 
May  form  just  niles  to  choose  the  truły  great. 

And  subjects  weary*d  with  diatresses  find, 
Whofie  kind  endiiavou9  most  befriend  the  state. 

£T'n  Britain  here  may  leam  to  place  her  love, 
If  cities  won,  her  kingdom'8  wealth  ba^e  cost; 

If  Anna*s  thoughts  the  patriot  souls  approve, 
Whose  cares  restore  that  wealth  the  wars  had  lost. 

But  if  we  ask,  the  morał  to  disclose, 
Whom  her  best  patroness  Europa  calls, 

Great  Anna*s  title  no  exception  ^ows. 
And  unapplyM  in  this  the  fiible  ialls. 

With  her  nor  Neptune  or  Minerva  yies; 

Whene'er8beplea8*d»  hertroops  tocongoest  flew  j 
Wbene^er  she  pleases,  peaceful  times  anse : 

She  gave  the  Hoise,  aod  gires  the  01ive  too. 


DR.  DONNES  THIRD  SATIRE  FERSIFIED. 

CoHPASUON  checks  my  spleen,  yet  scorn  denieft 
The  tears  a  passage  through  my  swelling  eyesj 
To  laugh  or  weep  at  sins,  might  idly  show 
Unheedful  passion,  or  unfruitftil  woe. 
Satine !  arise,  and  try  thy  shaiper  ways, 
If  e^er  SAtire  010*4  an  old  disease. 

^b 
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PARNELLS  POEMS. 


l<  not  Reli^on  (Heaven-<lesceDded  damę) 
As  worthy  all  our  soul's  de\'outest  flame, 
As  morał  Yirtue  in  her  early  sway, 
Wben  the  best  Heathens  saw  by  doubtfiil  day } 
Are  not  the  joys,  the  promis'd  joys  above, 
As  great  and  strong  to  yanquish  earthly  loye, 
As  earthly  glory,  iame,  respert,  and  show, 
As  all  rewards  their  virtue  fomid  below  > 
A  las !  Religion  proprr  means  prepares, 
These  moans  are  ours,  and  must  its  end  be  theirs  ? 
And  shall  thy>father's  spirit  meet  the  sight     ' 
Of  heathen  sages  cloth'd  in  heavenly  light, 
Whose  merit  of  strict  life,  seyerely  suited 
To  Reason's  dictates,  may  be  faith  imputed, 
Whiist  thou,  to  whom  he  taught  the  nearer  road, 
Art  ever  banishM  from  the  blest  abode? 

Oh  !  if  tby  temper  surh  a  fcar  can  find, 
This  fear  were  vaIour  of  the  noblest  kind. 

Dar^st  thou  provoke,  when  rebel  souls  aspire, 
Thy  Maker'8  rengcance,  and  thy  monarch^s  irc 
Or  Htc  entombM  in  ships,  thy  Ieader's  prey, 
Spoil  of  the  war,  the  femme,  or  the  sea ; 
In  search  of  pearl,  in  depth  of  ocean  breatbe, 
Orlive,  exiPd  the  Sun,  in  mines  beneath, 
Or,  where  in  tempests  icy  mountains  roli, 
Attempt  a  passage  by  the  northem  pole  ? 
Or  dar'8t  thou  parch  witbin  the  fires  of  Spain, 
Or  burn  beneath  the  linę,  for  Indian  gain? 
Or  for  some  idol  of  thy  foncy  draw  [straw ! 

Some  loose-gownM  damę;   O  courage  madę  of 
Thus,  desperate  coward,  woald*st  thou  bold  appcar, 
Yet  «rhen  thy  God  hotplacM  thco  centry  here, 
To  thy  own  foes,  to  his,  ignoblc  yield ; 
And  leave,  for  wars  forbid,  th'  appointed  field? 
Know  thy  own  foes ;  th'  apostatę  angel ;  he 
You  striye  to  please,  the  foremost  of  the  three; 
He  makcs  the  pleasures  of  his  r^alm  the  bait, 
Bat  can  he  give  for  lorę  that  acts  in  hate? 
The  world^s  thy  second  lore,  thy  second  foe, 
Tbe  worldt  whose  beauties  perish  as  they  blow, 
They  fly,  she  fiides  herself,  and  at  the  best, 
You  grasp  a  wither^d  strumpet  to  your  breast; 
The  iiesh  is  next,  which  in  fruition  wastes, 
High  flnshM  with  all  the  sensual  joys  it  tastes. 
Whłle  men  the  fair,  the  goodly  soul  destroy. 
Prom  whence  the  flesb  bas  power  to  taste  a  joy, 
Seek  thou  Religion  pnmit»vely  sound— 
lYcll,  gentle  frirnd,  but  whore  may  she  be  found? 

By  faith  implicitblind  Ignaro  led, 
Thinks  thebright  seniph  from  his  ooantry  fled. 
And  seeks  her  seat  at  Romę,  because  we  know, 
She  there  was  seen  a  thousand  years  ago| 
And  loYCS  her  relic  rags,  as  men  obey 
The  foot-cloth  where  the  priuce  sat  ycsterdaj'. 
These  pageant  forms  ar"  whining  Obed's  scoiti, 
Whoseeks  Reliuion  at  Oeneya  burn, 
A  sullen  thing,  whose  coarseness  suits  the  crowd : 
Tbough  young,  unhandsome;  though  unhandsome, 

proud ; 
Thus,  with  the  wanton,  some  pervrr«ely  iudge 
Ali  girli)  unhealthy  but  the  country  drudge. 

No  foreign  schcmee  make  easy  Caspio  roam, 
The  man  contrnted  takes  his  chti>rb  at  home, 
Nay,  shouid  some  preacbers,  serrih-bawds  of  gain, 
Sbould  some  new  laws,  which  like  new  fashions 

reign, 
Command  his  f»ith  to  count  oairation  ty'd. 
To  Tisit  his,  and  visit  nonę  b«»s}de ; 
He  grants  6a!vation  centrcs  m  hi*i  own, 
And  grants  it  centres  but  in  bis  alone;     . 


From  yonth  to  age  he  grasps  the  proflerM  damę*,    • 
And  they  confer  his  foith,  who  give  bis  name ; 
So  from  tbe  guardian'8  hands  the  wards,  wko  Irrc 
EothrallM  to  guardianS)  take  the  wives  they  glvc; 

From  all  professioos  carclcss  Airy  flies, 
"  For  all  pffofessions  can*t  be  good,**  he  crics ; 
And  here  a  fault,  and  there  another  riews. 
And  lives  unfixM  for  want  of  heart  to  choos4* ; 
So  men,  who  know  what  some  loose  girls  kaT« 
For  fear  of  marrying  such,  wUl  marry  nonę.  [done, 
The  charms  of  all  obse^uious  CourUy  strike; 
On  each  he  dotes,  on  each  attends  alike; 
And  thinks,  as  dhlierent  countries  deck  the  óźmCj 
The  dresses  altering,  and  the  sex  the  same : 
So  fares  Religion,  changM  in  outward  show. 
But  tis  Religion  stłll  where'er  we  go: 
This  bllndne^s  springs  from  an  czcess  of  light. 
And  men  embrace  tbe  wrong  to  choose  the  right 
But  thou  of  force  must  one  Religion  own. 
And  onTy  one,  and  that  the  right  alone  ; 
To  find  that  right  one,  ask  thy  rerercnd  sire, 
T^t  his  of  him,  and  him  of  his  inqułre ;    •     [hr^i, 
Though  Tnith  and  Falsehood  seem  as  twinsal- 
There's  eldership  on  Truth*s  delightful  sidł* ; 
Her  seek  with  heed— ^ho  seeks  the  sofundest  fint, 
Is  not  of  no  Rf^ligion,  nor  the  worst. 
T*  adore,  or  scom  an  »mage,  or  protest, 
May  all  be  bad ;  doubt  wisely  for  tbe  best, 
T  werc  wrong  to  słeep;  or  headlong  run  astray  ; 
It  is  not  wandering,  to  inąuirc  the  way. 

On  a  largc  roountain,  at  the  basis  wide, 
Stcep  to  the  top,  and  craggy  at  the  side, 
Sits  sacred  Tfuth  enthron*d ;  and  he  who  means 
To  rcach  the  summit,  mounts  with  weary  painff, 
Winds  róund  and  round,  and  every  tum  essays, 
Where  sudden  breaks  resist  the  shorter  ways. 
Yet  labour  so,  that  ere  faint  age  arrive, 
Thy  search ing  soul  possess  her  rest  alire; 
To  work  by  twilight  were  to  work  too  late. 
And  age  is. twilight  to  the  night  of  fote. 
To  will  aionc,  is  but  to  mean  delay,  • 

To  work  at  presdit  is  the  use  of  day. 
For  man*s  employ  much  thonght  and  deed  remrJii, 
High  thoughts  the  soul,  bard  deeds  the  body  stnia, 
AihI  mysteries  ask  beliering,  which  to  yiew, 
Like  the  fair  Sun,  are  plain,  but  dazzling  too. 

Be  Truth,  so  found,  with  sacred  hecd  posse^t. 
Not  kings  bayc  power  to  tear  it  finom  thy  brea^t. 
By  no  blank  charters  harm  they  Where  they  hatf , 
Nor  are  they  virars,  but  the  hands  of  fale. 
Ab !  fool  and  wretch,  who  letfst  thy  soul  be  ty'd 
To  human  laws!  or  must  it  so  be  tryM? 
Or  will  it  boot  thee,  at  the  latcst  day, 
When  Judgment  sito,  and  Justice  asks  thy  pifa, 
That  Philip  that,  or  Gregory  taught  thce  thi», 
Or  John  or  Bffartin  ?     All  may  teach  ami«s: 
For  every  contra ry  in  each  eirtreme 
Thi«!  holdn  alikc,  and  each  may  plead  the  same. 

Wouldst  thou  to  power  a  propcr  dnty  show? 
'Tis  thy  fir^  task  the  bounds  of  power  t*  know; 
The  boilpdD  once  paas'd,  it  holds  the  same  no  mott, 
}t*  naturę  aitere,  which  it  own'd  before, 
Ni>r  were  subraissioh  humbleness  esprest, 
lUit  alt  a  Iow  idolatry  at  be<t. 
P-  twpr  fnjTfl  abore,  subordinate^y  sprcad, 
Stieams  like  a  fountain  from  th*  etemal  bead- 
Thi  re,  calra  and  pure,  the  Iiving  watcrs  flow. 
But  Toars  a  torront  or  a  fl'Kxl  below, 
Kach  flower  ordain'd  tbe  ma:gta'«  t>  adom, 
Eacb  nattve  beauty,  from  its  roots  is  ton^ 
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ind  left  on  descrts,  rocks  and  sands,  are  tost, 
Ali  tbe  lóng  trave1,  and  in  ocean  lost. 
So  fares  thc  soul,  whicb  more  that  power  rcveres, 
Man  Claims  from  God,  than  whaŁin  God  inheres. 


THE  GIFT  OF  POETRY. 

FkÓm  realms  of  never-interrupted  peace, 
From  tby  fair  station  near  the  throne  of  Grace, 
From  choirs  ofangels,  joys  tn  endless  round. 
And  endless  harmony*8  encbanting  sound, 
Charm'd  with  a  zeal  the  Maker*s  praise  to  show, 
Brig'ht  Gift  of  Yerse  descend,  and  herc  below 
My  ravisb'd  beart  with  rais^d  affection  fili, 
And  warblinfl^  o'er  tbe  soul  incline  my  will. 
Among  tby  pomp,  let  rich  exprcs8ion  wait, 
Lct  ntnging  numbers  form  tby  train  complete, 
W  bile  at  thy  motions  over  all  tbe  sky 
Sweet  sounds,and  ecboes  sweet,  resounding  fly  ; 
And  where  tby  feet  witb  gliding  beauty  tread, 
Lct  Fancy*s  flowery  spring  erect  its  head. 

U  eumes,  it  comcs,  witb  anaccustomod  liebt, 
Tbe  tractsof  airy  thoughtgruw  wondrous  brigbt, 
[ta  notioDs  ancient  Memory  re%*iews, 
And  yuung  Inrention  new  designs  pursues. 
To  some  attempt  my  will  and  wisbes  press, 
Aiid  plrasure,  raisM  in  hope,  forebodes  succcss. 
Mv  Goił,  from  wbom  proceed  tbe  gifts  dtviue, 
li y  God!  1  think  I  feel  the  gift  is  tbine;  - 
3e  this  no  rain  illusion  whicb  I  find, 
^op  Nuture^s  itnpulse  on  the  pas8ive  mind, ' 
Bat  reason^s  act,  produc'd  by  good  desirć,    < 
Bv  i^race  enlivcneil  with  Oclcstial  firc; 
(Vhile  basc  conceits,  like  misty  sons  of  night, 
Sefore  sucb  beams  of  glory  take  tbeir  flight, 
Ind  frail  affections,  boro  of  eartb,  decay, 
Like  wecds  that  witber  in  tbe  warmer  ray. 

I  thank  tbee,  Fatber!  with  a  grateful  mind: 
li aii'8  unde8erving,  and  thy  mercy  ki  od. 
i  now  perceive,  1  long  to  sing  thy  praise, 
[  now  perccive,  1  long  to  find  my  lays 
rhe  sweet  incentivesof  anotber^s  love, 
KnĄ  surę  such  longings  have  tbeir  rise  above. 
My  resolution  stands  confiim^d  within, 
My  lines  aspiring  eagerly  begin; 
Seg^in,  my  lines,  to  sucb  a  subject  due, 
That  aids  our  lai)ours,  and  rewards  them  too ! 
^gia,  while  Canaan  opens  to  minę  eyes, 
EVhere  souls  and  songs,  divinely  form*d,  a  rise. 

As  one  wbom  o'er  tbe  8weetly-vary'd  mCads 
[utire  recess  and  loncly  pleasure  leads, 
Po  verdur'd  banks,  to  paths  adorn'd  with  flowers. 
To  shady  trees,  to  c1oscly-waving  bowers, 
To  bubbiing  fountains,  and  aside  tbe  stream 
Phat  softiy  gliding  soothcs  a  waking  dream, 
>r  bears  tbe  thought  iuspirM  witb  beat  along, 
Ind  with  fair  imagos  improves  a  song; 
Phrough  sacrt-d  anthems,  so  may  fancy  rangę, 
k>  still  from  beauty,  still  to  beauty  change. 
Po  feel  dclights  in  all  the  rndiant  way, 
iLnd,  with  sweet  numbers,  what  it  feels  repay* 
?or  tbis  I  cali  that  ancient  Time  appear, 
KnA  bring  his  rolls  to  serre  in  method  berę; 
lis  rolls  whicb  acta,  that  endless  honour  claim, 
Iave  ninkM  in  ortlcr  for  the  voice  of  Famę. 

]Vfy  cali  is»  favotir*d:  Time  from  fint  to  last 
Jffiwinds  his  ycars,  the  present  sees  tbe  past; 
wiew  tbeir  circics  as  be  tums  them  o^er, 
Uftd  fix  my  footstcps  where  he  wcot  bcfore. 


The  page  unfolding  would  a  top  disclose, 
Where  sounds  melodious  in  tbeir  b  rth  arose. 
Where  first  tbe  Mornlng-stars  together  sung, 
Wliere  first  their  harps  tbe  sons  of  Plory  strung, 
Witb  shouts  of  joy  while  Hullelujahs  rise 
To  prove  the  chorus  of  eternal  skies. 
Rich  sparkling  strokcs  tbe  lettefs  doubiy  gild, 
A  ud  aii^s  with  love  attd  admiration  fiU'd. 

OIOSES. 

To  grace  tbose  lines,  wbich  next  appeartosigbt, 
The  pencil  sbooe,  with  more  abatcd  ligbt; 
Yet  still  the  peucil  shone,  tbe  lines  were  lair. 
And  awful  Moses  stands  recorded  there ; 
Let  his,  replete  with  fiames  and  praise  divine, 
Let  bis,  tbe  fir8t<r«Mnember'd  song  be  minę, 
Then  rise  my  thought,  and  in  thy  prophet  find 
Wliat  joy  should  wami  tbee,  for  the  work  designM. 
To  that  great  act,  whicb  rais'd  his  beart,  repair. 
And  find  a  portion  of  his  spirit  there. 

A  uation  belpless  and  unarm'd  I  view, 
Wbom  strong  reyengeful  troopa  of  war  pursue, 
Seas  stop  tbeir  Aigbt,  their  camp  must  prove  their 

grave. 
Ab  !  what  can  save  them  ?  God  ałone  can  8ave. 
God^s  wondrous  voice  pi-oclaimshis  h\j^i  command, 
He  bids  their  leader  wave  the  sacred  wand, 
And  where  the  billows  flowM,  tbey  flow  no  more, 
A  road  lies  naked,  and  tbey  march  it  o*er. 
Safe  may  the  sons  of  Jacob  travel  through. 
But  wby  will  hard'ued  Egypt  venture  tooł 
Vain  in  thy  ra^^e,  to  think  those  waters  flee 
And  rise  like  wails,on  eitbcr  band,  for  tbee. 
Thc  night  comcs  on,  the  i^eaiien  for  surpnse, 
Yet  fear  nut,  Israel,  Go<l  directs  thine  eyes. 
A  liery  Cloud  I  see  thine  angcl  ride. 
His  chariot  is  tby  iight,  and  be  thy  guide. 
The  day  comes  on,  and  balf  thy  succours  fail, 
Yet  fear  not,  Israel,  God  will  still  preyail. 
I  see  thine  angel  from  beforc  tbee  "go. 
To  make  tbe  wheels  of  yenturous  Egypt  slow. 
His  rolling  cloud  enwraps  its  beams  of  tight, 
And  what  supplyM  thy  day,  prolongs  their  night. 
At  lengtb  the  daogers  of  Łhe  deep  are  nm, 
The  furtber  brink  is  past,  the  bank  is  won ; 
Tbe  leader  turnąto  vicw  the  foes  bebiud, 
Then  wave8  bis  solemn  wand  within  the  wind. 
Oh  nation  frecd  by  wondcrs,  ccate  thy  fear. 
And  stand,  and  see  the  Loixi'B  Salvation  berę. 

Ye  tempests,  now,  from  evcry  comer  fly, 
And  wildly  ragę  in  all  my  lauoied  sky. 
Roli  on,  ye  waters,  as  tbey  rolPd  before^ 
Ye  billows  of  my  fiamciod  ocean,  roar; 
Dash  high,  ride  foaming,  mingle,  all  tbe  main, 
*Tis  done,  and  Pharaoh  can't  afilict  again, 
The  work,  thc  wondrous  work  of  freedomN  done, 
Tbe  winds  abate,  tbe  ciouds  restoi-e  tbe  Sun, 
The  wreck  api»ears,thethreatcning  army  drownM 
Floats  o'er  tbe  wavcs,  to  strcw  the  saudy  ground, 
Then  place  tby  Mosos  noar  the  calming  fiood, 
Majestically  mild,  serenely  good; 
Let  meekness,  lovely  Tirtue,  gently  stream 
Around  bis  visage,  like  a  lambont  fiame; 
Let  gra^ful  sentiments,  lct  seose  of  love, 
Let  holy  zeal,  within  his  bosom  move ; 
And  while  his  people  gazę  the  watery  plain. 
And  fear'B  last  touches  like  to  doubts  remain; 
While  brigbt  astoąishment,  that  seems  to  raiae 
A  qucst'iouing  h(»lief,  is  foiid  to  praise; 
Be  tbus  the  rapture  in  the  prophefs  breast. 
Be  tUui  the  tbauks  for  frcedom  gain'd  expres8'4» 
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That  thesę  may  lead  us  from  delusiYe  dreams 
Tu  walk  in  heavenly  .wisdom^s  golden  beams. 

**  Return,  oh  Lord :  how  long  shall  Tsrael  sin  ? , 
How  loDg  thine  anger  be  preseirM  within? 
Before  our  time^s  irreyocably  past. 
Be  kind,  be  gracious,  and  return  at  last, 
liCt  favour  soon  dispens'd  our  souls  employ. 
And  still  remeinberM  iavourlive  in  joy. 
Send  years  of  comforts  for  our  years  of  woes, 
Send  these  at  Icast  of  eąual  length  with  those, 
Sbine  on  thy  flock,  and  on  thei^  offspring  shiue, 
With  teuder  inercy,  (sweetest  act  divine) 
Bright  rays  of  majesty  serenely  shed 
To  rest  fn  glories  on  the  nation'8  head. 
Our  futurc  deeds  with  approbation  bless, 
And  ip  the  giving  them  give  us  success." 

Thus  with  forgireness  earnestly  desir'd, 
Tbus  in  the  raptures  of  a  bliss  requir'd, 
The  mau  of  God  concludes  his  sacred  strain. 
Kow  sit  and  sec  the  subject  once  again; 
See  ghastly  Death,  where  deserts  all  around 
Spread  forth  the  barren  undelightful  ground: 
There  stalks  the  sileni  melancholy  shade. 
His  naked  bones  reclining  on  a  spade; 
And  thrice  the  spade  with  solemn  sadness  heaves, 
And  thrice  earth  opens  in  the  form  of  graves, 
His  gat^^s  of  darkness  gapę,  to  take  him  in ; 
And  where  he  soon  would  sink,  he^s  push'd  by  sin. 

Poor  mortals !  here  your  common  picture  know. 
And  with  yourselves  in  this  acąuainted  grow, 
Through  life,  with  airy,  thoughticss  pride  you 
Ąnd  yaiiily  glitter  in  the  sphere  of  change,  [rangę, 
A  sphere  where  all  things  but  for  time  remain, 
Where  no  fixM  stars  with  endless  glory  reign, 
But  nieteors  only,  słiort-liv'd  meteors  rise, 
To  shine,  shootdown,  and  die  beneath  the  skies. 

There  is  an  hour,  ah T  who  that  hour  attends? 
When  nian,  the  giided  vanity,  descends; 
When  foreign  force,  or  waste  of  inward  heat, 
Constrain  the  lioul  to  leave  its  ancient  seatj 
When  banish'd  beauty  from  her  empire  flies, 
And  with  a  languish  leayes  the  sparkling  eyes; 
When  softening  musie  and  persuasion  fail. 
And  all  the  charms  that  in  the  tongue  prevail; 
When  spirits  stop  their  course,  when  iier\'es  un- 
And  outward  action  and  perception  cease;  [brace, 
Tis  then  the  poor  deform'd  remains  shall  be 
That  naked  skelcton  we  seem*d  to  see,  [bliss. 

Make  this  thy  mirror,  if  thou  would^st  bave 
No  flattering  image  shows  itself  in  this ; 
But  such  as  lays  the  lofly  looks  of  pride. 
And  makes  cool  thought  in  humble  channel  glide; 
But  such  as  clears  the  cheats  of  Errour^s  den, 
Whence  magie  mista  surround  the  souls  of  men; 
Whcuce  8elf-dehision's  trains  adom  their  flight,  ■ 
As  snow's  iair  feathers  fleet  to  darken  sight; 
Then  rest,  and  in  the  work  of  fancy  spread. 
To  gay-wav'd  plumes  for  ev(  ry  mortaPs  head. 
Thcse  empty  forms,  when  deatl)  appears,  disperse, 
Or  melt  in  tears,  upon  its  moumful  hearse; 
The  sad  reflection  forces  men  to  know, 
Life  surely  sails  and  swiftly  flies  below. 
Oh,  lest  thy  folly  lose  the  profit  sought, 
Ob  nevrr  touch  it  with  a  glancing  thought, 
As  men  to  glasscs  come,  and  straight  withdraw. 
And  straight  forsret  what  sort  of  face  they  saw: 
But  fix,  intently  fix,  thine  inward  eyes, 
And  in  the  strengtb  of  this  great  tnitb  be  wise. 
If  on  the  glube's  dim  side  our  senses  stray, 
>fot  U8'd  to  perfcct  light,  we  tłiink  it  day ; 


Death  seems  long  slcep ;  and  hopes  of  heat^Piity 
Dcceitful  wishes,  big  with  distant dreams;  [bcaius. 
But  if  our  reason  purge  the  camal  sigbt. 
And  place  its  oł^ects  in  their  juster  light,  [morę, 
We  change  the  side,  from  dr^ms  on  Farth  we 
And  wake  through  death,  to  risilig  life  above. 

Here  o^er  my  soul  a  solemn  stlence  retgnsy 
Preparing  thought  for  new  celestial  straius, 
The  former  vanisb  off,  the  new  begin, 
The  solemn  silence  stands  like  night  between, 
In  whose  daxk  bosom  day  departiug  lies, 
And  day  succeeding  takes  a  lovely  rise. 
But  though  the  song  be  chang'd,  be  sŁill  tho  flame, 
And  still  the  prophet,  in  my  lines  the  aame; 
With  care  renew'd,  upon  the  children  dweil, 
Whose  sinful  fathers  in  the  desert  fell, 
With  care  renewM,  if  aay  care  can  do, 
Ah !  lest  they  sin,  and  lest  thcy  perisb  too. 

60  seek  fojr  Moses  at  yon  sacred  tent. 
On  which  the  Presence  makes  a  bright  descent. 
Behold  the  cloud,  with  radiant  glory  fair« 
Like  a  wreath'd  pillar,  curl  itself  in  air ! 
Behold  łthoTering  just  above  the  door. 
And  Moses  meekly  kneeling  on  the  floor. 
But  if  the  gazing  tum  thy  edge  of  sight. 
And  darkncss  spring  from  unsupported  light, 
Then  change  the  scnse,  be  sight  in  hearing  drowa^ 
While  these  strange  accents  from  the  vision  soood: 

"  The  time,  my  serrant,  is  approaching  nigh, 
When  thou  shalt  gather'd  with  thy  iathers  Ue^ 
And  soon  thy  nation,  quite  foigetful  grown 
Of  all  the  glories  which  minę  arm  has  shown, 
Shall  through  my  covenaut  per^^ersely  break, 
Despise  my  worship,  and  my  name  forsake. 
By  customs  conąuer^d,  where  to  rule  they  go. 
And  serving  gods  that  can't  protect  their  lóe. 
DispleasM  at  this,  lUl  turo  my  face  aside 
Till  sharp  Affliction's  rod  reduce  their  pride; 
Till,  brought  to  better  mind,  they  seek  relief. 
By  good  confessions  in  the  midst  of  grie£ 
Then  write  thy  song,  to 'stand  a  wilness  stiU 
Of  favours  past,  and  of  my  futurę  will. 
Por  I  their  vain»  conceits  before  discern, 
Then  wntcthy  song  which  Israd's  sons  shall  leara.* 

As  thus  the  wondrous  voice  its  charge  repeą^i, 
The  prophet  musing  deep  within  repeats, 
He  secms  to  feel  it  on  a  streamiog  ray, 
Pierce  through  tbe  soul  enligfatening  all  its  way. 
And  much  obedient  will,  and  free  desire, 
And  much  his  love  of  Jacob^s  seed  inspire  ; 
And  much,  oh !  much  above  the  warmth  of  tbose, 
The  saCred  spirit  in  his  bosoip  glows, 
Majestic  Nc^ioD  seems  decrees  to  nod. 
And  holy  Transport  spcaks  the  words  of  God. 

He  now  retums,  the  finish'd  roli  he  brings, 
KnriphM  withstralns  of  past  and  futurę  things; 
The  priest«  in  order  to  tbe  tent  repair, 
The  gather'd  Tribes  attend  the  elders  there: 
Oh !  sacred  Mcrcy'8  inexhauited  storę ! 
Shall  these  bave  wamingof  their  faults  before, 
Shall  these  be  told  the  recompensrs  due, 
Shall  Heaven  and  Earth  be  calPd  to  witness  too ! 
Then  still  the  tumult,  if  it  will  be  so, 
Let  fear,  to  lose  a  word,  its  (iaution  show  ; 
Let  close  attention  in  dead  calm  appear. 
And  softiy,  softly  stcal  with  silence  near  ; 
Whiie  Moses,  n.iś*d  above  the  lisstening  throag, 
Pronounces  thus  in  all  their  ears  the  song: 

"  Hear,  oh  ye  Heavens,  Crea^on's  lofty  show, 
Hear,  oh  thou  HeaTen-eDComx>as8M  Earth  heloWy 
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As  nirer  showers  of  gentiy  droppiog  raio, 
As  hoocy  dews  distillinR  on  the  plain, 
Ab  lain,  as  dews,  for  tender  grass  desi^nM, 
So  shall  my  speeches  sink  within  the  mind, 
So  swęetjy  tum  the  80uł*8  enliveaing  food, 
So  fili  and  cherish  hoifeful  seeds  of  good. 
For  now  my  numbers  tu  the  world  abruad 
Will  loadly  celebrate  the  name  of  God. 

*'  Ascribe,  thoa  nation,  every  favour'd  tribe, 
ExceUtng  greatness  to  the  Lord  ascribe, 
Tne  Lord !  the  rock  on  whom  we  safely  trust, 
Whose  work  is  perfect,  and  whose  ways  are  just; 
The  Lord !  whose  promise  stands  for  evcr  true ; 
The  Lord !  most  right<2oas,  and  most  hoiy  too. 

**  Ah,  worle  election  !  Ah,  the  bonds  of  sin ! 
They  choose  themselves,  to  take  cormption  in. 
They  stain  their  souls  with  Vice's  deepest  blots, 
M'hen  only  Araiłties  are  his  cbildren's  spots. 
Their  thoughts,  words,  actions,  al  I  are  run  asti^y. 
And  nonę  niorecrooked,  morę  peryerse,  than  they. 
.  "  Say,  rebel  nation,  and  unwtsely  light, 
Say,  wili  thy  foUy  thus  the  Loitl  reąuite? 
Cr  is  be  not  the  God  w  ho  madę  thee  free, 
Whose  mercy  purchasM  and  establishM  thee  ? 
Itemember  well  the  wondroua  days  of  old, 
The  years  of  ages  long  before  thee  told, 
Ask  all  thy  fathers,  who  the  truth  will  show, 
Or  ask  tbine  elders,  for  thine  elders  know. 

**  Wben  the  Most  High  with  sceptre  pointed 
down, 
Describ'd  the  realms  of  eacb  beginning  crown, 
When  Adam'8  offspiing,  pro\idential  care. 
To  peopie  countries,  scatter^d  here  and  Uiere, 
He  to  the  limits  of  their  lands  confin'd, 
That  foyourM  Israel  bas  its  part  assign^d. 
For  Israeł  is  the  Lord's,  and  gains  the  place 
Besenr'd  for  those,  whom  he  would  choose  to  grace. 

"  Uim  in  the  desert,  him  his  mercy  found, 
Wbere  Famine    dwells   and  bowling  deafii  the 

gronnd, 
Where  dcead  is  felt  by  sarage  noise  ilicreast, 
Wbere  Solitude  erects  its  seat  on  waste: 
And  tbere  be  led  him,  and  he  taught  him  there, 
And  safely  kept  him  with  a  wat^hful  care; 
Tke  tender  apples  of  our  heedful  eye. 
Not  morę  in  guard,  nor  morę  secureiy  lie. 

"  And  as  an  eagle,  that  attempts  to  bnng 
Her  uneaperienc^d  young  to  trust  the  wing, 
Stirs  up  her  ncst,  and  flutters  o^er  their  beads. 
And  ali  the  forces  of  h«ir  pinions  sprcads, 
And  takes  and  bears  tbem  on  her  plumes  aboye, 
To  give  peculiar  proof  of  royal  love ; 
T  was  so  the  LoM,  the  gracious  Lord  alone, 
With  kiiidness  most  peculiar,  led  his  own; 
As  no  strange  god  cnncurr*d  to  ifiake  him  free, 
So  nonę  bad  power  to  lead  him  through  but  he. 
To  lands  e\celling  lands  and  pUnted  high, 
That  boasts  the  kindest  influencing  sky, 
He  brooght,  he  borc  him,  on  the  wings  of  Grace, 
To  taste  the  pienties  of  the  ground*s  increase; 
Sweet  dropping  honey  firom  the  rocky  soil, 
Fcom  flinty  rocks  the  smoothiy  flowing  oil, 
Tbe  gilded  butter  from  the  stately  klnę, 
The  milk  with  which  the  duggs  of  sheep  decline, 
The  marrow  fatness  of  the  tender  lambs, 
The  bułky  breed  of  Ba5an's  goats  and  rams : 
Tbe  finest  flowery  wheat  that  crowns  the  plain  ^ 
Btstends  its  busk,  and  loads  the  blade  with  grain. 
And  still  he  drank,  irom  ripe  delicious  hcaps 
Of  c^iuters  pre^sMj  the  purest  blood  of  grapes, 


But  thou  art  wanton,  fat,  and  klckest  oow,^ 
Oh,  well  directed,  oh,  Jeshuron  thou.: 
Thou  soon  wert  fkt,  thy  stdes  were  thickly  grown, 
Thy  fatness  deeply  oover*d  evcry  bonę;    • 
Then  wanton  fulness  yain  oUIiyion  brought, 
And  God,  that  raade  and  sav'd  thee,*  was  forgot; 
While  gods  of  forcign  lands,  and  rites  abhorr^d, 
To  jealousies  and  anger  mov'd  the  Lord ; 
While  gods  thy  fathers  neyer  knew  wcre  own'd. 
And  fiends  themsclyes  with  sacrifice  aton'd. 
Oh !  foołs,  unmindfui  whence  your  order^d  frame. 
And  whence  your  life-infusing  spirit  came; 
Such- strange  comiptions  could  his  hate  proyoke. 
And  thus  their  fote  his  indignation  spoke : 

'*  It  is  decrecd,  1'11  hide  my  fa^c,  and  se;, 
When  I  forsake  tbem,  what  their  end  shall  be'; 
For  they  're  a  fipoward,  very  froward  train, 
They  promise  duty,'but  return  disdain. 
Within  my  soul  they  >ye  rafs^d  a  jealous  flame. 
By  new-nam*d  gods,  and  only  gods  in  name; 
They  make  the  burnings  of  my  anger  glow. 
By  giiilty  yanity^s  displeasing  show; 
I'1I  also  teach  their  jealousy  to  fret, 
At  such  as  are  not  fuTm*d  a  peopie  yet. 
Pil  make  their  anger  vęx  their  inward  breast, 
When  such  as  have  not  known  my  laws  are  blest 
A  fire,  a  firc  that  nothing  can  assuage, 
Is  kindlcd  in  the  fierceness  of  my  ragę, 
To  bum  the  depths,  consume  tbe  land*8  increase. 
And  on  the  mountains*  strong  foundations  seize. 
Thick  heaps  of  roiscbief  on  their  heads  I  send, 
Aud  all  minę  arrows,  wing'd  with  fiiiy,  spend; 
Slow-parching  death,  and  pestilential  beat, 
Shall  bring  the  bitter  pangs  of  lingeriug  iate. 
The  teeth  of  beasts  shall  swift  destruction  bring, 
The  serpents  wound  tbem  with  inyenom'd  stiog, 
The  sword  without,  and  d^cad  within,  consume 
The  youth  and  yirgin,  inTheir  loyely  bloom, 
Weak  tender  infancy,  by  suckling  fed. 
And  helpless  age,  with  hoary  frosted  head. 
1  said  Pd  scatter  all  tbe  sinful  race, 
I  said  Pd  make  its  mcre  rcmembrance  cease. 
But  tliat  I  fear'd  tho  foe^s  uumly  pride, 
Their  glory  yaunted,  and  their  power  deny»d, 
Whyethus  they  boast  ourarmhassbownusbraye, 
And  God  did  nothing}  for  he  could  not  saye. 
So  fond  their  tboughts  are,  so  rcmote  of  sense. 
And  blind  in  every  course  of  Proyidence. 
O  did  they  know  to  what  my  judgments  tend  ' 
O  would  they  ponder  on  their  latter  end  ! 
They  soon  would  find,  that  when  upon  the  field 
One  makes  a  thousand,  two,  ten  thousand  yield. 
The  Lord  of  Hosts  bas  sold  a  rebel  state 
And  surę  inclosM  it  in  the  nets  of  Fate, 
For  what*s  another's  rock  oompar'd  with  cors, 
Let  tbem  bejudges  that  haye  provM  their  powers, 
That  on  their  own  haye  yainly  calPd  for  aid, 
While  ours  to  freedom  and  to  glory  led. 
Their  yine,  indeed,  may  seem  to  flourish  ftdr, 
But  yet  it  grows  in  Sodom's  tainted  air, 
It  sucks  cormption  from  Gomorrah's  fields. 
And  galls  for  grapes  in  bitter  clusters  3MeldB, 
And  poison  sheds  for  winę,  like  that  which  comei 
From  asps,  and  dragons  death-infected  gums. 
And  are  not  these  their  hatefbl  sins  reyeaPd, 
And  in  my  treasures  for  my  justice  seal'd } 
To  me  the  proyince  of  rerenge  belongs. 
To  me  the  certain  recompense  of  wrongs* 
Their  feet  sliall  totter  in  appointed  time, 
And  tbreateaing  danger  orertake  their  crime; 
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For,  wingM  with  feathei^d  baste,  tbe  mimitcs  fly 
'   To  briDg  those  things  that  must  afflict  them  nigł). 
Tłie  Li>rd  will  judge  his  own,  uid  bńng  them  Iow, 
And  tben  repent,  and  turn  upon  tbe  foe. 
And  wben  the  judgments  from  his  own  remove 
"Will  thiis  the  foe  convincingly  reprove: 
Wbere  aretbe  gods,  the  rock,  to  whom  in  Tain 
Your  offeńngs  have  been  madę,  your  yictims  slain  ? 
Łet  them  arise,  let  them  afibrd  tbeir  aid, 
And  with  protectioa*8  shield  surround  your  head, 
Know  tben  your  Maker,  I  the  Lord  am  be. 
Kor  erer  was  there  any  gbd  with  me, 
And  deatb,  or  life,  or  wounds,  or  bealth,  I  gire, 
Nor  can  anotber  from  my  power  reprieve. 
With  solemn  state  1  lift  my  arm  bn  high, 
Above  tbe  glorłes  of  the  lofty  sky : 
And  by  myself  majestically  swear, 
I  live  for  erer,  and  for  ever  there. 
If  in  my  ragę  tbe  glittering  sword  I  whet ; 
And^  stemly  sittiug,  take  the  judgment-seat, 
My  iust  awarding  sentence  dooms  my  foe, 
And  vengeance  wields  the  blade,  and  gi^es  the 
Aod  deep  in  flesh  tbe  blade  of  fury  bites,     [blow, 
And  deadly  deep  my  bearded  arrow  ligbts, 
And  both  grow  drunk  with  blood  defiPd  in  sin, 
When  eYecutions  of  revenge  begin. 

*'  Tben  lei  his  nation  in  a  comroon  roice, 
And  with  hi«(  nation  let  tbe  world  rejoicc : 
For  whetber  be  for  crimes  or  trials  spili 
His  benrants  blood,  be  will  avenge  it  still; 
He  'U  break  the  troops,  be  *l\  scatter  them  a&r, 
Who  vex  our  realm  with  desolating  war. 
And  on  tb^  iiavour'd  tribes,  and  on  the  land, 
Shed  Yictories  and  peace,  from  Mercy*s  band." 

Hcre  ceas'd  the  song,  and  Israel  Iook'd  behind. 
And  gaz*d  before,  with  unconfining  mind. 
And  fix'd  in  silence  and  amazement  saw 
The  strokes  of  all  tbeir  sf&te  beneath  the  law. 
Tbeir  recollection  does  its  light  present 
To  show  tbe  mountain  blessM  by  God*s  descent, 
To  show  tbeir  wanderings,  tbeir  unfix*d  abode. 
And  all  tbeir  guidance  in  the  desert  road. 
Tben  wbere  tbe  beams  of  recollection  go 
To  leave  tbe  fancy  di8po8ses8*d  of  show, 
The  fairer  light  of  prophecy'8  begnn, 
Wbich,  opening  futurę  days,  supplies  tbeir  Sun, 
By  such  a  Sun  (and  fancy  needs  no  morę) 
They  see  tbe  coming  times,  and  walk  them  o^er, 
And  now  they  gain  that  rest  tbeir  travail  sougbt, 
Now  milk  and  honey  stream  along  the  thought. 
Anon  they  feel  their  souls  the  blessing  cloy. 
And  God^s  forgot  in  foli  excess  of  joy. 
And  oftlhey  sin,  and  oft  bis  anger  bums, 
And  eyery  nation*s  madę  their  scourge  by  tums, 
Till,  oft  repenting,  they  convert  to  God, 
And  he,  repenting  too,  destroyft  the  rod. 

O  nation  timely  wam*d  in  sacred  Mrain, 
O  neyer  let  thy  Moses  sing  in  vain! 
l)are  to  be  goód»  and  bappiness  proloog, 
Or,  if  thy  folly  will  folfil  tbe  song, 
At  least  be  found  the  seldomer  in  ill, 
And  still  repent,  and  sooA  repent  thee  still ; 
When  soch  fair  paths  tbou  shalt  avoid  to  tread, 
Thy  blood  will  rest  upon  thy  sinful  bead ; 
Thy  crime,  by  lasting,  will  secure  thy  foie, 
Tbe  gracions  waming  to  the  Gentiles  go. 
And  all  the  world,  thafs  calPd  to  witness  here, 
Convinc'd  by  thine  example,  leam  to  fear. 
Tbe  Gentile  world,  a  mystic  Israel  grown, 
WiU  in  tby  first  condition  find  tbeir  own. 


A  God*8  descent,  a  pUgrimage  beknr. 
And  promis'd  rest  wbere  living  waters  llow« 
TheyMl  see  tbe  pen  describe  in  erery  traoe 
The  fn.wns  of  Anger,  or  the  smiles  of  Graoe  ; 
Why  Mercy  tums  aside,  and  leares  to  shine, 
What  cau$>e  proTokes  the  Jealoosy  dińne ! 
Why  Jostice  kindles  dire  ayenging  flames, 
What  endless  Power  the  lifted  arm  procbums  ; 
Why  Mercy  shines  again  with  cbeerfol  ny. 
And  Giory  doubłe-gtlds  the  ligfatsome  day. 
Thougb  nationa  change,  and  Israel*s  empire  dies, 
Yet  still  tbe  case  on  Eartb  again  may  rise  ; 
Etemal  ProTidence  its  role  retains. 
And  still  presenres,  and  still  applies  tbe  strains. 

'Twas  such  a  gift,  tbe  propbefs  sacred  pen. 
On  his  departure,  left  the  sons  of  m«D  ; 
Thus  be,  and  tbus  the  swan  ber  breath  resłgns, 
(Within  tbe  beauty  of  poetic  lines,) 
He  wbite  with  innocence,  his  figurę  she. 
And  both  barmonious,  but  tbe  sweeter  be. 
Deatb  learns  to  charm,  and,  whiie  it  leads  to  blissy 
Has  found  a  lovely  circumstaooe  in  tbis. 
To  suit  the  meekesŁ  turn  of  easy  mind. 
And  actions  cbeerfol  in  an  air  iesign*d. 

Tbou  flock,  whom  Moses  to  thy  freedom  kd, 
How  wilt  tbou  lay  tbe  Tcuerable  dead  ? 
Go  (if  thy  iatbers  taught  a  work  they  knew) 
I  Go  build  a  pyramid  to  Glory  due, 
Square  tbe  broad  base,  with  sloping  sides  anse. 
And  let  the  point  diminish  in  tbe  skies. 
There  leave  the  corpse,  impending  ^o'er  hia  head 
The  wand  whose  motion  winds  and  wa^es  obey^, 
Ou  sable  banners  to  the  sight  describe 
Tbe  painted  arms  of  every  mouming  tribe. 
And  tbus  may  poblic  grief  adom  the  ton^, 
Deep-streaming  downwards  tbroogfa  the  vanłted 
On  tbe  black  stone  a  fair  inscription  raise,  [room. 
That  sums  his  goremmeiit  to  speak  bis  pi^ifie. 
And  may  the  style  as  brightly  worth  proclaim 
As  if  alfection,  with  a  pointed  beam, 
EngraTM  or  fir*d  the  words,  or  bonour  doe' 
Had  with  itself  inlaid  the  tabletthrougfa. 

But  stop  the  pomp  that  is  not  man'8  to  pay. 
For  God  will  grace  bim  in  a  nobler  way. 
Minę  eyes  percęiTC  an  orb  of  heaTenly  state, 
With  splendid  forms  and  light  serene  replete; 
I  bear  the  aound  of  fluttering  wings  in  air, 
I  bear  the  tunefol  tongues  of  angelt  there: 
Tbey  fly,  they  bear,  thqy  rest  on  Nebo's  bead. 
And  in  thick  glory  wrap  tbe  rererend  dead ; 
Tbis  errand  crowns  bis  songs,  and  tends  to  prore 
His  near  conununion  with  the  quire  above. 
Now  swiftly  down  the  steepy  mount  they  go, 
Now  swiftly  glides  their  shining  oib  below. 
And  now  move8  off,  wbere  rising  grouods  desy 
To  spread  their  valłey  to  the  distant  eye. 
Ye  blessM  inhabitants  of  glittering  air, 
You' ve  borne  the  prophet,  but  we  know  not  wbere.    < 
Perfaaps,  lest  Israel,  oTer4bndly  led, 
In  rating  worth  wben  enry  leayes  the  dead, 
Might  plant  a  groTe,  inrent  new  rites  diTine, 
Make  bim  their  idol,  and  his  grave  tbeir  sfarine. 
But  what  disorder  ?  what  repels  tbe  light  ? 
Aod  ere  its  season  forces  on  the  night? 
Wby  sweep  the  spectres  o'ęr  the  blasted  gronnd? 
What  shakes   the    mount  with    hollow-roariog 
Heli  roUs  beneath  it,Terrourstalk8  before  [souid? 
With  sbrieks  and  groans,  and  Horrour  bursts  a 
And  Satan  rises  in  infernal  state,  [door; 

Drawn  up  by  Malice,  EoTy,  R3g«f  and  Hate^ 
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A  4)ftrkenii]g  rapcrar  wiih  sulphureous  steain, 
In  pitchy  curlings  edg*d  by  sullen  flamc, 
And  fram^d  a  cbariot  for  thf  dreadful  form, 
I>riTes  whirling  up  on  mad  Confusion's  storm. 

Then  6eroely  buming  where  the  prophet  dy  V], 
*'  Nor  sball  thy  nation  'scapo  my  wratb,"  he 

cry'd; 
'*  Tbii  corpse  V\\  enter  and  thy  flork  mUlcad, 
And  all  thy  miracles  my  lies  slwU  aid. 
Sut  where? — He*s  gone,  and,  by  thc  sccnted  aky, 
T*he  faTonrite  courtiers  have  been  lately  nigh ; 
Oh,  ilow  to  businesSy  cnrsM  tn  mischiePs  hour, 
Tracę  on  their  odours,  and  if  Hcll  has  power**— 
This  said,  with  spite  and  with  a  hent  for  iii, 
He  shot  witb  iury  from  the  trembling  hill. 

In  vain,  proud  fiend,  thy  threats  are  half  ex- 
prest 
And  ha]f  lie  choakingin  thy  scomful  breast. 
His  shining  bearers  luive  perform^d  their  rite, 
And  laid  bim  sofUy  down  in  ahades  of  night, 
A  warrior  heads  the  band,  great  Michael  he, 
Renown'd  for  yictories  in  wars  with  thee,   ' 
A  sirord  of  flaine  to  stop  thy  course  he  bears, 
Kor  has  thy  ragę  avaird,  nor  can  thy  snares ; 
**  The  Lord  rebuke  thy  pride !"  he  meckly  cries : 
The  Lord  has  heard  him,  and  thy  project  dies. 

Herę  Moses  lea^es  my  song,  the  tribes  retire, 
The  desert  flies,  and  forty  years  expire ; 
And  now,  my  Faney,  for  a  while  be  still, 
And  think  of  coming  down  from  Nebo'8  bill. 
Go  search  among  thy  fbnns,  and  thence  prepare 
A  Cloud  in  fblds  of  soft  surrounding  air ! 
Go  find  a  breeze  to  lift  thy  cloud  on  high. 
To  wad  thee  gently-rock'd  in  open  sky, 
Then  stealing  back  to  leave  a  silent  calm. 
And  thee  reposing  in  a  grove  of  palm, 
The  place  will  suit  my  ne^t  succeeding  strain. 
And  ril  awake  thee  soon  to  sing  again. 

DEBORAH. 

TiMB,  sire  of  years,  unfold  thy  leaf  anew, 
And  still  the  past  recall  to  present  view, 
Spread  forth  thy  circles,  swiftly  gazę  them  o'er. 
But  where  an  action's  nobly  sung  before, 
There  stop  and  stay  for  me,  wbose  thoughts  de* 

sign 
To  make  anotber's  song  resound  in  minę. 
Pass  where  the  priesfs  procession  borę  the  law, 
When  Jordan's  parted  waters  fix'd  with  awe, 
While  Israel  march'd  upon  the  naked  sand, 
Admir'd  the  wond(T,  and  obtainM  the  land ;  * 
Sllde  through  the  numeronsfatesof  Canaan's  ktngs, 
'While  conque8t8  rode  on  Expedition^s  wings, 
Glaoce  over  Israel  at  a  single  ^ńew, 
In  bondage  oft  and  oft  unbouod  anew, 
Till  Jabiii  rise,  and  Deborah  stand  cnroU^d, 
Upon  the  gilded  leafs  revolvtng  fold. 

Ohy  king  subdned!  oh,  woman  born  to  fbme ! 
Oh,  wake,  my  Fancy,  for  the  glorious  theme ; 
Oh,  wake,  my  Fancy,  with  the  sense  of  praise, 
Oh,  wake  with  warbtings  of  trinmphant  lays. 
The  land  you  rise-in  sultry  Suns  tnvade ; 
But,  when  you  ri«e  to  sing,  you  Ml  find  a  shade. 
Those  trees  in  order,  and  with  rerdure  crownM, 
The  saored  prophetess'8  tent  surroand. 
And  that  fair  palm  a  front  exactly  p1ac'd, 
That  overtops  and  OYerspreads  the  rest, 
Near  the  firm  root  a  mossy  bank  8uppor*'8, 
Where  Justice  opens  unexpensiTe  courta: 


There  Deborah  sits,  the  willing  tribes  repair, 
Rcfer  their  causes,  and  she  judges  theita; 
Nor  needs  a  guard  to  bring  ber  subjects  in, 
Each  Grace,  each  Yirtue,  proves  a  guard  unseen  ; 
Nor  wants  the  penalties  enforcing  law, 
While  great  Opinion  gircs  eflectual  awe. 

Now  twenty  years,  that  rolPd  in  heary  pain, 
Saw-  Jabin  gali  them  with  Oppression^s  chain» 
When  she,  submissire  to  divine  command, 
Proclaims  a  war  for  freedom  o*er  the  land. 
And  bids  young  Barack  with  those  men  descend, 
Whom  in  the  mountains  he  for  battle  train*d. 
**  Qo/*  says  the  prophctess,  **  thy  foes  assail. 
Go  make  teu  thousand  nvcr  all  prevail : 
Make  Jabin^s  captains  fcel  thine  cdgod  sword> 
Make  all  his  army,  God  has  spoke  the  word. 
He,  fit  for  war,  and  IsraePs  hope  in  sight, 
Yet  doubts  the  numbers,  and  by  that  tlic  fight;** 
Then  thus  replies  with  wish  to  stand  secure, 
Or  eager  thought  to  know  the  conąuest  surę  ; 
"  Belov'd  of  God,  lend  thou  thy  presence  too. 
And  I  with  gladness  lead  th'  appointed  few ^ 
But,  if  thou  wilt  not,  let  thy  son  deny. 
For  wbat'8  ten  thousand  men,  or  what  am  I  ?'* 
**  If  só,**  she  cries,  *'  a  share  of  toil  be  minę,  ^ 
Anotber  share,  and  some  dishonour  thine; 
For  God,  to  punish  doubt,  resoWes  to  show 
That  less  than  numbers  can  suppress  his  fbe; 
You'11  move  to  conąuer,  and  the  foes  to  yield. 
But  >tis  a  woman's  act  secures  the  fiekl.'* 

Now  seem  the  warrion  in  their  ranks  assign*d, 
Now  fiirling  banners  flutter  in  the  wind: 
Her  words  encourage,  and  his  actions  lead, 
Hope spursthem forward,  Yalour draws  the  blade; 
And  Freedom,  like  a  foir  reward  for  all, 
Stands  reaching  forth  her  hands,  and  scems  to  cali. 

On  t^other  side,  and  almost  o>er  the  plain, 
Proud  Sisera,  Jabin's  captain,  brings  his  men, 
As  thick  aslocusts  on  the  yintage  ńy, 
As  thick  as  scattei^d  ieaves  in  Autumn  lie, 
Boid  with  success  against  a  nation  try*d. 
And  proud  of  nnmbers,  and  secure  in  pride. 

Now  sounds  the  tnimpet,  now  my  fancy  warms^ 
And  now  methinks  I  yiew  their  toils  in  ann«, 
The  li^ely  phantoms  tread  my  boundless  mind. 
And  no  ikint  colours  or  weak  strokes  design*d: 
See  where  in  distant  conquest  from  aiar, 
The  pointed  arrows  bring  the  wounds  of  war; 
See  where  the  lines  with  cloaer  force  engage. 
And  thrast  the  spear,  and  whirl  the  sword  of  ragę; 
Herę  break  the  files,  and  yainly  strive  to  close, 
There  on  their  own  repelPd,  assist  their  foes, 
Herę  Deborah  calls,  and  Jabin^s  soldiers  fiy, 
There  Barack  fights,  and  Jabin'8  soldiers  die. 
But  now  nine  hundred  chariots  roli  along, 
Expert  their  guiders,  and  their  horses  strong; 
And  Terrour,  rattling  in  their  fierce  array, 
Bears  down  on  Israel  to  restore  the  day. 
Oh,  Lord  of  battle,  oh,  the  danger's  near! 
Asaist  thine  Israel,  or  they  perish  here. 
How  swift  is  Mercy*s  aid,  behold  it  fiy 
On  rushińg  tempests  througb  the  troubled  sky; 
With  dashing  rain,  with  pelting  hail  they  blow. 
And  sharply  driye  them  on  tlie  fiu;ing  fM. 
Thus  ble8S*d  with  help,  and  only  touch'd  behind, 
The  fovourite  nation  presses  in  the  wind. 
But  beat  of  action  now  disturbs  the  sight. 
And  wild  confusion  mingles  all  the  fieht; 
Cold-whistling  winds,  and  shrieks  of  dyinsr  men. 
And  groans  and  armour,  sound  in  all  tbe  plain. 
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The  baods  of  Canaan  fatc  no  longer  dare, 
Oppress'd'by  weather  and  destroyM  by  war; 
Andj  from  his  cbariot  whencc  be  rurd  the  fight, 
Their  haughty  leader  leaps  to  join  the  flight. 
See  where  lie  flies,  and  see  the  victor  near; 
See  rap  id  Cunqw.'st  in  pursuit  of  Fear. 
See,  see,  tliey  both  make  oif,  the  work  is  o*er, 
And  Fancy  clear'd  of  vision  as  befon;, 
Thus  (if  the  mtnd  of  man  may  seem  to  move 
With  some  reserablance  of  the  skies  above) 
When  wars  are  (;athering  in  our  hearts  below. 
We  »ve  seen  their  battles  in  etherial  show ; 
The  long  distended  tracts  of  opening  sky, 
The  phantoms  azure  field  of  fight  suppły ; 
The  whitish  clouds-  an  argent  armour  y ield, 
A  radiant  blazon  gilds  tkeir  argent  shield ; 
Young  glłttering  comets  point  the  levell'd  spear, 
Which  for  their  pennuns  hang  their  flaming  hair, 
And  o'er  the  helms  for  gallaut  Glory  drest 
Sit  curłs  of  air,  and  nod  upon  the  cresŁ 
Thus  arm'd,  they  seem  to  march^and  seem  toflght, 
And  seemini?  wounds  of  death  delude  the  sight, 
The  raddy  thundcr-clouds  look  stain'd  with  gore, 
And  for  the  din  of  war  within  they  roar. 
Then  flies  aside,  and  then  aside  pursues, 
Till  in  their  motion  all  their  shapes  they  loose, 
Bispersin.ic  air  conclades  the  uiimic  scenę, 
The  sky  shnts  up,  apd  swiftiy  clears  again. 

But  does  their  Sisera  share  the  common  fate, 
Or  moum  his  humbied  pride  in  dark  retreat? 
With  such  inquiry  near  the  palm  repair, 
Yictorious  Uonour  knows  and  tells  it  thcre. 

To  thatfair  type of  Israers  late  success, 
Which  nobły  rises  as  its  weiehts  depress, 
To  that  feir  type  retums  the  joyful  band, 
Whose  courage  rosę  to  free  their  groaning  land; 
There  stands  the  leader  in  the  pomp  of  arms, 
There  stands  the  judge  in  Beaaty's  awful  charms; 
And  whilst,  reclin'd  upon  the  resting  spear, 
He  pauts  with  chaseand  breathes  in  calmer  air, 
Her  thoughts  are  working  with  a  backward  view. 
And  would  in  song'the  great  exploit  rencw. 
She  sees  an  arm'd  Oppression*8  hundred  hands 
Impose  its  fetters  on  the  promisM  lands. 
8he  sees  their  nation  struggling  in  the  chains. 
And  wars  arising  with  unequal  trains. 
She  sees  their  fate  in  arms,  the  field  imbrued, 
The  foe  disorder^d,  and  the  foe  pursued, 
Till  Conque8t,  drest  inray  sof  glory,  come  [home, 
With  Peace  and  Freedom,  brought  in  triumph 
Then  round  her  heart  a  beamy  gladness  płays, 
Which,  darting  forward,  thus  converts  to  praise. 

'*  For  IsraePs  late  arengings  on  the  foe, 
When  łed  by  no  compelling  power  below, 
When  each  spring  forward  of  their  own  accord. 
For  this,  for  all  the  mercy,  praise  the  Lord.  [hear; 

"  Hear,  O  ye  kingst ;  ye  neighbouriug  prrnces, 
My  ^ng  triumphant  shall  instruct  your  fear: 
My  song  triumphant  bids  your  glory  bow, 
To  6od  confess^d,  the  God  of  Jacob  now.    [hand, 

<*  O  glorious  Lord!  when,  with  thy  sovereign 
Thou  led'6t  the  nation  oiT  from  Kdom*s  land, 
Then  tremblcd  Earth,  and  shook  the  Heayens  on 
And  clouds  in  drops  forsook  the  mdted  sky,  [high, 
With  tumbling  watcrs,  hi  lis  were  heard  to  roar, 
And  felt  such  shock«  as  Siuai  felt  before. 
But  fear  abating,  which  by  time  decays, 
The  kings  of  Canaan  rosę  in  Shamtrar>s  days. 
And  still  continued  ev'n  in  Jael'8  times, 
Their  empire  fiixiQg  with  successful  crimes. 


Oppi^ession  rarag^d  all  onr  lost  abodeś. 

Nor  dare  the  people  trust  the  common  rCMds; 

But  paths  perplex'd,  and  uufrequented  chose. 

To  shun  the  danger  of  perplexing  foes. 

Thus  dircful  was  deform*d  the  country  round, 

Unpeopled  towns,  and  disimpro^^d  thć  grouiid. 

Till  i,  resolving  in  tlie  gap  to  stand, 

I,  Deborah,  rosę  a  mother  of  the  land, 

Where  others,  slayes  by  settled  custom  git>wiły 

Could  sprve,  and  choose  to  serve,  the  gods  un- 

Where  others  sufler^d  with  a  tamę  legret,  [knoiro  ^ 

Destruction  spillinc  blood  in  erery  gate. 

And  forty  thousand  had  not  for  the  field 

One  spear  offensiTe,  or  defensive  shield. 

"  O  towards  the  leaders  of  my  nation  morę, 
O  beat  my  warming  heart  with  sense  of  love» 
Commend  th'  asserters  on  their  own  accord. 
And  bless  the  soTcreign  caueer,  bless  the  Lońrd. 

"  S^>eak  ye,  that  ńde  with  powee  retomM  in 
State, 
Speak  ye  the  praise,  that  rule  the  judgment-seat, 
Speak  ye  the  praise  to  God,  that  walk  the  roads, 
While  safoty  brings  you  to  restor^d  abodes, 

"  The  rescued  vłUagers,  no  morę  afraid 
Of  archers  lurkins:  in  the  faithless  shade. 
And  sudden  death  conyey'd  trom  sounding  stringa^ 
Shall  safe  approach  the  waŁer*s  rising  springs ; 
And,  while  their  tums  of  drawing  there  they  wait, 
*  Loitering  in  cnise  upon  a  mossy  seat, 
Cali  all  the  blessings  of  the  Lord  to  mind. 
And  sing  the  Loitl  in  all  the  blessings  kinĆL 
The  townsmen  rescued  from  the  tyrant^s  reign 
Shall  flock  with  joy  to  fili  their  walls  again, 
$ee  Justice  in  the  gates  the  balance  hear, 
And  noue  but  her  unsheath  a  weapon  there. 

**  Awake,  O  Deborah,  O  awake  to  praise, 
Awake,  and  utter  forth  triumphant  lays. 
Arise,  O  Barack,  be  thy  pomp  begun, 
Lead  on  thy  triumph  thou  Abinoam's  son; 
Thy  captives  bound  in  chains,  when  God^s  decree 
Madę  humbied  princes  stoop  their  necks  to  thee, 
When  he,  the  giver  of  success  in  fight, 
Advanc^d  a  woman  o*er  the  sons  of  might. 

"  Against  this  Amaleck,  of  banded  foes, 
I,  Deborah,  root  of  all  the  war,  arose, 
From  Ephraim  sprung,  and  leading  Ephiaiiii% 

linc; 
The  ncxt  in  rising,  Benjamin  was  thine. 
The  ruling  heads  of  half  Manasseh^s  land. 
To  serve  in  danger,  left  their  safe  command. 
The  tribe  of  Zebulun'8  unactite  men 
For  glorious  arms  forsook  the  peaceful  pen. 
The  lords  of  Issachar  with  Deborah  went, 
The  tribe  with  Barack  to  the  rale  was  sent, 
Where  he  on  foot  perfonu*d  the  generaPs  part. 
And  shar'd  the  soldiers  toil  to  raise  their  heart. 

**  But  Rcuben*s  strangedivisions  justly  wruugfat 
Among^t  hi?  brethren  deep  concem  of  thoughL 
Ah  I' while  the  nation  in  aiBiction  lay, 
Huw  could'st  thou,  R<>tiben,bythe8heepfold9stay, 
And  let  thy  bleating  flock  divert  thy  daya 
That  idly  pass^d  thee  with  inglorious  easc! 
nivided  tribe,  without  thy  dangers  free, 
Deep  were  the  searchings  of  our  heart  for  thee. 
Our  Gilead  too,  by  such  example  8way'd, 
With  unconcend  heyoiid  the  rlvcr  stay*d. 
And  Dan  in  ships  at  sea  for  safety  rode. 
And  frighten'd  Asher  in  its  rock's  abode. 

**  Now  sing  the  field,  the  feats  of  war  begua 
And  praise  thy  Napthali  with  Zebulun, 
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TV)  deaths  esposM,  \n  posts  adrancM  thoy  stood 
With  souls  resolv*d,  and  gallant  rage  of  Uood. 
Then  came  tbe  kings  and  fought,  the  gatber'd 

kings 
By  waters  streaming  from  Me?iddo*8  springs; 
In  Taanach  vale  sustainM  the  darino:  toil, 
Yet  neitber  ibught  for  pay,  nor  won  the  spoil. 
The  skies,  indulgent  łn  the  cause  of  right, 
On  ISTHel'8  side,  against  their  army  fight, 
In  eril  aspects,  stars  and  planets  rangę, 
And  by  the  weatfaer  in  tempestuous  (*hange 
Promote  the  dire  distress,  and  make  it  known 
That  God  bas  hostii  abore,  to  save  his  own. 
The  Kisbon  8well*d,  grew  rapid  as  they  fled, 
And  roU'd  tbem  sinking  down  its  sandy  bed. 
O  river  Kishon,  river  of  renown ! 
And,  O  my  soul,  that  trod  their  glory  down ! 
The  stony  paths,  by  which  disorderM  flight 
Convey'd  their  troops  and  chariots  from  the  fight, 
"With  nigged  points  their  horses  hoofs  distress'd. 
And  broke  tbem  prancing  in  impetuous  hastę. 
**  Curae,  cnrse  ye  Meroz,  curse  the  town  ab- 

horr*d, 
(So  spake  the  glorioas  angel  of  the  Lord) 
For  Meroz  came  not  in  the  field  prepar*d, 
To  join  that  sidc  on  which  the  I>.>rd  declar'd. 
But  blcss  yc  Jael,  be  the  Kenite*8  name 
Above  our  womeirs  bless*d  in  endless  fnme. 
The  captain,  &int  with  sore  fatigue  of  flight, 
Implor*d  for  water  to  support  his  might, 
And  milk  she  pour^d  him,  while  he  water  sought, 
And  in  ber  lordJy  dish  her  butter  bronght. 
"With  courage  well-desen'ing  to  prerail. 
One  band  the  hammer  held,  and  one  the  nail, 
And  him,  Teclin'd  to  sleep,  she  bol^^y  siew, 
She  8mote,  she  pierc^d,  she  struck  the  temples 

through. 
Before  her  feet,  reluctant  on  the  ćlay, 
He  bow»d,  he  fell  j  he  bow*d,  be  fell,  he  lay; 
He  bow'd,  be  fell,  be  dy'd.     By  such  deprrees 
As  tbrice  she  struck,  each  8troke's  effect  she  sees. 
"  His  mother  gaz*d  with  long-€xpccting  oyes ; 
And,  grown  impaticnt,  through  the  lattice  cries, 

*  Why  moves  the  chariot  of  my  son  so  slow  ? 
Ot  what  aflkirs  retard  his  coming  so?' 

Her  ladies  answer*d*-ł>ut  she  would  not  stay, 
(  For  pride  bad  taught  what  flattł»ry  meant  to  say) 

*  They  'vc  spęd,*  she  says,  *  and  now  the  prey 

they  share. 
For  each  a  damsel,  or  a  lorely  pair. 
For  Sis(Ta'8  part  a  robę  of  gallant  grace, 
Where  diverse  colours  riih  embroidery  tracę, 
Meet  for  the  necks  of  those  who  win  the  spoil 
When  triumph  offers  its  reward  for  toil.* 

"  Thus  perish  all  whom  Gód's  decrees  oppose, 
Thus,  lik"  the  vanquishM.  perish  ałl  thy  foes. 
But  let  the" men  that  in  thy  name  dclight 
Be  like  the  Sun  in  hcavenly  glory  bright, 
When  mountcd  on  the  dawn  he  posts  away. 
And  with  foli  strength  increases  on  the  day.** 

'Twas  here  the  prophetess  respir*d  from  song, 
Then  loudly  shouted  all  the  cheerful  throng. 
By  freedom  gain^d,  by  victory  complete, 
Prcpar*d  for  mirth  irregularly  grcat. 
Tbe  frowns  of  sorrow  gave  their  ancient  place 
To  plcasure,  drawn  in  smiles  of  every  face. 
The  groans  of  slavfi*y  were  no  longer  wrung, 
But  thouzhts  of  Cł)mfort  from  the  blessing  sprung. 
!And  as  they  shouted  from  the  broczy  wpst, 
i^mongst  the  płumes  tbf4  deck  the  singer'ii  creb't. 


The  spirit  of  applause  itself  cońvey*d 
On  wafted  air,  and  łightiy  waving  play'd; 
Such  was  the  case  (or  such  ideas  flow 
From  thought  replenish*d  with.triumpbant  show). 
What  raisM  their  joy  their  love  could  also  raise. 
And  each  contended  in  the  words  of  praise, 
And  every  word  proclaimM  the  wonders  past, 
And  God  was  still  the  first,  and  still  the  last; 
Deep  in  their  souls  the  fair  impression  lay, 
Deep-trac'd,  and  never  to  be  worn  away. 

From  bence  the  rescued  genemtion  still 
Abhorr^d  tbe  practice  of  rebellions  ill, 
And  fearM  the  punishment  for  ill  abhorr*d, 
And  ló\*d  repentance,  and  adgr^d  the  Lord. 

From  bence  in  all  their  days  the  Lord  was  khid, 
His  face  serene  with  scttled  favours  8hin'd, 
Fair  bańish*d  Order  was  recalPd  in  state, 
Tlie  law8  reviv*d,  tbe  princes  rul^d  tbe  gate, 
Peace  cheer'd  the  ^ales,  Contentment  laugh'd  with 

Peace, 
Gay  blooming  Plenty  rosę  with  large  increase. 
Sweet  Mercy  those  who  tbóaght  on  mercy  blest. 
And  80  for  forty  years  tbe  laii^  bad  rest. 

Rest,  happy  land,  a  while;  ab,  longer  so, 
Didst  thou  thine  happineas  sincerely  know ! 
But  soon  thy  quiet  with  thy  goodness  pasty 
And  in  the  song  alone  obtaiuM  to  lasŁ 

Live,  song  triumphant,  live  in  £&ir  record. 
And  teach  succeeding  times  to  fedr  the  Lord; 
For  Fancy  moves  by  bright  examples  woo*dy 
And  win:!  thcmind  with  images  oJF  good. 
Touch*d  with  a  sacred  rage  and  heavenly  flaoie, 
I  8trive  to  sing  thine  uniwersał  aim. 
To  quit  tbe  subject,  and  in  lays  sublimę, 
The  morał  fit  for  any  point  of  time. 
Then  go,  my  verse8,  with  applying  strain. 
Go  form  a  triumph  not  ascrib'd  to  men. 

Let  all  the  clouds  of  grief  impending  lie. 
And  storms  of  trouble  "driTe  along  the  sky, 
Then  humble  Piety  thine  accenta  raise. 
For  prayer  will  prove  the  powerfol  cbarm  of  ease. 

Lo,  now  my  sonl  bas  spoke  its  best  desires, 
How  blessings  aufwer  what  the  prayer  reąuires! 
Before  thy  sighs  the  clouds  of  grief  retreat, 
The  storms  of  trouble  by  thy  tears  abate, 
And  radiant  Glory,  from  her  upper  sphere, 
Looks  down  and  glitten  in  relented  air. 

Rise,  loi^ly  Piety,  from  earthy  bed, 
The  partcd  flame  descends  npon  thine  head, 
This  wondrous  mitrę,  fram^d  by  sacred  \ov&. 
And  for  thy  triumph  sent  thee  from  abore, 
In  two  bright  points  with  upper  rays  aspiresy 
And  rounds  thy  temples  with  innocnout  fires. 
RIse,  łovely  Piety,  with  pomp  appear, 
And  thou,  kind  Mercy,  lend  thy  chariot  here ; 
On  either  side,  fair  Famę  and  Honour  place, 
Behind  let  Plenty  walk  in  band  with  Peace; 
While  Irreligion,  muttering  horrid  sound, 
With  ficrce  and  prond  Oppre^tsion  backward  bound, 
Drag  by  the  wheets  along  the  dusty  plain. 
And  gnashing  lick  tbe  ground,  and  curse  with  pain. 

Now  come,  ye  thouBanda,  and  moK  thousandi 
yet, 
With  order  join  to  fili  the  train  of  state, 
Souls  tun*d  for  praising  to  the  tempie  bring. 
And  thus  amidst  the  sacred  musie  sing : 
*'  Hail,  Piety!  triumphant  goodness,  haii! 
Hail,  O  preTailing,  ever  O  prevail ! 
At  thine  entreaty,  Justicc  leave8  to  frown. 
And  Wratb  appeasing  lays  the  thunder  down$ 
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The  tender  hcart  of  yearning  Mercy  borns, 
Łuve  asks  a  blessing,  and  the  Lord  returas. 
In  bis  great  name  that  Heaven  aud  Earth  has 

madę, 
In  bis  great  name  alone  we  find  our  aid ; 
Theu  bless  the  name,  and  let  the  world  adore, 
From  this  time  forward,  and  for  ereriDore. 

nAHNAH. 

Now  crowds  move  off,  retiring  tnimpets  aoand. 
On  echoes  dying  in  their  last  reboond ; 
The  notes  of  Fancy  seem  no  longer  strong. 
But  sweetening  ctoses  fit  a  priyate  song. 
So  when  the  storms  forsake  the  sea^s  command. 
To  break  their  forces  in  the  winding  land. 
No  morę  their  blasts  tumultoous  ragę  proclaim. 
But  sweep  in  murmurs  o'er  a  murmuring  stream. 

Then  seek  the  subject,  and  its  song  be  minę, 
Whose  numbers,  mixt  in  sacred  story,  shine : 
Oo,  brigfatly-working  Thought,  prepar'd  to  fly, 
Above  the  page  on  bOTering  pinions  lie, 
And  beat  with  stronger  foroe,  to  make  thee  rise 
Where  beauteous  Hannah  meets  thesearching  eyes. 

There  frame  a  town,  and  fix  a  tent  with  cords, 
The  town  be  Shiłoh  calPd,  the  tent  the  Lord*8. 
Carv*d  pillara,  fiUetted  with  silver,  rear, 
To  dose  the  curtains  in  an  outward  square. 
But  those  within  it,  which  the  porch  uphold. 
Be  finely  wrought,  and  overłaid  with  gold. 

Herę  Eli  comes  to  takethe  resting-seat. 
Slow  moTing  forward  with  a  reverend  gait: 
Sacred  in  office,  yenerabty  sagę, 
And  Tenerably  great  in  siWerM  age. 
Herę  Hannah  comes,  a  mdancholy  Mrife, 
ReproachM  for  barren  in  the  marriage-life ; 
ŁiBe  summer  momings  she  to  sight  appears, 
Bedew*d  and  shining  in  the  midst  of  tears. 
Her  heart  in  bittemcss  of  grief  she  bowM, 
And  thns  her  wishes  to  the  Lord  she  ▼ow*d; 
'*  If  thou  thine  handmaid  with  compassion  sce, 
If  I,  my  God !  am  not  forgot  by  thee; 
If  in  minę  ofispring  thou  prolong  my  linę, 
llie  child  1  wish  for  all  his  days  be  thine; 
His  life  deroted,  in  thy  courts  be  led, 
And  not  a  razor  come  upon  his  head.**. 

So,  from  recesses  of  her  inmost  soul, 
Through  moring  lips  her  still  devotion  stole: 
As  silentwaters  glide  through  parted  trees, 
Whose  brancbes  tremble  with  a  rising  breeze. 
The  words  were  lost  because  her  heart  was  Iow, 
But  free  desire  had  taught  the  mouth  to  go ; 
This  £ii  mark*d,  and,  with  a  voice  severe, 
While  yet  she  multiply'd  her  thoughts  in  prayer, 
**  How  long  shall  wiiie,**  he  cries,  "  distract  tłiy 

breast? 
Be  goiie,  and  lay  the  drunken  fit  by  rest" 

"  Ah!"  says  the  moumer,  **  count  not  this  for 
sin, 
It  is  not  winę,  but  grief,  that  works  within ; 
The  spirit  of  thy  wretched  hand-maid  Imow, 
Her  prayer^s  complaint,  and  her  coudition  woe." 
Then  spake  the  sacred  priest,  "In  peace  depart, 
And  with  thy  comfort  God  fiilfil  thine  heart!" 
His  blessing  thus  pronounc'd  with  awfui  sound, 
The  yotary  bending  leayes  the  solemn  ground, 
She  seems  confirm'd  the  Lord  has  heaid  her  cries. 
And  cheerful  hope  the  tears  of  trouble  drics, 
And  makes  her  alter^d  eyes  irradiate  roli, 
With  joy  that  dawns  in  thought  upon  the  souL 


Now  let  the  town,  and  tent,  and  contt  remaior 
And  leap  the  time  till  Hannah  comes  again. 
As  painted  prospects  skip  along  the  green, 
From  hills  to  monntains  eminently  seen. 
And  leare  their  interyals  that  sink  below, 
In  deep  retreat,  and  unexpres8*d  to  show. 

Behold !  she  comes  (but  not  as  once  she  came. 
To  grieye,  to  sigh,  and  teach  her  eyes  to  stream); 
Content  adoms  her  with  a  lively  face, 
An  open  look,  and  smiling  kind  of  grace  ; 
Her  little  Samuel  in  her  arms  she  besrs, 
The  wish  of  long  desire,  and  child  of  prayers  ; 
And  as  the  sacrifice  she  brought  begun. 
To  reverend  Eli  she  presents  her  son. 
"  Herę,"  cries  the  mother,  "  here  my  lord  may  aee 
The  woman  come,  who  prayM  in  grief  by  thee : 
The  child  I  sued  for,  God  in  bounty  gaye : 
And  what  he  granted,  let  him  now  receitre."       * 

But  still  the  Totary  feels  her  temper  moTC, 
With  all  the  tender  violence  of  love, 
That  still  enjoys  the  gift,  and  inly  bums 
To  search  for  larger,  or  for  morę  retums. 
Then,  filPd  with  blessings  which  allure  to  ^raiae. 
And  rais'd  by  joy  to  soul-enchanting  lays, 
Thus  thanks  the  Lord,  beneficently  kind, 
In  sweet  efiiisions  of  the  gratefol  mind : 
"My  lifting  heart,  with  morę  than  common  hea^ 
Sends  up  its  thanks  to  God  on  eTery  beat. 
My  glory,  raisM  above  the  reach  of  scom. 
To  God  exalts  its  highly«planted  hom ; 
My  mouth  enlarg^d,  minę  enemies  defies. 
And  finds  in  God*s  salration  fuli  repUes. 
Oh,  bright  in  holy  beauty*s  power  di^ine, 
There^s  nonę  whose  glory  can  compare  with  thine! 
Nonę  share  thine  honours,  nay,  there^s  non«:  beside. 
No  rock  on  which  thv  creatiires  can  confide. 

**  Ye  proud  in  spirit,  who  ^our  gift  adore, 
Uuleam  the  fiiults,  and  speak  with  pride  no  morę; 
No  morę  your  words  in  arrogancc  be  shown. 
Nor  cali  the  works  of  ProTidence  your  own, 
Since  he  that  rules  us  infinitely  knows. 
And,  as  he  wills,  his  acts  of  power  dispo<)e. 

"  The  strong,  whose  sinewy  forces  arch*d  tbebow, 
Have  seen  it  shatter*d  by  the  conquering  foe ; 
The  weak  have  felt  their  uerves  morę  firmiy  braccy 
And  new-sprung  vigour  in  the  limbs  increase. 
The  fuH,  wbom  vary*d  tastes  of  plenty  fed, 
Havc  let  their  labour  out  to  gain  their  bread. 
The  poor,  that  languish*d  in  a  stanring  state, 
Content  and  fuli,  have  oeas'd  to  beg  their  meat. 
The  barren  womb,  no  longer  barren  now, 
(Oh,  be  my  thanks  accepted  with  my  vow!) 
In  pleasure  wonders  at  a  mother^s  pain. 
And  sees  her  ofispring,  and  conceives  again; 
While  she  that  glory^d  in  her  numcrons  heirs^ 
Now  broke  by  feebleness,  no  longer  bears. 

"  Such  tums  their  rising  from  the  Lord  deriw, 
The  Lord  that  kiUs,  the  I^rd  that  makes  alive ; 
He  brings  by  sickness  down  to  gaping  graves. 
And,  by  restoring  health,  from  sickness  saves, 
He  makes  the  poor  by  kecping  back  his  storę. 
And  makes  the  rich  by  blessing  men  with  morę; 
He  sinktng  hearts  with  bitter  grief  annoys, 
Or  lifts  them  bounding  with  enliven*d  joys. 

"  He  takes  the  beggar  from  his  humble  clay, 
From  ofi*  the  dunghill  where  despis*d  hc  lay, 
l'o  mix  with  princes  in  a  rank  supremę. 
Fili  thrones  of  honour,  and  inheritfame: 
For  all  the  pillars  of  exalted  state, 
So  nobly  firm,  so  beautifuliy  great. 
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Whose  Tarions  orden  bear  the  rounded  bali, 
"Which  woidd  without  them  to  confuston  fali, 
AU  are  tbe  Lord*8,  at  his  disposure  stand. 
And  prop  the  gt)vem'd  world  at  his  command. 

**  His  mercy,  still  morę  wonderfiilly  sweet, 
Shall  goardHhe  righteous,  aiid  uphold  their  feet, 
While,  through  the  darkness  of  the  wicked  soul, 
Amazement,  dread,  and  desperation  roli ; 
While  enTy  śtops  their  tongues,  and  hopeless  grief, 
That  sees  their  fears,  but  not  their  fears'  rdi^ 
And  they  their  strength  as  unavailing  view, 
Since  nonę  shall  trust  in  that  and  safety  too. 

**  The  foes  of  Israel,  ibr  his  Israd'8  sake, 
Ood  will  to  pieces  in  his  anger  break ; 
His  bolts  of  thunder  from  an  open'd  sky, 
Shall  on  their  heads,  with  force  unerring,  fly. 
His  Yoice  shall  cali,  and  all  the  world  shall  hear. 
And  all  for  sentence  at  his  seat  appear.*' 

But  mount  to  gentler  praises,  mount  aprain. 
My  thoughts,  prophetic  of  Mes8iah*s  reign ; 
Perceiye  the  glories  which  around  him  shine. 
And  thus  thine  hymn  be  crownM  with  grace  divine. 

Tis  here  the  numbers  find  a  bright  repose, 
The  vow8  accepted,  and  the  votary  goes. 
But  thou,  my  soul,  upon  ber  accents  hang, 
And  sweetly  pleasM  with  whnt  she  sweetly  sung, 
ProJong  the  pleasnre  with  thine  inward  eyes, 
Tum  l»ck  thy  thoughts,  and  see  the  subject  rise. 

In  her  pecnliar  case,  the  song  begun. 
And  for  a  while  through  private  blessings  run, 
As  through  their  banks  the  curling  waters  play, 
And  soft  in  munnur»  kiss  the  ilowery  way, 
With  force  increasing  then  she  leaps  the  bounds. 
And  largely  flows  on  morę  extended  gprounds; 
Spreads  wide  and  wider,  till  vast  sea^  appear. 
And  boundless  views  of  Proridence  are  here. 
How  swift  these  riews  along  her  antbem  glide, 
As  wavc8  on  waves  push  forward  in  the  tide! 
How  swift  thy  wonders  o'er  my  lancy  sweep, 
O  Proridence,  thou  great  unfathom'd  deep! 
Where  Resignation  gently  dips  the  wing, 
And  leams  to  love  and  thank,  admire  and  sing ; 
But  bold  presumptuous  reasonbgs,  diving  down 
To  reach  the  bottom,  in  their  diving  drown. 

Neglccting  man,  forgetful  of  thy  ways, 
Kor  owns  thy  care,  nor  thinks  of  giving  praise. 
But  from  bimself  his  happiness  deriyes. 
And  thanks  his  wisdom,  when  by  thine  he  thrires; 
His  limbs  at  ease  in  soft  repose  he  spreads, 
Bewitch'd  with  vain  delights,  on  flowery  beds ; 
And,  while  his  sense  the  fragrant  hreezes  kiss, 
He  meditates  a  waking  dream  of  bliss ; 
He  thinks  of  kingdoms,  and  their  crownsare  near^ 
He  thinks  of  glories,  and  their  rays  appear; 
He  thinks  of  beauties,  and  a  Iovely  face 
Serenely  smiles  in  every  taking  grace ; 
He  thinks  of  riches,  and  their  heaps  arise; 
Display  their  glittering  forms,  and  fix  his  eyes; 
Thus  drawn  with  plcasures  in  a  charming  vieWy 
RisiDg  he  reaches,  and  would  fisiin  pursne. 
But  still  the  fleeting  shadows  mock  his  care. 
And  still  his  /ingers  gprasp  at  yielding  air; 
Wliate*er  our  tempers  as  their  coiiaforts  want, 
It  18  not  man*8  to  take,  but  God's  to  grant. 
]f  then,  persisting  in  the  vain  design. 
We  look  for  bliss  without  an  help  divine. 
We  still  may  search,  and  search  without  relief. 
Kor  only  want  a  bliss,  but  find  a  grief. 
That  such  conviction  may  to  sight  appear, 
Sit  downj  ye  Bon«  of  men,  spectators  h«re  ; 


Behold  a  scenę  upon  your  folly  wrought, 
And  let  this  lively  sccne  instruct  the  thoughL 

Boy,  blow  the  pipę  until  the  bubble  rise, 
Then  cast  it  off  to  float  upon  the  skies; 
Still  swell  its  sides  with  breath'— O  beauteous  frame ! 
It  grows,  it  shines:  be  now  the  world  thy  name ! 
Methinks  creation  forms  itself  within, 
The  men,  the  towns,  the  birds,  the  trees,  are  scen; 
The  skies  above  present  an  azure  show, 
And  lovcly  Tcrdure  paints  an  Earth  below. 
PU  wind  myself  in  this  delightfiil  sphere. 
And  live  a  tłiousand  years  of  pleasure  there; 
RolPd  up  in  blisses,  which  around  me  close. 
And  now  regalM  with  these,  and  now  with  those. 
Faise  hope,  but  fiilser  words  of  joy,  fieirewel, 
You've  rent  the  lodging  where  I  meant  to  dwell. 
My  bubbles  burst,  my  prospects  disappear. 
And  leave  behind  a  morał  and  a  tear. 
If  at  the  type  our  dreaming  souls  awake. 
And  Hanaah>  strains  their  j ust  impression  make, 
The  boundless  power  of  Providence  we  know. 
And  fix  our  trust  on  nothing  here  below. 
Then  he,  growu  pleas*d  that  men  his  greatness 

own, 
IjOoks  down  serenely  from  his  starry  throne. 
And  bids  the  blessed  days  our  pniyers  have  won 
Put  on  their  glories,  and  prepare  to  run. 
For  which  our  thanks  be  justiy  sent  above, 
Enlarg^d  by  gladness,  and  inspir*d  with  love : 
For  which  his  praises  be  for  evcr  sung,' 
O  sweet  employment  of  the  grateful  tongue ! 

Burst  fortb,  my  temper,  in  a  godly  flame. 
For  all  his  blessings  laud  his  holy  name: 
That,  ere  minę  eyes  sałuted  cheerfdl  day, 
A  gift  deroted  in  the  womb  I  lay, 
Like  Samuel  Tow^d,  before  my  breath  1  drew, 
O  could  I  prove  in  life  like  Samuel  too ! 
That  all  my  frame  is  exquisitel)r  wrought, 
The  world  eąjoy*d  by  sense,  and  6od  by  tbou^ht; 
That  liying  streams  throug^  living  channels  glide. 
To  make  this  frame  by  Nature^s  course  abide; 
That,  for  its  good,  by  Providence'8  care, 
Fire  joins  with  water,  earth  concurs  with  air; 
That  Mercy'8  ever-inexhaU8ted  storę 
Is  pleasM  to  proffer,  and  to  promise  morę; 
And  all  the  prof&rs  stream  with  grace  divioe, 
And  all  the  promises  with  glory  shine. 
O  praise  the  Lord,  my  soul,  in  one  aocord, 
Łet  ^1  that  is  within  me  praise  the  Lord; 
O  praise  the  Lord,  my  soul,  and  e\'er  strive 
To  keep  the  sweet  remembrances  alive. 
Still  raise  the  kind  affections  of  thine  heart, 
Raise  every  grateful  word  to  bear  a  part, 
Witłi  evcry  word  the  strains  of  love  devise, 
Awake  thme  harp,  and  thou  thyself  arise; 
Then,  if  his  mercy  be  not  half  express'd, 
Let  wondering  Slence  magnify  the  rest, 

UAYID. 

'  My  thought,  on  view8  of  admiration  hung, 
Intently  ravish*d,  and  depriv*d  of  tongue, 
Now  darts  a  while  on  Earth,  a  while  in  air, 
Here  mov'd  with  praise,  and  moT'd  with  glory  thcre ; 
The  joys  entrancing,  and  the  mute  su.rprise, 
Half  fix  the  btood,  and  dim  the  moistening  eyes  j 
Pleasure  and  praise  on  one  another  break, 
An  exclamation  longs  at  heart  to  speak; 
When  thus  my  genius  on  the  work  design'd, 
Awaiting  closely,  guides  the  wandering  mind. 
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If,  wbile  tfay  thanks  would  in  tby  lay  s  be  wrought, 
A  bright  astonishment  iDvolve  the  thought, 
If  yet  thy  temper  would  attempt  to  sing, 
Another's  quill  shail  imp  thy  f^Ier  wing; 
Sebold  tbe  narne  of  royal  Diayid  near, 
Behold  his  musie,  and  his  measures  hearĄ 
Whose  harp  devotion  in  a  rapture  strung. 
And  lefl  no  state  of  pious  souls  unsung. 

Him  to  the  woiidering  world  but  newly  ghown, 
Celestial  Poetry  pronounc^d  her  own ; 
A  thousaod  Uopes,  on  clouds  adoru^d  with  rays, 
Bent  down  their  little  beauteous  fonns  to  gaze^ 
Fair-blooming  Innocence,  with  tender  years. 
And  native  Sweetness  for  the  ravłsh'd  ears, 
Prepar^d  to  smile  withtn  his  early  song, 
And  bmught  their  river8,  groves,  and  plains  along; 
Hiajestic  Hononr,  at  the  palące  bred, 
£nrob*d  in  wbite,  embroider^d  oW  with  red, 
Keach'd  forth  the  sceptre  of  her  royal  fate, 
Bis  forehcad  touch*d,  and  bid  bis  lays  be  greal; 
Undaunted  Courage,  deck'd  with  manly  channs, 
With  waying  azure  plumes,  and  gilded  arms, 
BisplayM  the  glories  and  tJie  toil»  of  tight, 
Demanded  Famę,  aiid  calłM  him  forth  to  write. 
To  perfect  these,  tlie  sacred  Spiritcame, 
By  mild  infusion  of  oelestial  flame. 
And  mov'd  with  dove-like  candour  in  his  breast, 
And  brcath^d  his  graces  over  all  the  rest. 
Ab !  where  the  daring  fligbts  of  men  aśpire, 
To  match  his  nnmbers  with  an  equal  ńre; 
In  Tain  they  strive  to  makeproud  Babel  rise. 
And  witli  an  eartb-bom  labour  totich  the  skies : 
Wbile  I  tbe  glittering  page  resolre  to  view, 
Hiat  will  the  subject  of  my  lines  renew : 
The  laurel  wreath,  my  fame^s  imagiii'd  shade, 
Around  my  beating  temples  fears  to  fade ; 
My  faiuting  fiincy  trembles  on  the  briuk, 
Aud  .DaTid'8  God  must  help,  or  else  I  sink. 

As  rolling  rivers  in  their  chańnels  flow, 
Swift  from  aloft,  but  on  the  level  slow: 
Or  ragę  in  roclń,  or  glide  along  £he  plains, 
So  just,  80  copious,  move  the  psalmist^s  strains; 
So  sweetly  vary'd  with  proportion^d  beat, 
So  gently  elear,  or  so  subiimely  great; 
Wbile  Nature's  seen  in  all  her  forms  to  shinę. 
And  roix  with  beauties  drawn  from  Truth  divine; 
Sweet  beaiities  (sweet  affection^s  endless  rill) 
Tbat  in  the  soul  like  hoiiey-dtops  distil. 

Hail,  Holy  Spirit,  hail  supremcly  kind, 
Whose  inspiration  tbus  enlarg'd  tbe  mind; 
"Who  taught  him  what  the  gentle  shepherd  sings, 
What  rich  expre8sion  suit  the  port  of  ktugs ; 
What  daring  words  describe  the  8oldier*s  beat. 
And  what  the  prophcfs  extacies  rclate; 
Nor  let  bis  worst  condition  be  forgotf 
In  all  this  splendoar  of  exalted  tbought, 
On  une  tby  difiercnt  sorts  of  graces  foli, 
Still  madc  for  each,  of  equal  force  in  all ; 
Aud  while  from  heavenly  courts  be  feels  a  flame, 
^e  sings  the  place  from  whence  the  blesbing  camc;. 
And  roakes  bis  rnspirations  sweetly  prove 
The  tuneiid  subject  of  the  mind  they  muve. 

Immortal  Spirit,  light  of  life  instilPd,_ 
Who  thus  the  basom  of  a  mortal  filPd,  '     ^  [dlm, 
Thoiigh  wrak  my  voice,  and  tbough  my  light  be 
Yct  fain  I  'd  praise  thy  wondrous  gifts  in  him; 
Then,  sińce  thine  ałrt'»»  attractcd  by  desire. 
And  thpy  tbat  speak  thec  right  mu&t  feel  thy  flre, 
Youchsafe  a  poition  of  thy  grace  divinc,     . 
Andjraise  |oy  voice,  aud  in  my  numbcrs  shioe: 


I  sing  of  David,  parid  sings  of  tbee, 
Assist  the  psalmist,  and  his  work  in  me. 

But  now,  my  verse,  arising  on  tbe  wing, 
What  part  of  all  tby  subject  wiltthou  sing? 
How  fire  thy  first  attempt  ?  in  what  resort 
Of  Palestina^  plains,  or  Salem's  court; 
Wherc;,  as  bis  hands  tbe  solemn  measnre  piay^d, 
Curs^d  Cendb  with  torment  and  confusion  fled; 
Where,  at  the  rosy  spring  of  cbeerful  light, 
(If  pious  Famę  record  tradition  right) 
A  sofl  efflation  of  celestial  fire 
Came  like  a  rushing  breeze,  and  shook  tbe  Ijte^ 
Still  sweetly  giving  every  ti-embling  string 
So  much  of  sound,  as  madę  him  wake  to  sing  > 

Within  my  ^iew  the  country  first  appears, 
The  couutry  first  enjoy'd  bis  youthful  years ; 
Then  frame  thy  shady  landscapes  in  my  strain^ 
Some  conscious  moontain  or  accustom'd  plain; 
Where  by  the  waters,  on  the  grass  reclin*dy 
With  notes  he  rais'd,  with  notes  he  calm'd  his 

mind^ 
For  through  the  paths  of  rural  life  Pil  stray, 
^  And  in  IŃs  pleasures  paint  a  shepherd^s  day. 

With  grateful  seutiments,  with  activc  wtLl« 
With  voice  exerted;  and  enlivening  skill. 
His  free  return  of  thanks  be  duły  paid, 
And  each  new  day  new  beams  of  bounty  shedL    ^ 
"  A  wake,  my  tuncfui  harp ;  a  wake,"  he  cries;    ^ 
"  Awake,  my  lute,  the  Sun  begins  to  riśe ; 
My  God,  Pm  ready  now !"  then  takes  a  fiight. 
To  purest  Piety»s  exalted  height: 
From  tbenoe  bis  $oul,  with  Heaven  itself  in  ^ieir. 
On  humble  praypi's  and  bumble  praises  flc\v« 
The  praise  as  pleasiug,  and  as  sweet  the  prayer, 
As  incense  curling  up  through  moming  air. 

W  hen  towards  the  field  with  early  steps  he  trcMi, 
And  gaz'd  around,  and  o\vn*d  the  works  of  God, 
Perliaps,  in  sweet  melodious  words  of  praise, 
He  drew  the  prospect  which  adom*d  his  ways; 
The  fioil,  but  ncwly  yisited  with  rain, 
The  river  of  the  Lord  with  springing  grain, 
Enlarge,  increase  the  8often*d  furrow  btest, 
llie  year  with  goodness  crowii'd,with  beautydre^t* 
And  still  to  power  divine  ascribe  it  all, 
From  whose  high  paths  the  drops  of  fatness  fali^ 
Then  in  tbe  song  tbe  smiling  sif  bts  rgoice. 
And  all  tbe  mute  creation  finds  a  vok% ; 
With  thick  retums  delightful  echoes  fili 
The  pasturM  green,  or  soft  ascending  hill, 
Rais'd  by  tbe  bleatings  of  unnuinber^d  sbeep. 
To  boast  their  glories  in  the  crowds  they  keep. 
And  com,  thafs  waving  in  the  western  gale, 
With  joj^l  sound  proclaims  the  corer^d  Tale. 

Whene*er  his  fiocks  the  lovely  shepherd  drove^ 
Toneighbouring  waters,  tothencighbonring  grove; 
To  Jordan'6  fiood,  refresh^d  by  cooling  wind, 
Or  Ccdron^s  brook,  to  mossy  banks  confinM ; 
In  easy  notes,  and  guise  of  lowly  swain,     [train : 
*Twas  thus  he  chami'd  and  taught  the  listening 
y**  The  Lord's  my  shepherd,  bountiful  and  good,     ^ 
1  cannot  want,  sinc^  he  provides  me  food;  -^ 

Me  for  his  sheep  along  the  rerdant  meads,  ' 

Me,  all  tuo  mean,  his  tender  mercy  leads,       '  ,' 

To  taste  the  springs  of  life,  and  taste  repote 
Wherever  liviug  pasture  sweetly  grows. 
And  as  I  cannot  want,  I  need  not  fear. 
For  still  the  presf  uce  of  my  sbepherd'8  near; 
Through  darksome  ^ales,  where  beasts  of  prey 

resort, 
Where  Death  appears  wltb  all  his  dreadful  coarty 
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His  rod  and  hook  direct  iM  irhen  1  stnty, 
He  calls  to  fbld,  and  they  direct  zny  way.*'  ,f 

Perfaaps,  when  seated  od  the  rirer^s  bńnK, 
He  saw  the  tender  sheep  at  noon-day  drink, 
He  sunj^  th?  land  where  milk  and  bonry  glide. 
And  Ikttening  plenty  roHs  npon  the  tide. 

Or,  fix'd  within  the  freshness  of  a  shade, 
Whose  boughs  ditfuse  their  lcaves  around  his  bead, 
He  borrow'd  notions  from  tbe  kind  retreat, 
Then  sung  tbe  righteons  in  their  happy  state. 
And  bow,  by  Providential  care,  succcss 
Shall  all  their  actions  in  dae  scason  bless; 
So  firm  they  stand,  so  beautifnl  they  look, 
As  planted  trees  aside  the  purling  brook : 
Notladed  by  the  rays  that  parch  the  plain, 
Nor  carefol  for  the  want  of  dropping  rain : 
The  l^ares  sprout  forth,  tbe  rtsing  branches  shoot, 
And  Summer  crowns  tbem  with  the  ripcn*d  fruit 

But  if  the  flowery  field,  with  varied  hiie, 
And  natiTC  sweetness,  entertain'd  his  view ; 
The  flowery  field  with  all  the  glorious  throng 
Of  liTely  eotours  rosę,  to  paint  his  sonj; ; 
Its  pride  and  fali  within  the  numbei-s  ran, 
And  spake  the  life  of  transitory  man. 

As  grass  arises  by  degrees  unseen 
To  deck  tbe  breast  of  Karth  with  loveiy  green, 
TiU  Nature^s  order  brings  the  withering  days. 
And  all  the  Siłnimer's  beauteous  pomp  decays; 
Sop  by  óegreet  unseen,  doth  man  arise, 
So  blooms  by  course,  and  so  by  course  he  dies. 
Or  as  ber  head  the  gaudy  fioweret  heaves, 
Spreads  to  the  Sun,  and  boasts  ber  silken  leares, 
Till  accidental  winda  their  glory  shed, 
And  then  they  fali  before  the  timc  to  fade ; 
So  man  appears,  so  fallś  in  all  his  prime, 
£re  Age  approaches  on  the  steps  of  Time. 

But  thee,  my  God !  thee  stiM  the  same  we  flnd, 
Thy  glory  lasting,  and  thy  mercy  kind; 
That  still  the  jast,  and  all  his  race,  may  know 
No  causc  to  monm  their  swiil  account  below. 

When  frbm  beneath  he  saw  tbe  wanderi  ng  sheep, 
That  gTaz'd  the  le^el,  rangę  along  the  steep, 
Tlien  rosę,  the  wanton  straggiers  horoe  to  cali, 
Before  the  pearly  dews  at  ercning  fali; 
Perhaps  new  tboughts  the  rising  ground  supply, 
And  thatemploys  his  mind  which  fills  his  eye. 
*•  From  pointed  hills,"  he  cries,  "  my  wishes  tend, 
To  that  great  bill  from  whence  snpports  descend: 
The  Lord*s  that  bill,  that  place  of  surę  dcfencc, 
My  wants  obtain  their  certain  help  from  thence." 
And  as  largc  hills  projectod  shadows  throw, 
Ib  wardthe  Sun  from  ofi'the  Tales  below, 
Or  for  their  safety  stop  the  blast  abote, 
That,  with  raw  vapours  loadrd,  nightiy  rore ; 
So  shall  protcction  u*er  his  servants  spread. 
And  I  repose  beneath  the  sacred  shade, 
Unhurt  by  ragę,  thit,  like  a  SuramerN  day, 
Destroys  and  scorches  with  impetuous  ray : 
By  wasting  sorrows,  uiiclepriv*d  of  rcst, 
That  fali,  like  damps  by  moon-shine,  on  the  breast, 
Herę  from  the  mind  the  prospec^s  seem  to  wear. 
And  leave  the  couch'd  design  appoaring  harc ; 
Aod  now  no  morę  the  shephcrd  singii  his  bill,  ' 
But  sings  the  soverrign  Lonl*8  protection  still. 
For  as  he  sees  the  Night  prcpar*d  to  eonie. 
On  win^  of  Erenine:,  he  prepares  for  home; 
And  in  the  song  thus  adds  a  blessing  morę, 
To  what  tbe  thought  within  the  fi<ciiTe  borę  : 
"  Etemal  Goodness  manifestly  still 
I*re5erve8  my  sool  froju  eacb  approach  of  ill : 


Ends  all  my  days,  tts  tA}  my  days  beginf, 
And  keeps  my  goings,  and  my  comini^in.'' 

Herę  think  the  sinking  Sun  dcscends  apace^ 
And,  from  thy  first  attempt,  my  Fancy,  cease; 
Herę  bid  the  ruddy  shepherd  quit  the  plain. 
And  to  the  fold  return  his  flocks  again. 
Go,  lest  the  lion,  or  the  shaiged  bear, 
Thy  tender  lambs  with  savage  hunger  tear; 
Thoufth  neitber  bear  nor  lion  mati^h  thy  might, 
When  in  their  ragę  they  stood  reveal*d  to  sight ; 
Go,  lest  thy  wanton  sbcep  retuming  home, 
Should,  as  they  pass,  through  doubtful  darkuess 

roam.  f 

Go,  niddy  yonth,  to  Bethlem  tum  thy  way. 
On  Betblem*s  road  conclude  the  parting  day. 

Methinks  he  goes  as  twilight  leads  the  nigbt. 
And  sees  the  crescent  rise  wi^h  silver  light ; 
His  words  consider  all  the  f^parkling  show 
With  which  the  stars  in  golden  ord»»r  glow. 
**  And  what  is  man,"  he  cries, "  that  thus  thy  kind, 
Thy  wondrous  love,  bas  lodgM  him  in  thy  mind? 
For  him  they  glitter,  him  the  beastś  of  prcy, 
That  scare  my  sheep,  and  these  my  sheep  obey. 

0  Lord,  our  Lord«  with  how  deservM  a  famo, 
Does  Earth  record  the  glories  of  thy  name  !*» 
Then,  as  he  thus  devoutly  waiks  along. 

And  finds  the  ro^d  bas  finish'd  with  the  song, 
He  sings,  with  lifted  hands  and  lifterl  eyes, 
"  Be  this,  my  God,  an  e^^ening  sacriflce." 

But  now,  the  lowly  dales,  tht;  trembling  grores, 
0'er  which  the  whisper*d  brceze  serenely  ro^es, 
Leave  all  the  course  of  working  fancy  elear, 
Or  only  grace  another  subji-ct  here; 
For  in  my  purpose  new  dcsigns  arise, 
Whose  brightening  imagcs  engage  minę  eyes, 
Then  here,  my  verse,  thy  louder  accents  ralse, 
Thy  theme  through  lofly  paths  of  glory  tracę ; 
Cali  forth  his  honours  in  imperial  throngs. 
And  strive  to  touch  his  morę  exalted  song*. 

While  yet  in  humble  yales  his  harp  he  strung, 
While  yet  he  foUowM  after  ewes  with  young, 
Etemal  Wisdcm  chose  him  for  his  own, 
And  from  the  fiock  adtranc'd  him  to  the  throne; 
That  there  his  upright  beart,  and  prudcnt  band, 
With  morę  distingutshM  skill,  and  high  commanJ, 
Might  act  the  shcpherd  in  a  nobler  sphere. 
And  takc  his  nation  into  regal  care. 
He  could  of  merry  thv>n,  and  justice  sing, 
Those  rndiant  virtucs  that  adom  a  king, 
That  make  his  reign  blaze  forth  with  bri|tht  renown, 
Be3'ondtho«egcmt)whos?  splendourderka  a  erownt 
That  fixing  peace,  by  temper 'd  !ovc*aacI  f  ar. 
Make  płaiiis  abound,  an'1  barrcn  mountains  ^^-ar, 
"  To  thee,  to  whom  these  attributcs  'wloiitr, 
To  thee,  my  God,'*  ho  cry'd,  *'  I  send  my  song; 
To  thee,  from  whoin  my  ret;al  glory  came, 

1  sing  tbe  forms  in  which  my  court  I  frame : 
Assist  tbe  models  of  imperfect  skill, 

O  come,  with  sacred  aid,  and  fi^  my  wilL 
A  wise  behaviour  in  my  prlyate^^ays. 
And  all  my  soul  dipposM  to  public  p'.*nce, 
Shall  daily  strive  to  let  my  subjects  soe 
A  ijerfcct  pattern  how  to  live,  in  me. 
Still  will  1  think,  as  still  my  dorics  rise. 
To  set  no  wickcd  thing  before  minc  eyes, 
Nor  will  1  choosc  the  favonrites  of  stat*», 
Vmong  those  men  that  havc  incurrM  tbine  hate, 
Whose  vice  but  makes  thcm  srandałously  in-eat; 
'Tis  timc  that  all,  whose  froward  racrc  of  heart 
Would  Tcx  my  realm,  shall  from  my  rcalm  depart; 
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*Tis  time  that  all,  wbose  private  slanderiog  lie 
I^ads  Judgment  falsely,  shall  by  Judgmeiit  die. 
And  time  the  great,  who  łoose  the  rei  as  tu  pride, 
Shall  with  negiect  aud  j^coru  be  łaid  aside ; 
But  o*er  tbe  tracts  that  my  commands  obey» 
1  'U  send  my  ligbt,  with  sharp  disarmiug  ray, 
Through  dark  retreats,  wherc  humble  mlads  abide, 
Through  sbades  of  pcace,  wbere  modest  Łempers 

bidę; 
To  find  tbe  good  that  may  support  my  state, 
And,  having  found  them,  then  to  make  tlicm 

great. 
My  roice  shall  raise  them^m  the  lonely  celi, 
With  me  to  goyern,  and  with  me  to  dwell. 
^y  Toice  shall  Flattery  and  Deceit  disgrace, 
And  in  their  room  exuited  Virtue  place ; 
That,  with  an  early  care,  and  stediast  band, 
The  wicked  perish  from  the  (aithful  land.*' 

When  on  the  tbrone  he  sate  in  calm  repose, 
And  with  a  royal  hope  his  oiTspring  rosę. 
His  prayers,  anticipating  time,  reveal 
Their  deep  concernment  for  tbe  pubKc  weal; 
Upon  a  good  forecastcd  thought  they  ran. 
For  common  blessings  in  the  king  begun : 
For  rigbteousness  and  judgment  strictly  fair, 
Which  from  the  kiiig  descends  upon  his  hein 
So  when  his  life  and  all  his  labour  cease, 
The  reign  socceeding,  brings  succeeding  peace; 
So  still  the  poor  sliall  find  impartial  laws* 
And  orphans  still  a  guardian  of  their  cause: 
And  Stern  Opprcssion  ha^e  its  galling  yoke* 
And  rabid  teeth  of  prey,  to-pieces  broke. 
'l^hen,  wondering  at  the  glories  of  his  way. 
His  friends  shall  love,  his  daunted  foes  obey; 
For  peaceful  commerce  neighbouring  kings  apply. 
And  with  great  presents  court  the  grand  ally. 
For  him  rich  gnms  shall  sweet  Arabia  bear, 
For  him  rich  Sheba  mines  of  gold-prepare; 
Htm  Tharsis,  him  the  foreign  isles  shall  greet. 
And  eTcry  nation  bend  ben^th  his  feet. 
And  thus  his  honours  &r-extended  grow, 
The  type  of  great  Messiah'8  reign  below. 

But  worldly  realms,  that  in  his  accents  sbine, 
Are  lefŁ  beneath  the  fttll-advanc'd  design ; 
Wfaen  tbougbts  of  empire  in  the  mind  increaae 
Cer  all  the  limits  that  determine  place, 
If  thus  the  monarch*s  rising  fitncy  moTe 
To  search  for  morę  unbounded  realms  aboye, 
In  which  celesttal  courts  the  king  maintains, 
And  o*er  the  yast  extent  of  Natui e  reigns  ^ 
He  then  describes,  in  eleyated  words, 
His  Israel'8  shepherd,  a9  the  Lord  of  Lords. 
How  bright  between  the  Chcrubims  he  sits, 
What  dazzling  lustre  all  his  throne  emits; 
How  Rigbteousness,  with  Judgment  join*d,  support 
Tbe  regal  seat,  and  dignify  the  court ; 
How  fairest  Honour,  and  majestic  State,      [wait ; 
The  presence   grace,  and  Strength  and  Beauty 
What  glittering  ministers  around  him  stand, 
To  fly  like  winds,  or  flames,  at  bis  command. 
How  surę  the  beams,  on  which  his  palące  rise, 
Are  set  in  waters,  rais^d  aboye  the  skies; 
How  wide  the  skies,  like  out-spread  curtains,  fly 
To  yeii  majestic  light  from  human  eye ; 
Or  form'd  the  wide  expanded  yaults  aboye, 
Where  storms  are  bounded,  tho*  they  seem  to  roye; 
Where  fire,  and  hail,  and  yapour  so  ful  fil 
The  wise  intentions  of  their  Maker^s  will ; 
How  well  'Łis  seen  the  great  Etemal  Mind 
Rides  on  the  clouds,  aod  walks  upon  the  wind. 


"  O,  wondroufl  Lord!  how  bright  thy  glories 
shine  [thioe; 

The  Heayens  declare,  for    what  they  buast  ia 
And  yon  blue  tract,  enrich^d  with  ort>s  of  light, 
In  all  its  handy-work  displays  thy  might." 

Again  the  monarch  touch'd  another  strain, 
Another  province  claim'd  his  yerse  again, 
Wbers  Ooodness  infinite  bas  fix*d  a  sway, 
Whose  out-stretch'd  limits  are  the  boonds  of  day. 
Beneath  this  empire  of  extended  air, 
Yet  still  in  reach  of  Proyidence's  care, 
God  piac*d  the  ronnded  Earth  with  stecUaat  faand* 
And  bid  the  basis  eyer  firmly  stand : 
He  bid  the  mountains  from  confusion'9  hea{»B 
Exalt  their  summits,  and  assume  their  shapes. 
He  bid  the  waters  like  a  garment  spread. 
To  form  large  seas,  and,  as  he  spake,  they  fled. 
His  Yoice,  his  thunder,  madę  the  wayes  obey. 
And  forward  hasten,  till  they  form'd  the  sea; 
Then,  lest  with  lawless  lage  the  surges  roar, 
He  mark*d  their  bounds,  and  gtit  them'in  with 

shore. 
He  fiU'd  the  land  with  brooks,  that  trembling  steal 
Through  winding  hills,  along  the  flowery  yale. 
To  which  tlie  beasts,  that  graze  the  yale,  retreat 
For  cool  refreshings  in  the  Sunmier^s  heat ; 
Wbile,  perchM  in  leayes  upon  the  tender  sprays, 
llie  biirds  around  their  singing  yoices  raise. 
He  makes  the  yapours,  which  he  taught  to  ńy, 
Forsake  the  chambers  uf  the  clouds  on  high. 
And  golden  banrest,  rich  with  ears  of  grain 
And  spiry  blades  of  grass,  adom  the  plain  ; 
And  grapes  Iuxuriant  checr  the  soul  with  winę, 
Ąnd  oiatment  shcd,  to  make  the  yisage  shine. 
Through  trunks  of  trees  fćrmcnting  sap  proceed^ 
To  fced,  and  tinge  the  liying  boughs  it  feeds: 
So  shoots  the  fir«  wbere  airy  storks  abide, 
So  cedar,  Lebanon'8  aspiring  pride, 
Whose  birds,  by  God's  appointment,  in  their  nest^ 
With  green  sorrounded,  lic  sccure  of  rest ; 
Where  smali  increase  the  barren  mountaina  giye^ 
There  kines,  adapted  to  tbe  feeding,  liye ; 
There  flocks  of  goats  in  healthy  pastures  browse. 
And,  in  their  rocky  entrails,  rabbits  house. 
Where  forests,  thick  with  shrubs,  entangled  standy 
Untrod  the  roads,  and  desolate  the  land, 
There  close  in  coyerts  hide  the  beasts  of  prey, 
Till  heayy  darkness  creeps  upon  the  day, 
Then  roar  with  Hunger^s  voice,  and  rangę  abroa^i 
And,  in  their  metbod,  seek  their  meat  from  God^ 
And,  Khen  the  dawning  edge  of  eastem  air 
Bcgins  to  purple,  to  their  deus  repair. 
M an,  next  succeeding,  from  the  sweet  repose 
Of  downy  bcds,  to  work  appointed  goes. 
When  first  the  Moming  sees  tbe  rising  Sun» 
He  sees  their  labours  both  at  once  begun ; 
And,  Night  retuming  with  its  starry  train, 
Perceiyes  their  labours  done  at  once  again. 
O !  manifold  in  works  supremdy  wise, 
How  well  thy  gracious  storę  the  world  supplies! 
How  all  thy  creatures  on  thy  goodness  cali. 
And  that  bestows  a  due  support  for  all ! 
When  from  an  open  band  thy  foyoors  flow, 
Rich  Bounty  stoops  to  yisit  us  below ; 
When  from  thy  band  no  morę  thy  fayouis  stream, 
Back  to  tlie  dust.we  tum,  from  whence  we  came^ 
And  when  thy  spirit  giyes  the  yital  heat, 
A  surę  succession  keeps  the  kinds  complete^ 
The  propap^ated  seeds  their  ibnns  retajn. 
And  aU  the  face  of  Earth  's  renew^d  again. 
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Tliua,  as  you*ve  seen  th'  effect  rerea]  the  CfMse,  . 
m  Natait^s  ruler  kaown  in  Naturę*)}  laws ; 
Tlius  still  his  povrer  is  o^et-  the  world  display^d, 
lad  still  rejoices  in  the  world  he  madę. 
The  Lord  he  reigDS,  the  Ktpg  of  kings  is  king; 
..et  nations  praise,  and  praises  learu  to  sing. 

My  Terses  here  «iay  change  their  style  again, 
knd  tracę  the  psalmist  in  another  strain ; 
^here  all  his  soul  the  soldier^s  ^pirit  warms, 
Lnd  to  the  musie  fits  the  sound  of  arms; 
VherB  brave  disorder  does  in  numbers  dwell, 
Lnd  artful  iiumber  speaks  disorder  well. 
Irise,  my  genius,  and  attempt  the  praise 
>F  dreaded  power,  and  perilous  essays; 
Lnd  where  his  accents  are  too  nobly  great, 
^ke  distant  echoes,give  the  faint  repeat: 
'or  who,  like  him,  with  enterpriziug  pen, 
^41  n  paint  the  Lord  of  Hosts  in  wrath  with  men  ? 
>r,  with  just  images  of  tuneful  lay, 
►et  all  his  terrours  in  their  fierce  array?-^— .— — 
ie  comes!  The  tumult  ofdiscordingspheres, 
Ile  qnivering  shoeks  of  earth,  confess  their  fears; 
Thick  smoke  precede,  and  blasts  of  angry  breath, 
That  kindle  dread  devouriug  flames  of  death. 
le  comes!  the  firmament,  with  dismal  night, 
)oivs  down,  and  seems  to  fali  upon  the  light; 
"lie  darkling  mists  enwrap  his  bead  around, 
"he  waters  deluge,  and  the  tempests  sound; 
Vhi}e  on  the  cherub*s  purple  wings  he  flies, 
knd  plants  his  black  pavilton  in  the  skies. 
Je  comes!  the  clouds  remove;  the  rattling  hail, 
!>esceDding,  bounds,  and  scatters  o*er  the  vale: 
iis  Toice  is  heard,  his  thunder  speaks  his  ire, 
lis  lightning  blasts  with  blue  sulphureous  &re ; 
lis  brandish*d  bolts  with  swift  commission  go, 
Po  punisb  man's  rebellious  acts  below. 
lis  Stern  i-ebukes  lay  deepest  ocean  bare, 
ind  solid  earth,  by  wide  eniption,  tear, 
Phen  glares  the  naked  gulph  with  dismal  ray, 
Ind  then  the  dar^  fuundations  see  the  day : 
>  God !  let  mercy  this  thy  war  assuage : 

Uas  !  no  mortal  can  sustain  thy  ragę.        

Vlii2e  I  but  strire  the  dire  effects  to  tell, 

knd  on  anothei-^s  woi-ds  atteotive  dwell, 

^nfiising  passions  in  my  bosoip  roli, 

knd  all  in  tumult  work  the  troubled  soul : 

Icmorse  with  pity,  fcar  with  sonrow  blend, 

ind  I  but  stnve  in  vain ;  my  versc,  descend, 

To  less  aspiring  paths  direct  thy  fligbt,     [might; 

[lioogh  still  the  less  may  morę  than  match  thy 

¥liile  I  to  second  agents  tune  the  strings, 

ląd  Israers  warrior  Israers  battles  sings; 

^reat  warrior  hc,  and  great  to  sing  of  war, 

WHose  lines  (if  ever  lines  prevaird  so  far) 

tf  ight  pitch  the  tents,  compose  the  ranks  anew, 

To  combat  sound,  and  bring  the  toil  to  view. 

")  Dation,most  sectirely  raisM  in  name, 

A^hose  fair  records  he  wrote  for  endlcss  famę : 

J  nation  oft  victorious  o*er  thy  fues, 

\t  once  thy  cooąuests,  and  thy  thanks  he  shows; 

Por  thus  be  sung  the  realms  that  must  be  thine, 

Ind  Diade  thec  thus  confess  an  aid  divine. 

When  Mercy  look'd,  the  waves  perceiv'd  its  sway, 

hnd  Israel  pass^d  the  deep  divided  sea. 

iVhen  Mercy  sp^ke  it,  haughty  Pbai-aoh*8  host, 

Ind  haughty  Pharaoh,  by  the  waves  were  tost. 

n^ien  Mercy  led  us  through  the  desert  sand. 

We  reach^d  the  borders  of  the  promis'd  land: 

Then  all  the  kings  their  gather'd  armies  brought, 

And  all  thpse  kiugs  by  Mercy 's  help  we  fought: 
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There,  with  their  monarch,  Amor's  people  bleed, 
For  God  was  gracious  and  the  tribeą  succeed. 
There  monstrous  Ogg  was  felPd  ou  Basau^s  plain. 
For  God  was  gracious  to  the  tribes  again. 
At  length  their  yoke  the  realms  of  Canaan  fecl. 
And  Israeł  sings  that  God  is  gracious  still. 
Nor  has  tne  warlike  prince  alone  inroll'd 
The  wondrous  feats  their  &thers  did  of  old; 
His  own  emblazon'd  acts  adorn  his  lays, 
These  too  may  challenge  just  retums  of  praise. 
"  My  God!"  he  cries,  "  my  surest  rock  of  might. 
My  trust  in  dangers,  and  my  shield  in  tight; 
Thy  matchless  bounties  I  with  gladness  own^ 
Nor  fi  ud  assistance  but  from  thee  alone: 
Thy  strcngth  is  armour,  aml  my  path  success. 
No  power  like  thee  can  thus  securely  bless. 
When  troops  united  would  arrest  my  coursę, 
I  break  their  files,  and  through  their  order  force ; 
When  in  their  towns  they  kecp,  my  siege  I  form. 
And  leap  the  battlements,  and  lead  the  storm; 
And  when  in  camps  abroad  intrench^d  they  lie, 
As  SAvift  as  hinds  in  cbase  I  bouud  on  high; 
My  strenuous  arms  thou  teachest  ^ow  to  kil]. 
And  snap  in  sunder  temper'd  bows  of  steel ; 
My  moving  footsteps  are  enlargM  by  thee. 
And  kept  from  snares  of  planned  ambush  frce; 
And  when  my  foes  forsake  the  field  of  fight, 
Then,  flush*d  with  con4oest,  I  pursue  their  fligbt: 
In  vain  their  fcars,  that  almost  reach  dcspair, 
The  trembling  wretches  from  minę  anger  bcar; 
As  swift  as  fear  bńsk  warmth  of  conąuest  goes, 
Aud  at  my  feet  dejects  the  woundcd  foes.; 
For  help  they  cali,  but  find  their  helper's  gonc. 
For  (jod's  against  them,  and  I  drive  them.  on 
As  whirling  dust  in  airy  tumult  fly, 
Before  the  tempest  that  involve8  the  sky; 
And,  in  my  rage^s  unavAided  sway, 
I  tread  their  nccks  like  abject  heaps  of  clay.'' 

l^e  waiTior  thus  in  song  his  deeds  express'd» 
Nor  vainly  boasted  wliat  he  but  confess^d; 
Wbile  warlike  actions  were  proclaim'd  abrpad^ 
That  all  their  praises  shouid  refer  to  God. 

And  herc,  to  make  this  brigbt  design  arise, 
In  fairer  splendour  to  the  nation's  cyes. 
Prom  private  valour  he  convert«  his  lays. 
For  yet  the  public  claimM  attempts  of  praise; 
And  public  conquests  where  they  jointly  fou^ht| 
Thus  stand  recorded  by  reflecting  thought; 
"  God  sent  his  Samuel  from  his  holy  seat 
To  bear  the  promise  of  my  futurę  state, 
Aud  I,  rejoicing,  see  the  tribes  ful  fil 
The  promis'd  purpose  of  Almighty  will: 
Subjected  Sichem,  sweet  Samaria^s  plain, 
And  Succoth^s  valleys,  have  confes8'd  my  reign; 
Remoter  Gilead's  hilly  tracts  obey, 
Manasseh^s  parted  sauds  accept  my  sway;  [minę, 
Strong  £phraim'8  sons  and  Ephraim's  poi-ts  are 
And  minę  the  throne  of  princely  Judah*8  line; 
Then  sińce  my  people  with  my  standaid  go. 
To  bring  the  strength  of  adverse  empire  Iow, 
Let  Moab'8  soil,  to  yile  subjection  brought, 
With  groans  declare  how  well  our  ran  kshaye  fougfat; 
Let  vanqułshM  Edom  bow  its  humbled  head. 
And  tell  hów  pompous  on  its  pride  1  tread; 
And  uow,  Philistia,  with  thy  conąuering  host, 
Dismay*d  and  broke,  of  conquer'd  Israel  boast ; 
But  if  a  seer  or  rabbah  yet  remain 
Od  Johemaan'8  bill,  o^  Amon's  plain, 
Lead  fbrth  our  armies.  Lord,  regard  our  prayer; 
Lead,  Jjord  of  battles,  and  wcUl  con^uer  there.'* ' 

c  c 
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As  this  the  warrior  spakc,  his  heart  aroso, 
And  thus,  with  grateful  tum,  peiform^d  the  cłose: 
Though  men  to  men  their  besŁ  assistancc  lend, 
Yet  men  alone  wili  but  in  vain  befriend; 
Through  God  we  work  exp!oits  of  hich  renown, 
Tis  God  that  treads  our  grcat  opposcrs  down. 

Hear  now  the  praise  of  well-disjiUted  fields, 
The  best  return  victorious  honour  yields ; 
Tis  common  good  n  storM,  when  lovely  Pcace 
la  join^d  with  Righteousness  in  strict  einbrace ; 
Hear,  all  ye  yictors,  what  your  sword  secures, 
Hear,  all  ye  nations,  for  the  cause  is  yours; 
And  when  thejoyful  titimpets  loudly  sunnd,  > 
When  groaning  captłvcs  in  their  ranks  are  bound, 
When  pillars  lift  the  bloody  piumes  in  air, 
And  broken  shafts  and  batterM  armour  hear; 
When  paintcd  arch^^s  acts  of  war  relate, 
When  slpw  procession*s  pompg  augment  thestate ; 
When  farae  relates  their  worth  aniong  the  throng, 
Thus  take  from  David  their  triumphant  song: 
**  Oh,  clap  your  hands  together!  oh,  rejoice, 
In  Go^,  with  me1ody's  eralted  vołce; 
Your  6acred  psalm  within  his  dwelling  raise. 
And,  for  a  pure  oblation,  oflter  praise  j 
For  the  rich  goodness  plentifully  showa 
He  prospers  our  design  upon  our  foes. 
Then  hither,  all  ye  nations,  hither  run, 
Behold  the  wonders  which  the  Lonl  has  done ; 
3eho!d,  with  what  a  mind,  the  hcap  of  slain, 
He  spreads  the  sangiiine  surfacc  of  the  plain; 
He  roakes  the  wars,  that  mad  confusion  hurPd, 
Be  spcnt  in  rictories,  and  leave  the  world. 
He  breaks  the  bended  bows,  the  »pears  of  irc, 
And  butns  the  shatter'd  chariots  in  the  fire, 
ADd  bids  the  realms  be  still,  the  tumult  ccase. 
And  know  the  Lord  of  war,  for  Lord  of  pcace." 
Now  may  the  tender  yonth  in  poodncss  ri^^e, 
Beneath  the  guidance  of  their  parcnts  eycs, 
As  tali  young  popiars,  when  the  ranger's  lii^h. 
To  xvatch  their  risings,  lest  they  shoot  awry. 
Now  may  the  beauteous  daughters,  bred  with  care, 
In  modest  rui  es,  and  pious  acts  of  fear, 
like  polishM  corners  of  the  tempie  be, 
So  brigbt,  so  spotłess,  and  so  fit  for  thee. 
Now  may  the  various  seasons  blf  ss  the  soil, 
And  plenteous  gardcners  pay  the  plougbman's  toil  j 
Now  sheep  and  kinc,  upon  the  flowery  mends, 
Increase  in  thbusands,  and  ten  thousand  hcadii; 
And  now  no  morę  the  sound  of  grief  oomplaius 
For  those  that  fali  in  fight,  or  Uve  in  chains; 
pere,  when  the  blessings  are  proclaimM  aloud, 
ioin  all  the  voices  of  the  tbaiikful  crowd  j 
Let  all  that  feel  them  #ius  confess  their  part, 
Thus  own  their  worth,  with  one  united  heart; 
Happy  the  realm  which  God  Youchsafes  to  bicss 
With  all  the  glories  of  a  bright  succcss ! 
And  happy  thriCe  the  realm  if  thus  he  please 
To  crown  those  glories  with  the  sweets  of  easej 
From  warfare  finish^d  on  a  chalh  of  thonszht, 
To  bright  attempts  of  ftiture  rapture  wroiight ; 
Yet  stronęer,  yet  thy  pinions  stronger  raise, 
O  Fancy,  reigning  in  the  powtr  of  lays. 
For  Sion^s  hill  thinc  airy  courses  ho!d, 
'Twas  there  thy  Dav!d  prophesy*d  of  old; 
And  there  devout  in  contemplation  sit, 
In  holy  visł(»n,  and  extat«c  fit, 

Methinks  I  scem  to  f«?el  the  charm  berin, 
Now  sweet  contentment  tuncs  my  soul  within; 
Kow  wondrous  soft  arising  musie  plays, 
Ab4  now  foli  sounda  ucon  tbe  senae  increate;^ 


Fit  David^8  lyre,  his  artful  fingers  morę, 
To  court  the  spirit  from  the  realms  aboTC  ; 
And,  pleas*d  to  come  w  berę  Holiness  atteuds^ 
The  courted  spirit  from  above  descends. 
Hence  on  the  lyre  and  voice  new  graces  rest. 
And  bright  prophetic  forms  eiilarge  the  breast; 
Hence  finu  decrees  his  mystic  hymns  relate, 
Affix^  in  Heaven*s  adamantine  gatc, 
The  glories  of  tlłe  most  important  age, 
And  Christ^s  blest  empire  seen  by  sute  preiBJge. 

When,  in  a  distant  %'iew,  with  inward  ej'c«, 
He  sees  the  Son  descending  from  the  skies. 
To  take  tbe  form  of  man  for  mankind*8  sake, 
T  is  thus  he  makes  tbe  great  Messiah  speak  : 
**  It  is  not,  Father,  blood  of  buHocks  idajn 
Can  cleanse  the  world  from  univerBai  stain  ; 
Such  oflerings  are  not  here  reąuired  by  tbee. 
But  point  at  minę,  and  leare  the  woiic  for  me; 
To  perfect  which,  as  scnrants  ears  they  driU, 
In  sign  of  opening  to  their  master^s  will ; 
Thy  will  would  open  minę,  and  bare  me  bear 
My  sign  of  mini8try,the  body  there. 
Prophetic  rolumes  of  our  state  assign 
The  world^s  redemption  as  an  act  of  minę  j 
And  lo,  with  cheerftil  and  obedient  heart, 
I  come,  my  Father,  to  perfonn  my  part-** 
So  spake  the  Son,  and  left  his  throng  abovc, 
When  wings  to  bear  hłm  were  prepar'd  by  Lon; 
When  with  their  monarch,  on  the  grcat  desccst. 
Sweet  Humblcness  and  gentle  Patience  went; 
Fair  sisters  both,  both  bles8'd  in  his  esteem, 
Aod  both  appointed  here  to  wait  on  him. 

But  now,  befbre  the  propbet*s  ravish*d  cyes^ 
Succeeding  prospects  of  his  life  artse; 
And  here  he  teaches  alf  the  world  to  sing 
Those  strains  in  which  the  nation  own'd  him  ki^ 
When  boughs  as  at  an  holy  feast  they  bear. 
To  show  the  godhead  manifested  there ; 
And  garments,  as  a  mark  of  ^ory,  strow'dy 
r^eclar^d  a  prince  proclaim*d  upon  the  road: 
"  This  day  the  Lord  hath  madę,  we  will  empky 
In  songs,'*  he  cries,  "  and  cdnsecmte  to  joy. 
Hosannah,  Lord,  Hosannah,  shed  tliy  peace; 
Hosannah,  1ong-expccting  nations  grace ; 
Oh,  bless'd  in  lionour*8  height  triumphant  tboa, 
That  wast  to  come,  oh,  bless  thy  people  now.*» 

'T  were  easy  dwciling  here  with  fix*d  deltgfat. 
And  much  the  sweet  engagement  of  the  sig'ht; 
But  fleeting  risions  cach  on  other  throng. 
And  chan<^e  the  musie,  and  demand  the  song: 
Ah !  musie  chang^d  by  sadly  moving  show: 
Ah !  song  demanded  in  exces»  of  woe ! 
For  v/hat  was  all  the  gracious  Saviour*s  stay, 
Whiist  here  he  trod  in  life'8  encumber^d  way. 
But  troubled  patience,  persecnted  breath, 
Neglected  sorrows,  and  afflieting  death  ; 
Apptyach,  ye  sinners;  thłnk  the  garden  shavi 
Hit  bloody  sweat  of  fuli  arising  throws; 
Approach  his  grief,  and  hear  him  thns  cotnpłan 
'niroup:h  Davłd's  person,  and  tn  Dańd's  strain. 

**  Oh,  save  me,  God,  thy  floods  aboat  me  ro^ 
Thy  wrath  divine  hath  orerfloWd  my  wml : 
I  come  at  length  whei^  rlsiug  waters  drown. 
And  sink  in  decp  affliction,  deeply  down. 
Deceitful  snaros,  to  bring  me  to  tbe  dead, 
Lie  ready  placM  in  every  path  I  tread ; 
And  Heli  itself,  with  all  that  Heli  contains, 
Of  fiends  accur«'d,  and  drcadftil  cbange  of  palai, 
To  daunt  firm  will,  nnd  cross  the  good  destfni^K 
With  Btrong  (emptations  &ttea  on  the  aiiwi^ 
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■eh  grief,  such  sorrows,  in  amazing^  vlew,       ' 

^istracted  fears  and  beaviness  pursue.** 

'e  Sages,  deepły  read  in  human  frainc, 

lie  passions'  causes,  and  tbeir  wild  extreme ; 

Then  movM  an  object  morę  oppos^d  to  bliss, 

IThat  othcr  agony  could  equal  liis  ? 

Tlie  musie  still  procecds  wita  moiimful  airs, 
ind  speaks  the  dangers,  as  it  speaks  the  fears. 
Oh,  sacred  preseoce,  from  tbc  son  withdrawn : 
Ml,  Ood,  my  fatbei*,  wbither  art  thou  gone } 
^,  must  my  soui  bewail  tormenting  pa'n, 
ind  all  my  words  of  anguish  fali  in  Tain  ? 
*he  trouble*s  near,  in  which  my  life  will  end ; 
tut  Bone  is  near,  tbat  will  assistance  Icnd ; 
•ike  Bashan'8  bulls,  my  foes  against  me  throng, 
o  proud,  inhumaoy  numberless,  and  strong. 
•ike  desert  lioos,  on  tbeir  prey  they  go, 
o  much  tbeir  fierce  desire  of  blood  they  show: 
A  plougbrrs  wound  the  ground,  they  toro  my  back, 
•nd  long  deep  furrows  manifest  the  track. 
liey  pierc*d  my  tender  hands,  my  tender  feet, 
LDd  causM  sbarp  pangs,  where  oenres  in  num- 

bers  meet; 
Uch  streams  of  life  foraake  my  rended  reins, 
ind  foli  like  water  spilPd  upon  the  plains; 
ly  bones,  that  us'd  in  holiow  seats  to  ciose, 
Hsjoint  witłi  anguish  of  convulsive  throws ; 
ly  mourning  heart  is  melted  in  my  frame, 
is  wax  dbsoWing  runs  bofore  a  ilame; 
ly  strengthdriesup,  my  flesh  the  moistare  leave8, 
Jid  on  my  tongue  my  clammy  palate  cleares: 
llas!  Ithlrstj  alas!  furdńnklcaM; 
'or  drink  they  give  me  vinegar  aud  galL 
'o  sportful  gamę  the  8avage  soldiers  go, 
md  for  my  yesture,  on  my  resture  throwj 
rhJIe  all  deride,  who  see  me  thus  forlorn, 
Lod  shoot  their  J  ips,  and  shake  tbeir  heads  in  scorn. 
ind,  with  despifeful  jest, '  Behold,'  they  ery, 
The  great  p«^uliar  darling  of  tbe  sky ; 
le  tnisted  God  woułd  save  his  soul  from  woe, 
fow  God  may  have  Mm,  if  he  Iove8  him  so.' 
lat  to  the  dust  of  death,  by  quick  decay, 
come;  O  Father,  be  not  long  away." 
ind  was  it  thus,  the  prince  of  life  was  slain } 
Ad  was  it  thus  he  dyM  for  worthless  men? 
''es,  blessed  Jesus !  thus,  in  every  linę, 
lie  sufferings  which  the  prophet  spake  were  thine. 

Come,  Christian,  to  tbc  corpse,'iu  spirit  come, 
ind  with  true  sinst  of  grief  surroand  the  tomb. 
Fpon  the  thresbdld-stone  let  Sin  be  slain, 
och  sacriiioe  will  best  avenge  his  pain. 
Iting  tłiither  then  repentance,  sighs,  and  tears, 
(ring  mortifyM  desires,  bring  holy  fears  $ 
Lod  eamest  prayer  express*d  from  thoughts  that 

roU 
lirough  broken  mind,  and  groanings  of  the  soul; 
tiese  scatter  on  his  bearse,  and  so  prepare 
"bose  obsequics  the  Jews  deny'd  him  there; 
IThile  io  yoor  bearts  the  ilames  of  love  may  bnm, 
*o  dress  the  vault,  like  lamps  in  sacred  um. 
liere  oft,  my  soul,  in  such  a  gratefut  way, 
liine  bumblest  homage,  with  the  godly  pay. 

But  Da^id  strikes  the  sounding  chords  anew, 
Uid  to  thy  first  design  recaU  tby  view; 
rom  life  to  dfath,  from  death  to  life  he  fliet, 
ia5,  still  parsoes  bis  object  in  his  eyes; 
Ind  here  recounts,  in  morę  en1iven'U  song, 
lie  sacred  presence,  not  absentcd  long: 
1)c.ileah  not  sufFer^d  in  the  grave  to  dwell. 
Im  sou)  not  siiffer'd  W  reiBftia  in  HfU.; 


But  as  the  conqaeror,  fatiguM  in  war, 
With  hot  pursuit  of  eneinies  afar, 
Reclines  to  drink  tbe  torrcnt  gliding  by, 
Then  lifts  his  looks  to  rcpossess  the  sky; 
So  bow'd  the  Son,  i  o  life*s  uneasy  road, 
With  anxious  toil  and  tborny  danger  8trow'dj 
So  bow*d  the  Son,  but  not  to  find  relief, 
But  taste  the  deep  imbitter^d  floods  of  gricf; 
So  when  he  tasted  these,  he  rais*d  his  head. 
And  left  the  sable  mansions  of  the  dead, 
£re  mouldering  time  consum'd  the  Stones  away, 
Or  slow  con*upŁiou's  worms  bad  work^d  decay : 
Here  foith'8  foundations  all  the  soul  employ 
With  spriogiiig  graces,  springing  beams  of  joy; 
Then  pausM  the  voice,  wh6reNatare'Bseentopaiue^ 
And  for  a  time  suspcnd  ber  ancient  laws. 

From  hencc  arising  as  the  gk>ries  rise> 
That  must  adrance  above  the  iofty  skies, 
lie  nins  with  sprightly  fingcrs  o^er  tbe  lyre. 
And  flUs  new  songs  with  new  celestial  fire : 
In  which  he  shows,  by  fair  description^s  ray, 
The  Christ^s  ascension  to  the  lealms  of  day ; 
When  Justice,  pleas'd  with  life  already  paid, 
Unbends  hcr  brows,  and  sheaths  ber  angry  blade; 
And  mcHlitates  rewards,  and  will  restore 
What  Mercy  wooM  him,  to  forsake  before. 
When  ca  a  cloud,  with  giided  edge  of  light« 
He  rosę  above  tlie  reach  of  human  sight. 
And  met  the  pomp  that  hung  aloft  in  air. 
To  make  his  bonours  morę  esceeding  fair; 
"  See,"  cries  tbe  prophet,  "  how  the  chariots  wait 
To  bear  him  upwards  ip  triumphant  stato, 
By  twenty  thousands  in  unnumber'd  throug. 
And  angels  draw  the  gUttering  ranks  alung. 
The  Lord  amongst  them  sits  in  glory  dress^d. 
Nor  mure  the  presence,  Sinoi  Mount  confest.*^ 
And  now  the  chariots  ha^e  begun  to  fly, 
The  triumph  moves,  the  Lord  a8cends  on  high. 
And  Sin  and  Satan,  us'd  to  captive  men, 
Are  dragg*d  for  captives  in  his  ample  train; 
While,  as  be  goes,  seraphic  circles  sing 
The  wondrous  conquest  of  their  wondrous  king; 
With  shouts  of  joy  their  heaTenly  voices  raise. 
And  witb  shrill  trumpets  manifest  his  praise; 
From  such  a  point  of  such  cxceedin^  height, 
A  while  my  yerses  stoop  their  airy  flight, 
And  seem  for  rest  on  01i?et  to  breathe, 
And  charge  the  two  that  stand  in  wbite  beneath; 
That  as  tUey  move,  and  join  the  moTing  rear 
Witbin  their  honour^d  hands,  aloft  they  bear 
The  crown  of  thoms,  the  cross  on  which  he  dy'd, 
The  nails  that  pierc^d  bis  limbs,  the  spear  his  side; 
Then,  where  kind  Mercy  lays  the  thunder  by, 
Where  Peace  bas  hung  great  MicbaePs  arms  oa 
Let  these  adom  his  magazine  above,  [high ; 

Aud  hang  the  trophieit  of  Tictorious  love; 
Lest  man,  by  superstitious  mind  enticM, 
Sbouid  idolize  wfaateyer  touchM  the  Christ. 

But  slill  the  prophet  in  tbe  spirit  soars 
To  new  Jerusalem^s  imperial  doors; 
There  sees  and  hears  the  ble88>d  angclic  throng, 
There  feels  their  nmsic,  and  record^  tbeir  spng: 
Or,  with  the  yision  warm'd,  attempts  to  write. 
For  those  inhabitants  of  nati^e  light. 
And  teacbes  harmony's  distinguish^d  parts, 
Io  sweet  respondence  of  united  bearts; 
For  thus  w^ithout  might  warbling  angels  sing, 
Their  course  coiitaining  on  the  flutter*d  wiuf , 
Eteraal  gates!  your  stately  portals  rear, 
E^rofli  gatod!  your  ways  of  joy  prepare; 
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The  King  of  Gtoi^  for  admittance  stays; 
He  oomes,  lie'll  enter,  O  prepare  your  ways ; 
Then  bright  arch-angels,  that  attend  the  «ral),    . 
M  ighŁ  thus  upon  the  beauteous  order  caii : 
Ye  fellow-ministers,  that  now  proclaim 
Your  King  of  Giory,  teU  his  awful  name. 
At  which  the  beauteous  order  will  accurd, 
And  soand  of  solcnin  notes  pronoaiice  tiie  Loid : 
The  Ijord  endued  with  strenglb,  renów  n'd  for 

migbt, 
With  Bpoils  retuming  from  the  GiiishM  fip^ht. 
Again  with  lays  they  chami  the  sacred  gates, 
^nd  graces  doubte,  while  the  song  repeats; 
Again  within  the  sacred  guardians  sing, 
And  ask  the  name  of  tht^ir  ^ictorious  king; 
And  then  again,  the  Lord'8  the  name  rebounds 
From  tongue  to  tongue,  catch^d  up  in  frequent 
rounds. 

New  thrones  and  po\rers  appear  to  lift  the  gate, 
A  lid  David'b'tin  pursues  their  enterM  state. 
Oh,  prophet !  father !  whither  wouWst  thou  fly  ? 
Oh,  mystic  IsraePs  chariot  for  the  sky; 
Thou  sacred  spirii !  what  a  wondrous  height. 
By  thce  supported,  soars  his  airy  flight! 
For  glimpse  of  Majesty  divine  ts  brought, 
Among  tho  shifted  prospects  of  the  thought : 
Dread,  sacred  sight !  I  dare  not  gazę  for  fear, 
But  sit  beueath  the  singer^s  feet,  and  hcar ; 
And  hołd  each  soand  that  interrupts  the  mind, 
Thtts  in  a  calm  by  power  of  yerse  confin*d. 

Ye  dreadful  ministers  of  God,  displeasM, 
In  blasting  tempests  be  no  longer  raisM !  [groan, 
Ye  deep-monthM  thunders,  leave  your  direfiii 
Nor  rołl  in  hollow  cloads  around  the  throne. 
The  still  smali  roice  morę  justly  will  expres8 
How  great  Jehorah  did  the  Lord  address. 
And  you  bright-feather*d  choirs  of  endicss  peace, 
A  while  from  tunefuł  hallelujahs  cease; 
A  while  stand  fix'd,  with  deep  attentive  care, 
YouUl  havc  the  time  to  sing  for  evet  tbere. 
The  royal  prophet  will  the  silence  break, 
And  in  his  words  Almigtity  goodoess  speak. 
He  spake  (and  smiPd  to  see  the  business  done), 
**  Thou  art  my  first,  my  great  bcgotten  Son; 
Herę  on  the  right  of  Majci^ty  sit  down, 
£njoy  tiiy  conquest,  and  receive  tby  crown, 
Wiiile  I  thy  worship  and  renown  cómplete, 
And  make  thy  foes  the  foot-stool  of  thy  feet; 
For  ril  pronounce  the  long-resoWd  decree. 
My  sacred  Sion  be  reserv'd  for  thee. 
From  thence  thy  peaccfal  rod  of  power  extend, 
Frora  thence  thy  Messenger  of  Mercy  send. 
And  tcach  thy  vnttqui8h*d  eneuiies  to  bow, 
And  rule  where  HpU  bas  fix'd  an  empire  now. 
Then  ready  nations  to  their  rightiiil  king 
The  free-will  ofierings  of  their  heaits  shall  bring, 
In  holy  beauties  for  acceptauce  dressM, 
And  ready  nations  be  with  pardon  blessM ; 
Meanwhile  thy  dawu  of  trath  begins  the  day, 
£nlighten'd  subjects  shall  increase  the  sway; 
With  snch  a  spłendid  and  unnumberM  traio, 
As  dews  in  morning  fili  the  gra^sy  plain. 
This  by  myself  I  swore;  the  |;reat  intent 
Has  past  my  sanction,  and  t  can't  repent : 
Thou  art  a  king,  and  priest  of  peace  bclow, 
Łike  Salem'8  monarch,  and  for  ever  so. 
Ask  what  thou  will,  'tis  thine  the  Gentiles'  claim; 
For  thy  possession  take  the  world's  extreme. 
The  kings  shail  ragę,  the  parties  6tnve  in  yain. 
By  penecating  ragę,  tg  brwk  thy  rcign  j 


Thou  art  my  Christ,  and  they  that  still  cad  h€ 
Rcbeliious  siibjects  be  destroy*d  by  thee. 
Bring,  like  ^e  potter,  to  seyerc  decay, 
Thy  worthless  crcatures,  found  in  bumble  dajT; 
Then  hear,  ye  monarchs,  and  ye  judgea  hear, 
Rejoice  with  trembling,  serve  the  Lord  with  fiear; 
In  his  commands  with  sig^s  of  homage  moTe, 
And  kiss  the  gracious  offers  of  his  loTe : 
Ye  surely  perish  if  his  anger  flame, 
And  only  they  be  bless^d  that  bless  his  name." 
Thus  does  the  Christ  in  Dayid^s  anthems  shise^ 
With  fuli  magnificence  of  art  dirine; 
Then  on  his  subjects  gifts  of  grace  bestow. 
And  spread  his  image  on  their  beartabelow; 
As  when  our  earthly  kings  receire  the  głobe, 
The  sacred  unction,  and  the  purple  robę, 
And  mount  the  throne  with  golden  glory  crowa^ 
They  scatter  medals  of  themselves  around; 
Thcre  heavenly  singers  clap  their  vary'd  wings, 
A  nd  lead  the  choir  of  all  created  things. 
Rfilate  his  glory*s  everlasting  prime, 
His  fajne  continued  with  the  length  of  time; 
While,  ere  the  San  shall  dart  a  gilded  beam, 
Or  changing  Moons  diffuse  the  siWer^d  gleam  ; 
Where-e*er  the  waves  of  rolling  ocean  sent, 
Encompass  land  with  arms  of  wide  exteiit. 
Hail,  ittll  of  roercy:  ready  natiaiis  ery ! 
Hail,  oh,  for  ever,  ever  blci^sM  on  higb  ! 
Hail,  oh,  for  ever  on  thy  beauteous  throne  ! 
Thou  Lord  that  workest  wondrous  tbings  aloce  \ 
Still  let  thy  clory  to  the  world  appear. 
And  all  the  richcs  of  thy  goodness  hear. 

But  thou,  fair  church,  in  whom  he  fixe8  love, 
Thou  quoen  accepted  of  the  Prince  above  ; 
Bchold  him  fairer  than  the  sons  of  men; 
Embraoe  his  offer^d  heart,  and  share  his  reign; 
In  Mosos'  laws  they  bred  thy  tender  years  ; 
But  now  to  new  commands  incline  thine 
Forget  thy  peoplc,  bcar  no  morę  in  mind 
Thy  iather^s  houshold,  for  thy  spouse  is- 
Within  thy  soul  let  vain  affections  die, 
Him  only  worship,  and  with  him  comply.       jC 
So  shall  thy  spouse*s  heart  with  thine  agree, 
So  słiall  his  fervour  still  increase  for  thee.     - 
Come,  while  he  calls,  supremely-fovour*d  q«ieei3i 
In  hcuTenly  glories  dress  thy  soul  witbin ; 
With  pious  actions  to  the  throne  be  bronght,  -' 
In  close  conuection  of  the  Tirtues  wrougbt; 
Let  these  around  thee  for  a  gtirment  shine. 
And  be  the  work  to  make  them  pleasing  thine: 
Come,  Iovely  queen,  advance  with  stately  port; 
Thy  good  oompanions  shall  complete  thy  couit, 
With  joyful  souls  their  joyfol  entraoce  sinf^. 
And  fili  the  pałace  of  your  grac|oas  king; 
What  though  thy  Moses  and  the  prophets  ccase 
What  though  the  priesthood  leaves  the  settled  rac< 
The  father^s  place  their  offspring  welt  suppUes, 
When  at  thy  spouse^s  ministry  they  risr; 
When  thy  bless'd  houshold  on  his  onłers  gfi. 
And  rule  for  him  where-e'er  he  reigna  beicuwr* 
Come,  queen  exalted,  come ;  my  lasting  son^ 
To  futurę  ages  shall  thy  famę  prolong. 
The  joyfol  nations  shall  thy  praise  prodaim. 
And,  for  their  safety,  crowd  beneath  thy  nanML 
Oh,,boanteous  Savioar!  still  thy  mercy  Kiad^ 
Still  what  thy  Davłd  sung,  thy  servants  find ! 
Still  what  thy  Da^id  sung  thy  seryants  spe, 
From  thee  sent  down,  and  sent  again  to  tbee. 
They.  see  the  words  of  thanks,  and  lo^e  dirine, 
In  strains  myst^ńous  intenninglod  sbin^ 
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As  sweet  and  Hch  unitę  in  costly  waves, 

When  purling  guld  thc  purpled  web  receiyef; 

And  stiii  the  church  he  shadow'd  heara  ihe  lays, 

[d  daily  service,  as  an  aid  to  praise. 

At  the«e  ber  temper  good  Deyotion  warms, 

And  moiants  aloft  with  moreengaging  channs: 

rhen,  as  she  stńTes  to  reach  tbe  lofty  sky, 

Bids  Gratitude  assist  ber  wiU  to  fly ; 

n  these  our  gratitude  becomes  on  iire, 

rhen  feels  its  flames  iinprov*d  by  strong  dcsire; 

riien  feels  desire  in  eager  wishes  move, 

Ind  wish  determine  In  the  point  of  Iove. 

Soch  hymns  to  regulate,  and  such  to  raise, 
Ipproacb,  ye  sounding  instniments  of  praise: 
T  is  fit  you  tune  for  him  whose  holy  lofe, 
!o  wi»h  aspiring  to  the  choir  above, 
ind  fond  to  practise  ere  his  time  to  go, 
)evoutIy  callM  you  to  the  choir  b^low; 
rherr,  wherehepłac^d  you^withyoursolemnsound, 
^or  6od's  high  glory,  fili  the  sacrcd  ground, 
knd  there,  and  every-where,  his  wondrous  name 
Vithin  his  finnament  of  power  proclaim. 
•oft  pleasing  lutes  with  easy  sweetness  move, ' 
Po  touch  the  sentiments  of  heavenly  loTe; 
Lssist  the  lyre  and  voice,  to  tell  the  charms 
*bat  gently  stole  him  from  the  Fathcr^s  arms ; 
)ay  trembling  timbrels,  us'd  with  airs  of  mirth, 
kssist  the  loud  Hosannah  rais^d  on  Earth ; 
IThen  on  an  ass  he  meekly  ridcs  along, 
ind  muititudes  are  heai-d  within  the  song. 
'a]l-tenor'd  psaltery  join  the  doleful  part, 
B  wfaich  his  agony  possest  his  heart; 
jid  seem  to  feel  thyself,  and  seem  to  show, 
t  rising  heayiness  and  signs  of  woc. 
onorous  organ,  at  his  passion  moan, 
jm)  utter  forth  tby  sympathizing  groan, 
B  big  s]ow  murmurs  anxious  sorrow  speak, 
ITbile  melancholy  winds  thine  entrails  shake. 
kS  when  he  sufferM,  with  complaining  sound, 
he  storms  in  vaulted  cayems  shouk  the  ground^ 
wid  checHuI  cymbals  give  an  air)'  strain, 
i^hen,  having  brarely  broke  thc;  doubled  chain 
f  Death  and  Heli,  he  left  the  conqaer*d  grayc, 
nd  rosę  to  yisit  those  he  dy*d  to  save, 
ikd  as  he  moimts  in  song,  and  angcls  sing, 
rith  grand  procc&sion,  their  retuming  king, 
riumphant  trumpt-ts  raise  their  notes  on  high, 
nd  make  theni  seein  to  mount,  and  seem  to  fly, 
lien  all  at  once  conspire  to  praise  the  Lord, 
I  rausłc's  fuli  conscnt,  and  just  accord : 
e  sons  of  art,  in  such  melodia  .is  way, 
oncludc  the  service  which  yuu  join  to  pay, 
^hile  nations  sing  Amen,  and  yet  again 
old  forth  the  notę,  and  sing  aloud  Anicn. 
Herę  has  my  fanc}'  gone  whcre  David  leads, 
ov  softiy  pacing  o'er  the  grassy  meadi;; 
Dw  nobly  mounting  where  the  monarchs  rcar 
)e  gilded  spircs  of  palaces  in  air; 
i>w  shooting  thence,  upon  the  lerel  fligbt, 

>  drcadful  dangers  and  the  toils  of  fight, 
fton  with  utmost  stretch  ascending  far, 
syond  the  region  of  the  farthest  star; 

i  sharpest-sighted  eagles  towering  fiy, 

>  weatber  their  broad  sails  in  open  sky, 

t  longth  on  wings  half-closM  slide  gently  down, 
id  one  attempt  shall  all  my  labours  crown. 
oth<*rs*  Terse  the  rest  be  better  shown, 
it  this  is  roore,  or  should  be  roore,  thine  own. 
If  thcn  the  spirit  that  snpports  my  lincs 
ITC  prov*d  anequal  to  my  large  dcsicns, 


Łet  others  rise  from  earthly  pa8Słou*8  dream^ 
By  me  proVok'd  to  vindicate  the  theme. 
Let  others  round  the  world  in  rapture  rove, 
Or  with  strong  feathers  fan  the  breeze  above, 
Or  walk  the  dusky  shades  of  Death,  and  dire 
Down  Helios  abyss,  and  mount  agaiu  alive/ 
But,  oh,  my  God !  may  these  uuartful  rbymes 
In  sober  words  of  woe  bemoan  my  crimes. 
T  is  fit  the  sorrows  I  for  ever  vent 
For  wbat  I  never  can  enough  repent ; 
T  is  fit,  and  David  shows  the  moring  way. 
And  with  his  prayer  instructs  my  soul  to  pray. 
Then,  sińce  thy  guilt  is  morę  than  matchM  by  me, 
And  sińce  my  troubles  should  with  thine  agree, 
O  Muse,  to  glories  in  aflSiction  bom!  ' 

May  tby  humility  my  soni  adom. 
For  humblest  prayers  are  most  afiecting  strains, 
As  mines  lie  rich  in  lowly  planted  Teins; 
Such  aid  I  want,  to  render  mercy  kind. 
And  such  an  aid  as  here  I  want,  I  find: 
Thy  weeping  accents  in  my  numbers  run, 
Ah,  thought!  ah,voicc,  of  inward  dole  begCin! 
My  God,  whose  angcr  is  appeas'd  by  tears, 
Bow  gently  down  thy  Mercy*s  gracious  eai*s ; 
With  many  tongues  my  sins  for  justice  cali. 
But  Mercy^N  ears  are  manifold  for  all. 
Those  sweet  celestial  windo ws  open  wide. 
And  in  fuli  strcams  let  soft  compassion  glide; 
There  wash  my  soul,  and  cleanse  it  yet  again, 
O  throughly  cleanse  it  from  the  gnilty  stain; 
For  I  my  life  with  inward  anguish  see, 
And  all  its  wretchedness  confess  to  tbee. 
The  iarge  indictment  stands  bcfore  my  view, 
Drawn  forth  by  conScience,  most  amazing  tnie; 
And  filł*d  with  secrets  hid  from  human  eye, 
When,  foolish  man,  thy  God  stood  witness  by. 
Then,  oh,  thou  majesty  divinely  great, 
Accept  the  sad  eonfessions  1  repeat, 
Which  elear  thy  jiutice  to -the  world  below, 
Should  dismal  sentence  doom  my  soul  to  woe, 
When  in  the  silent  womb  my  shape  was  madę. 
And  from  tbe  womb  to  lightsome  life  convey*d, 
Curs'd  sin  bc?au  to  take  unhsppy  root. 
And  through  my  veins  its  early  flbres  shoot; 
And  then  what  goodness  didst  thou  show,  to  kiH 
The  rising  weeds,  and  principles  of  ill; 
When  to  my  breast,  in  fair  celestial  flame, 
Eternal  Tmth  and  lovely  Wisdom  came, 
Bright  gifl,  by  simple  Naturę  never  got, 
But  here  reveard  to  c hangę  the  ancient  biot. 
This  wondrous  help  whioh  Mercy  pleas^d  to  granty 
Continue  still,  for  still  thine  aid  I  want; 
And,  as  the  men  whom  leprosies  invade, 
Or  tliey  that  touch  the  carcase  of  the  dead, 
With  hyssop  sprinkled,  aaJ  by  water  cleanM, 
Their  former  pureuess  in  the  Jaw  regain*d; 
So  purge  my  soul,  di8«a8*d,  aląs!  within. 
And  much  pollutcd  with  dead  works  of  sin. 
Fur  such  blessM  farours  at  thine  hand  I  sue. 
Be  grace  thine  hyssop  and  thy  water  too. 
Then  shall  my  whiteness  for  perfection  yie 
With  blanching  snows  that  newly  leaVe  the  sky. 
Thus,  throfagh  my  mind,  thy  Toice  of  gladness  send, 
Thus  speak  the  joyful  woi*d,  I  will  be  cleau*d; 
That  all  my  strength,  con8um'd  with  mournful 
^^^y>  l>y  ^l^y  sa^iog  health,  rejoice  again :    [pain. 
And  now  no  morę  my  foul  ofiences  see, 
O  tum  firom  these,  but  tum  thee  not  from  me; 
Or,  lest  tbey  make  me  too  deform*d  a  sight. 
Oh,  biot  them  with  OblJTion^s  endless  night. 
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Then  ^rthinr  pureness  to  tht  Rervant  {crant, 
Another  hrart,  or  chancre  in  this,  I  nant. 
Create  another,  or  the  change  create, 
For  now  my  vile  eorniption  is  so  great, 
It  seems  a  new  crcation  to  restore 
Its  ialPn  estate  to  wbatit  was  bcfofp. 
Beiiew  my  spirit)  raging  in  my  breast, 
And  all  its  passions  in  their  course  arrest; 
Or  tum  their  motions,  widely  gone  astray, 
And  fix  their  footstcps  in  thy  righteous  way; 
W  hen  this  is  granted,  wben  again  Tm  whole, 
Oh  ne*er  withdraw  thy  presence  from  my  soól : 
There  iet  it  shine,  so  let  me  be  restorM  > 

Toprescntjoy,  which  conscious  hopcsafford. 
Th^re  let  it  swectiy  shine,  and  o'er  my  breast 
DiiTuse  the  dawni  ng  of  eternal  rest; 
Then  shall  the  wickcd  this  corapassion  see. 
And  learn  thy  worship,  and  thy  works,  from  me. 
For  I4  to  such  occasions  of  thy  praise, 
Will  tune  my  lyre,  and  conse.'.ate  my  lays. 
Unseal  my  łips,  where  g^ilt  and  shame  hare  hung, 
To  stop  the  passage  of  my  gratefal  tongue, 
And  let  my  prayer  and  song  ascend,  my  prayer 
Herę  joinM  wlth  saints,  my  song  with  augels  there; 
Yet  neitber  prayer  I*d  give,  nor  songs  alone, 
If  either  offerings  werc  as  much  thy  own: 
/  But  thine'8  the  contrltc  spirit,  thine's  an  heart 
Oppres8'd  with  sorrow,  brokc  with  inwai-d  smart; 
That  at  thy  footstool  in  confession  s«hows, 
How  wełl  its  faults,  how  well  the  judge  it  knowsj 
That  sin  with  sober  resolution  flics, 
This  gift  thy  mcrcy  ncvcr  will  despise. 
Then  in  my  soul  a  mystic  altar  rear, 
,'  And  such  a  sncrifice  Pil  ofTer  therr. 
There  shall  it  stand,  in  vows  of  virtiie  bonnd, 
•There  falling  tears  shall  wash  it  all  arouud; 
And  sharp  remoi-se,  yet  sharper  edg*d  by  woe, 
DeseryM  and  f?&r'd,  iiiflict  the  bleeding  blow  j 
There  shall  my  thoughts  to  holy  breathings  fly, 
Instead  óf  incense  to  perftime  the  sky, 
And  thence  my  wiłling  heart  aspires  above, 
A  Tictim  panting  in  the  Aames  of  love. 

801A>M0N. 


As  through  the  Psalms,  from  theme  to  theme  I 
chang'd, 
Methinks  like  Eve  in  Paradise  I  rangVl; 
And  every  grace  of  song  I  6eem'd  to  see, 
As  the  gay  pride  of  every  scason  she; 
She,  gently  treUding  all  the  walks  around, 
AdmirM  the  spriric;ingbeauties  of  the  ground> 
The  lily,  glistering  with  the  njoming  dcw, 
The  rosc  in  red,  the  violet  in  blue, 
The  pink  in  pale,  the  helis  in  purple  rows. 
And  ti^Iips  co!our*d  in  a  thousand  show^: 
Then  herc  and  there  pcrhaps  she  pulPd  a  flołcer, 
To  stri^w  with  nioss,  and  paint  her  leafy  bower; 
And  here  and  there,  like  her  I  went  along, 
Chose  a  bright  strain,  and  bid  łt  deck  my  song. 

But  now  the  sacrrd  singer  leavp.s  minę  eyc, 
Crown'd  as  he  was,  I  think  he  mounts  on  high: 
■Ere  this  Devoti;m  borę  his  heavenly  Psahns, 
And  now  himself  bear:iup  his  harp  and  palms. 
Go,  Saint  tri amp bant,  lcave  the  changing  sight, 
'So  fitted  out,  you  suit  the  realms  of  light; 
But  let  thj'  glorious  rol>e  at  parting  go, 
Those  reaims  have  roljes  of  morę  effulgent  show; 
It  flies,  it  fialls,  the  fluttering  silk  I  see; 
Thy  son  łias  cacght  it»  and  he  siugs  Hke  tbee. 
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With  such  dection  of  a  theme  di^ine. 

And  such  sweet  grace,  as  eonqqers  all  Imt  tkiiR. 

Uence  every  writer  o'er  the  fabled  stresnkSy 
Where  frolic  fancies  sport  with  idle  drcams; 
Or  round  the  sight  enchanted  clouds  dispose, 
Whence  wanton  Cupids  shoot  with  grildól  tKiws, 
A  nobler  writer,  strains  morę  brightly  wroi^dift> 
Themes  morę  exalted,  fiil  my  wooderio^  tbonsid 
The  parted  skies  are  track*d  with  flames  alio«ey 
As  Łoye  descends  to  meet  asoending  Love; 
The  seasons  floarish  where  the  gpouses  meet,  ^ 
And  eartb  in  gardens  spreads  beneatfa  their  faet; 
This  fresh-bloom  prospect  in  the  bosom  tliroop 
When  Solomon  begins  his  song  of  songs, 
Bids  the  wrapt  sonlto  Lebonon  repair. 
And  lays  the  scenę  of  all  bis  actions  there; 
Where  as  he  wrote,  and  from  the  bofiHsr  MttTey^ 
The  scenting  groyee,  or  answering  knots  he  ani 
His  sacred  art  the  sigfats  of  Naturę  bring«, 
Beyond  their  use,  to  figurę  heavenly  things. 

GTreat  Son  of  God !   whose  gospel   pleas^d  1 
Round  thy  rich  glory  reils  of  earthly  show ;  [thn 
Who  madę  the  vineyard  of  thy  church  dc^gn, 
Who  madę  the  marriagc-feast  a  type  of  ttiiae;' 
Assist  my  verses,  which  attempt  to  tracę  ^ 

The  shadowM  bcauties  of  cełestiel  grace. 
And  with  tllapses  of  seraphic  fire 
The  work  which  pleas*d  thee  once,  once 
Look,  or  Illusion^s  airy  visions  dra^r, 
Or  now  I  walk  tlie  gardens  which  I  saw, 
Where  siWer  waters  feed  a  flowerin^:  spring. 
And  winds  salute  it  with  a  balmy  wing. 
There,  on  a  bank,  whose  shades  directly  rise. 
To  screen  the  Sun,  and  ilot  exc1ude  the  ^kics, 
There  sits  the  sacredJPiurch ;  methiflks  I  vfF9 
The  spouse's  aspect,  and  her  ensigns  too-     "^ 
Hef  fkcc  bas  fpatures  where  the  Yirtues  reign, 
Her  hands  the  book  of  sacrr^d  Love  contah}^^ 
A  light  (Truth's  emblcm)  on  her  bosom  shiacSi 
And  at  her  side  the  meekest  lamb  reclines: 
And  oft  on  hcavenly  lectures  in  the  book. 
And  oft  on  Heaven  itself  slic  casts  a  look, 
I  Sweet,  humble,  fcn^ent  zeal,  that  works  writfain, 
At  Icngth  burstsforth,  and  raptures  thus  be$ii 
"  Let  Hjm,  that  Him  my  soul  adures  abow, 
In  close  commnnions  breathe  his  boly  ]ove  ; 
Forthese  bless'd  words  his  pleasing  lips  impart 
Beyond  all  ćordials,  cheer  the  fainting  heart. 
As  rich  and  sweet  the  precious  ointmeats  ^rea 
So  rich  thy  graces  flow,  so  sweet  thy  name 
Difiuses  sacred  joy ;  't  is  henre  we  fi nd 
Afleetion  rais*d  in  every  virgin  mind  ; 
For  this  we  come,  the  daughters  here,  and  I, 
Still  draw  we  forward,  and  bchold  I  fly ; 
I  fly  through  mercy,  wben  my  king  inritesy 
To  tread  lijs  chambers  of  sinccre  delighŁs  ^ 
There,  joinM  by  mystic  union,  I  rejoice, 
Exalt  my  temper  and  enlarge  my  voioc,      '^ 
And  celebratc  thy  joys,  supremdy  monre 
Thau  earthly  bliss;  thus  upright  hearts  adore. 
Nor  you,  ye  maids,  who  breathe  of  Salem^s  air 
Nor  you  refuse  that  1  eon  duet  you  there; 
Though  clouding  darkness  hath  ecHpsM  my  fii 
Dark  as  I  am,  I  shine  with  beams  of  grace, 
As  the  black  tents,  where  Ishmar>f*s  linę  abides 
With  ghttering  trophies  dress  their  iirward  »«le 
Or  as  thy  cuiiains,  Solomon,  are  scen, 
Whose  plaits  conceal  a  golden  throne  witbin. 
'Twere  wrong  to  judge  me  by  the  canMl  Mfht, 
And  yet  my  risage  was  by  naturę  white 
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]But  ficry  suns^  vhicb  penccuŁe  the  mcek, 
Found  me  hbroad,  and  scorch'd  my  rosy  check. 
The  trorld,  my  bi-ethrcn,  they  were  angry  grow  n, 
Tbcy  madę  me  drcss  a  ińneyard  not  my  owij, 
AmoDg  their  ritcs  (their  viaes)  I  learn*d  to  dwell, 
And  in  the  mean  employ  my  beauty  felij 
By  frailty  lost,  1  gave  my  labour  o^er. 
And  my  own  yineyard  grew  deformM  the  morę. 
Behold  I  tum;  O  say,  my  souPs  desire, 
Where  dbst  thou  feeJ  tby  flock,  and  where  retire 
To  rest  thac  flock,  when  noon-tide  heats  anse  ? 
Shepherd  of  Israel,  teach  my  dubious  eyes 
To  guide  me  right;  for  wby  should  thine  abide 
Where  wandering  shephenls  tum  their  flocks  a^ 
aide?" 
So  śpake  the  Charch,  and  sigh'd :  a  purple  liglit 
Sprung  forth,  the  Godhead  stood  rcveard  to  sight. 
And  Heaven  and  Naturę  smiPd;  as  wbite  as  snów 
His  seamless  vesturc  loosely  fell  beiow: 
Sedatc  and  pk  asM,  be  nodded :  round  his  head 
The  point<.d  glory  shook,  and  tbus  be  said : 
"  If  tłiou,  tho  Ioveliest  of  the  beauteous  kind, 
If  thou  canst  want  thy  shepberd^s  iralk  to  find. 
Go  by  the  foot-steps  where  my  flocks  have  trod. 
My  saJnts,  obcdicnt  to  the  laws  of  God; 
Go,  where  their  tents  my  teaching  servants  rear. 
And  feed  the  kids,  thy  young  believcrs  there. 
Should  tbus  my  flocks  increase,  my  fair  delight, 
I  view  their  numbers,  and  comparc  the  sight 
To  Pharaoh's  horses  when  they  take  the  field, 
Beat  plains  to  dust,  and  make  the  nations  yield« 
With  rows  of  gems  thy  comciy  cheeks  I  deck. 
And  chains  of  pendant  gold  o^erflow  thy  neck. 
For  so  likc  gems  the  riclies  of  my  grace. 
And  sodescemliiig  glory  cheirs  thy  face: 
Gay  brjdal  robcs  a  flowering  sil v er  strows, 
Wright  gold  engraiting  on  the  border  glows.'' 
He  spake ;  the  spouse  a^miring  hcard  the  sound, 
^Then,  meekly  bending  on  the  sacrcd  ground, 
Sbc  cries,  "  Oh  present  to  my  ravish'd  breast, 
This  sweet  communion  is  an  inward  feast, 
There  sits  the  kingj  while  all  around  our  heads 
His  grace,  my  spikenard,  pleasing  odours  sheds 
About  my  soul,  his  holy  comfort  flies; 
So  closcjy  treasurM  in  the  bosom  lics 
The  bundled  myrrb,  so  sweet  the  scented  gale 
Breathes  all  En-gedi's  aromatic  yale." 
**  Now,"  says  the  king,  **  my  love,  I  see  thee  fair, 
Thioe  eyes,  for  miidness,  with  the  dove's  com- 
pare." 
"  No,  thou  beloT'd,  art  fair,"  the  Church  re^ 
plies, 
"  (Since  :il1  my  beauttes  but  from  thee  arise;) 
All  fair,  all  pleasant,  thcse  communions  sliow 
Thy  counsels  pleasant,  and  thy  cumforts  so. 
And  as  at  marriage  feasts  they  stA)w  the  flowcrs, 
With  niiptial  chaplets  hang  the  summcr  bowers, 
f  And  make  the  rooms  of  smelling  ccdars  finc, 
^  Where  the  fond  bridegroora  and  the  bride  recłine  j 
I  drees  my  soul  with  such  exceedirig  carc, 
Wiih  such,  with  morę,  to  court  tby  presence 
tbcTO."  [rosc 

"  Weil  liast  thou  praisM,*'  he  says,  "  the  Sl-.aron 
Tbrough  flowery  flelds  a  pleasing  odour  throws, 
The  vallcy  lilica  ravish'd  sense  regale, 
^    And  with  pure  whiteness  paint  their  humblc  vale : 
'    Soch  names  of  sweetness  are  thy  lover's  due, 

And  thou,  my  lovc,  be  thou  a  lily  too, 
.    A  lily  set  in  thoms ;  for  all  I  see, 
\  AU  otber  daughters^  ai-e  as  thorua  to  thee/' 


Then  she;  "  the  trees  that  pleasing  apples  yield, 
Surpass  the  barren  trees  that  clothe  the  field; 
So  you  surpass  the  sons  with  worth  divinc, 
So  shadc,  and  fruit  as  well  as  shade,  is  tliine. 
I  sat  me  down,  and  saw  tby  brane hes  spread. 
And  green  protcctiun  fiourish  o'ermy  head  j 
1  saw  thy  fruit,  the  souVs  cclestial  food, 
I  puUM,  I  tastcd,  and  1  found  it  good. 
Hence  i:i  the  spiiit  to  the  blissful  scats, 
Wiiere  Love,  to  feast,  mysteriously  retreati^ 
Iłc  led  me  forth ;  I  saw  the  banucr  rear^ 
And  love  was  pencil'd  for  the  motto  there. 
Prophets  and  teachers  in  your  care  combine, 
Stay  mc  with  apples,  comfort  me  with  winę, 
The  cordial  prouiises  of  joys  above. 
For  hope  deferr'd  has  madę  me  sick  with  lovc. 
Ah!  whilc  my  tongue  rcveals  my  fond  desire, 
His  bands  support  me,  lest  my  life  expire; 
As  round  >a  chi  Id  the  parent^s  arms  are  plac^d^ 
This  holds  the  head,  and  that  cufulds  the  waist.'* 

llere  ceasM  the  Church,  and  lcau*d  ber  languid 
head, 
Bent  down  with  joy ;  when  tbus  the  lover  said : 
"  Behold,  ye  daughters  of  tfa^  realm  of  peace, 
She  slecps,  at  least  ber  thoushts  of  sorrow  cease, 
Now,  by  the  bounding  roes,  the  skipping  fawns, 
Near  the  cool  brooks,  or  o^er  the  grassy  lawus. 
By  all  the  tender  innocents  that  ;-ove, 
Your  hourly  charges,  in  my  sacred  grove, 
Guard  the  de  ir  charge  from  each  approach  of  ill, 
I  would  not  have  ber  wake  but  when  she  will.'*  . 

So  rest  the  Churchaud  Spouse:  my  verses  so     ^ 
Appear  to  languish  witli  the  tlames  you  show, 
And  pausing  rest ;  but  not  the  pause  be  long. 
For  still  thy  Solomon  pursues  the  song, 
Then  keep  the  place  in  yiew ;  Ict  sweets  morę  nune 
Thau  eaith  pru<luces  fili  the  purpled  air; 
Let  something  solemn  overspread  the  green, 
Which  seems  to  tell  us,  Herę  the  Lord  bas  been  \ 
But  let  the  virgin  stiil  in  prospect  shine. 
And  othcr  strains  of  bers  enlivcn  minę. 
She  wakes,  she  rises:  bid  the  whispering  breeze 
Morę  softiy  whi^per  in  the  wąying  trees, 
Or/all  with  silent  awe;  bid  all  around, 
Bcfore  the  Church^s  voice,  abate  their  sound, 
Wliile  thusrher  shadowy  straius  attempt  to  sbcY 
A  futurę  advent  of  tho  spouse  below:  ' 

"  Hark!  my  bclovecVs  voice!  behold  him  too! 
Behold  him  coming  in  the  distant  view: 
No  clambering  mountains  make  my  lover  stay, 
(For  what  are  mountains  i  u  a  lover's  way  ?) 
Leaping  he  comes,  how  like  r>:e  nimbie  roe 
He  runs  the  patbs  his  prophets  us'd  to  8hov? ! 
And  now  he  looks  from  yoa  partition-wall, 
Built  till  he  comes*^*t  is  only  then  to  fali, 
And  nov^  he^s  nearer  in  the  promise  seen, 
Too  faint  the  sight — 't  is  with  a  glass  between; 
From  hence  I  hear  bim  as  a  lover  speak, 
Wito  near  a  window  calls  a  fair  to  wake. 

"  Attend,  ye  yirgins,  while  the  worda  that 
tracę  • 

An  opening  spring  desi?n  the  day  of  grace. 
Hark !  or  1  dream,  or  else  I  hear  him  say, 
*  Arise,  my  love;  my  fair  one  eome  away ;  ,.  ' 
For  now  the  tempests  of  thy  winter  cnd, 
Thick  rains  no  morę  in  heavy  dvops  dciscendj 
Sweet  painted  flowcrs  their  silkcn  leaves  unclose. 
And  dress  the  face  of  Earth  with  raried  shows; 
In  the  green  wood  the  singing  birJs  rcnew 
l'heir  chirping  uotea^  the  silTec  turtlcft  coo: 
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The  trees  Łhat  yield  t\\e  fig  aiready  sboot, 
And  knit  their  blossoms  for  their  eariy  fruit; 
With  fragrant  scents  the  ▼ines  refresh  the  day, 
Arise,  my  love ;  my  fair-one,  come  away. 

0  come,  my  dove,  forsake  thy  close  retreat. 
For  close  in  safety  hast  thou  fix*d  thy  seat, 
As  fearfiil  ptgeons  in  dark  clefts  abide,  , 
And  safe  tbe  clefts  their  tender  charges  hide. 
Now  let  thy  looks  wtth  modest  guise  appear, 
Now  let  thy  voice  salute  my  longing  ear, 
For  in  thy  looks  an  humbl«  mind  1  see, 
Prayer  formsthy  voice,  and  both  are  sweet  to  me. 
To  save  the  bloomings  of  my  vineynrd,  hastę, 
'Which  roxes  (false  deluding  teachers)  waste; 
Watch  well  their  haunts,  and  catch  the  foxesthere, 
Our  grapcs  are  tender,  and  demand  thy  care.' 
Thus  speaks  my  love:  suiprising  love  divine! 

1  thus  am  his,  he  thus  for  ever  minę. 
And,  till  iie  comes,  1  find  a  presence  still, 
Where  sonis  attentire  serve  his  holy  will; 
Wh^re  down  in  vales  unspotted  lilies  grow, 
White  types  of  ionocence,  in  humbleshow. 
Oh,  till  the  spicy  breath  of  heavenly  day, 
Till  all  thy  shadows  fleet  before  thy  ray; 
Tnm,  my  belovcd,  with  thy  comforts  here* 
Tum  in  thy  promise,  in  thy  grace  appear, 
Nor  let  such  swiftness  in  the  roes  be  shown 

To  8ave  themseWes,  as  thou  to  cheer  thine  own; 
Tum  like  the  nimbie  harts  that  lightly  bound, 
Before  the  stretchis  of  the  fleetest  hound ; 
Skim  the  plain  chasc  of  lofty  Bether^s  head. 
And  make  the  monntain  wonder  if  they  tread." 

But  long  expcctance  of  a  bliss  delay*d 
Breeds  anxious  doubt,  and  tempts  tbe  sacred 

maid ; 
Then  mists  arisin^  straight  repel  the  li?ht, 
The  colour*d  garden  lies  disguisM  with  night; 
A  paIe-horn'd  crescent  leads  a  glimmering  throng, 
And  groans  of  absence  jar  witbin  the  song. 

"  By  night,"  she  cries,  "  a  night  which  blots  the 
^  1  seek  the  lover,  whom  I  fail  to  find:  [mind, 

Whcn  on  my  couch  compos^d  to  thonjrht  I  Iie, 
I  search,  and  valnly  search,  with  Rea80n's  eye; 
Rise,  fondly  rise,  thy  present  search  givc  o'er. 
And  ask  if  others  knew  thy  iorer  morę. 
Dark  as  it  is,  1  rise ;  the  Moon  that  shines 
Shows  by  the  gleam  the  city^s  outward  lines: 
1  rangę  the  wandering  road,  the  winding  street. 
And  ask,  but  ask  in  vain,  of  all  T  meet, 
Till  toird  with  every  disappointing  place. 
My  steps  the  guardians  of  the  tempie  tracę, 
Whom  thus  my  wisK  accosts:  *  Ye  sacred  guides, 
Ye  prophets,  tell  me  where  my  love  resides?* 
]    ^was  well  1  que8tion*d  -,  scarce  I  pass^d  them  by, 
Ere  my  ftiisM  soul  perceives  my  iover  nigh: 
And  have  I  found  thee,  found  my  joy  divine  ? 
How  fast  Pil  hołd  thee,  till  I  make  thee  minc ! 
My  mother  waits  thee,  thither  thou  repair, 
liOng-waiting  Israel  wants  thy  presence  there.** 
Tht'  iovcr  smiles  to  sec  the  yirgln^s  pain ; 
The  mists  roli  oflT,  and  quit  the  fiowery  plain. 

"  Ves,  tłiere  I  come,*'    he  sa5'S,   ♦*  thy  sorrow 
cease; 
And  guard  ber,  danghters  of  the  realms  of  peace, 
By  all  the  bounding  roes  and  skipping  faxvns, 
Near  the  cool  brooks,  or  o»er  the  grassy  lawns; 
By  al  I  the  tender  innocents  that  rove, 
Your  hourly  charges,  in  my  sacred  grove: 
Guard  the  dear  charge  from  each  approach  of  ill, 
IMl  have  ber  feel  my  comforts  while  she  will." 


Herę  hand  in  hand,  with  ćbeerfiil  heatt  tbey  go, 
When  wandering  Salem  sees  the  solemn  sboiir, 
Dfeams  tbe  rtcfa  pomp  of  Soknnoo  again,  [soese : 
And  thns  her  daughters  stng  tb*  approadiiDg 

"  Who  from  tbe  desert,  where  the  wtfńng  cicmda 
High  Sinai  pierces,^  comes  involv*d  with  croirds  ł 
For  Sion's  bill  her  śober  pace  she  bends, 
As  gratefiil  incense  from  the  dome  ascends. 
It  seems  the  sweets,  from  all  Arabia  sbed, 
Curl  at  her  side,  and  hover  o'er  her  head. 
For  her  the  king  preparcs  a  bed  of  state, 
Round  the  rich  bed  her  guards  in  order  wait. 
All  mystic  IsraePs  sons,  'tis  there  they  ąuell 
The  foes  within,  the  foes  witbout  rep^. 
The  guard  his  ministry,  their  swords  of  fight^ 
His  sacred  laws,  her  present  state  of  night. 
He  forms  a  chariot  too,  to  bring  her  there. 
Not  the  carv*d  frame  of Solomon  so  fair; 
Sweet  smells  the  chariot  as  the  tempie  stood, 
Tbe  fragrant  cedar  lent  them  both  tbe  wood  ; 
Hi^>h  wreaths  of  silver'd  columns  prop  the  door, 
Pine  gold  engrail'd  adoms  the  figurM  fioor, 
Deep-firinging  purple  hangs  the  roof  above. 
And  silk  erobroidery  paints  tbe  midstwith  lorę.** 

Go  forth,  ye  daughters;  Sion*s  daugfaters,  go  ; 
A  greater  Solomon  exalts  the  show, 
If  crown'd  with  gold,  and  by  tbe  queen  besto'«»'dl. 
To  grace  bis  nuptials,  Jacob*s  monarch  rode  ^ 
A  crown  of  glory  from  the  king  divine, 
To  grace  these  nuptials,  makes  the  Savioiir  shine; 
While  the  bless'd  pair  express'd  in  emblcm  ride,^ 
Messiah  Solomon,  his  Church  the  bride.  <^ 

Ye  kind  attcndants,  who  with  wondering  eyes, 
Saw  the  grand  entry,  what  you  said  sufi&cc; 
You  sung  the  lover  with  a  loud  acclaim^ 
The  loTcr^s  fondness  longs  to  sing  tbe  damę. 
He  speaks,  admiring  Naturę  stands  around. 
And  leams  new  musie,  while  it  hears  tho  sound. 

"  Behold,my  love,  how  fair  thy  beauties  show, 
Bebold  how  morę,  how  most  extremely  so ! 
How  still  to  me  thy  constant  eyes  incline, 
I  see  tbe  turtle'8  when  I  gazę  on  thine; 
Sweet  through  the  lids  they  shhie  with  modest 
Ąnd  sweet  and  modest  is  a  virgin*s  air.         [care, 
How  bright  thy  locks!  how  well  their  number 
The  great  assemblies  of  my  lorely  saints  f  [paiats 
So  bright  the  kids,  so  numerously  fed, 
Graze  the  green  top  of  lofly  Gilead^s  head; 
All  Gilead*s  head  a  fleecy  whiteitess  ctouds. 
And  the  rich  master  glories  in  tbe  crowds. 

**  How  purc  thy  tecth !  for  equal  order  madę* 
Each  answering  each,  whilst  all  tbe  public  aid  ; 
These  loTely  graces  in  my  Churcb  I  find, 
This  candoor,  order,  and  accorded  mind : 
Thus  when  the  season  bids  the  sbepherd  ]ave 
His  sheep  new  shorn  within  the  crystal  ware; 
WashM  they  returrf,  in  such  unsnlly^d  white, 
Thus  march  by  pairs,  and  in  the  flock  unitę. 
How  plea«e  thy  lips  adomM  with  natire  r^*. 
Art  vainly  mocks  them  in  the  scarlet  thrcad ! 
But,  if  they  part,  what  tuusic  wafts  tbe  air  ! 
So  sweet  thy  praises,  and  so  soft  thy  prayer. 
If  through  thy  loosen'd  curls,  with  honest  shanse, 
Tby  lovely  temples'  fine  complexion  flame, 
Wbatever  crimson  granate  blossoms  show, 
'Twas  never  theirs  so  much  to  please  and  glow^. 
But  what^s  thy  neck,  tbe  polish*d  form  I  see, 
Whose  ivory  strength  supportd  thine  eyes  to  me ! 
Fair  type  of  firrancs*:,  when  my  saints  aspire 
The  sacred  conUdence  tkat  DSU  dcsire. 
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it  DaWd^s  turrci,  on  the  stiifely  frame, 
Jpheld  łts  tliousand  conąuering  shields  df  famę. 
knd  what  tby  breasts !  they  stilł  demarid  my  lays, 
^at  image  wakes  to  charm  mc  whiist  1  gazę! 
Pwo  lovely  mountains  each  exact]y  round, 
Two  loTcły  moimtains  with  thc  iily  crown'd; 
^hile  two  twin  roe^t,  and  cach  on  either  bred, 
^eed  in  the  łilics  of  Łhe  mountain's  head. 
jet  this  resemblance  spotless  virŁues  sbow, 
knd  in  such  lilics  fced  my  young  below. 
hit  now,  fareweU  till  nighfs  darie  shades  decay, 
'arewel,  my  vir.irin,  till  the  break  of  day; 
Iwift  for  the  hilis  of  spic»»  and  giims  1  fly, 
To  breathe  such  sweets  as  scent  :i  purer  sky; 
fet,  as  1  lrave  thee,  still,  ahovc  compare, 
tfy  love,  my  spotless,  still  I  find  tht^e  fair." 

Herc  rest,  celestial  maid ;  for  if  he  f;Oy 
"lor  will  hc  part,  nor  is  tUe  proinise  slow, 
4orslo\v»  my  Fancy,  move;  dispcl  thc  shade, 
3iarm  forth  the  morninp,  and  rclicve  the  maid. 
^rise,  fair  Sun,  Łhe  Church  attends  to  see 
[^e  Sun  of  righteousnefii:  arise  in  thee ; 
Uise,  fair  Sun ;  and  bid  thc  Church  adore; 
rii  tben  he*ll  court  her,  whom  he  prais*d  before. 
ksthns  1  sing,  it  shioes;  there  sccms  a  sound 
>f  plumes  in  air,  and  feet  up^m  the  ground  : 

see  their  meeting,  see  thc  flowery  scenę, 
Ind  hear  the  mystic  lovc  pursucd  again. 

"  Now  to  the  mount,  whose  spiec  pcrfumes  the 
day, 
Tis  1  invite  thee;  come,  my  spousc,  away; 
!?ome,  Ieave  thy  Lebanon :  is  aught  we  see 
n  all  thy  Lebanon,  comparM  to  me  ? 
•lor  tow'rd  thy  Canaan  tum  with  wishful  sight, 
'rom  Hermon*s,  Sheniar^s,  and  Amana^s  height; 
rhere  dwells  the  leopard,  there  assaults  the  bear : 
rhis  world  has  ills,  and  such  may  find  thee  there. 

"  My  spouso,  my  sister,  O  thy  wondrous  art, 
^hich  through  my  bosomdrcw  my  ravish'd  heart! 
Von  by  one  eye,  my  ravish*d  heart  is  gone, 
'or  aJI  thy  seeing  guides  consent  as  one. 
)rawn  by  one  chain,  which  round  thy  body  plies, 
'or  al!  thy  members  one  blessM  union  tics. 
tf  y  spouse,  my  sister^  O  the  charm  to  pleasc,  • 
¥hen  love  repaid  returns  my  bosom  ease ! 
itrongly  thy  love,  and  strongty  wines  restore, 
tat  wines  must  yicld,  thy  love  enflames  me  morc 
!weetly  thine  ointments  (all  thy  virtues)  smell, 
fot  altar-spioes  please  thy  king  so  well. 
Iow  soft  thy  doctrine  on  thy  lips  resides ! 
^rom  those  two  comhs  thedropping  honey  glides; 
Lll  pure  without,  as  all  within  sincere, 
(eneath  thy  tongue — I  find  it  honcy  there. 
Lh,  while  thy  sraces  thus  around  thee  shine, 
*he  charms  of  Lebanon  must  yield  to  thine ! 
lis  spring,  his  garden,  every  scented  tree, 
4y  spouse,  m}*  sister,  all  I  find  in  thee. 
"hee,  for  myself,-!  fence,  I  shut,  1  seal; 
ifysterious  spring,  mysterious  garden,  hail! 
L  spring,  a  font,  where  Keavenly  waters  flow ; 
L  |rrove,  a  garden,  where  the  Graces  grow. 
^bere  rise  my  fruits,  my  cypress,  and  my  Ąr, 
f  y  baffron,  spikenard,  cinnamon,  and  myrrb ; 
^erpctual  fountains  for  their  use  abound, 
Lnd  strearos  of  savour  fced  the  living  ground." 

Scarcc  spakc  the  Christ,  wheu  thus  the  Church 
replies 
And  sprcad  her  arms  whcre-c^er  thc/spirit  flies)  j 

Ye  cooling  northem  frales,  who  freshly  shake 
1^  bahny  reedn-  ye  northern  gales,  awaktf. 


And  thou  the  regent  of  the  southem  sky* 

O  soft  inspiring,  o'er  my  garden  fly ; 

Uniock  and  waft  my  sweets,  that  every  grace, 

In  all  its  heavenly  life,  regale  the  place. 

If  thus  a  Paradise  thy  garden  proye, 

'Twerc  best  prepar^d  to  entertaio  my  Iotc; 

And,  that  the  plcasing  fruits  may  please  the  morę, 

0  think  my  proiTer  was  thy  gift  before.*' 

At  this,  the  Saviour  cries,  **  Behold  me  near. 
My  spouse,  my  sister;  O  behold  me  here; 
To  cather  fi-uits,  I  come  at  thy  request. 
And,  p]eas*d,  my  soul  accepts  the  solemnfeast; 

1  gather  myrili,  with  spice  to  scent  the  treat. 
My  virgin-honey  with  the  combs  I  eat; 

I  drink  my  sweetening  milk,  my  lively  winę 
(These  words  of  pleusure  mean  thy  gifts  divine)  ; 
To  share  my  bliss,  my  good  elect  I  cali, 
The  Church  (my  garden)  must  inciude  them  all ; 
Now  sit  and  banąuet ;  now,  belov'd,  you  see 
What  gifts  I  love,  and  prove  these  fruits  with  me; 

0  might  this  sweet  communion  ever  last!" 
But  with  the  Sun  thc  sweet  communion  past. 
The  Saviour  parts,  and  on  Oblivion's  braast 
Benumb^d  and  slumbering  lies  the  Church  to  rest. 
Pass  the  sweet  alleys  while  the  dusk  abides, 
Seek  the  fiiir  lodgc  in  which  the  maid  resides; 
Then,  Fancy,  scck  the  maid  at  night  again, 
The  Christ  will  come,  but  comes,  alas,  in  Tain. 

"  I  sleep,*'  she  says,  *'  and  yet  my  heart  awakes'* 
(There*8  still  some  feeling  while  the  loTer  speaks)  • 
*'  With  what  foiid  feryour  from  without  he  cries, 
'  Arise,  my love ;  my  undefiPd,  anse! 
My  doye,  my  sister,  cold  the  dews  alight. 
And  fili  my  tresses  with  the  drops  of  night;' 
Alas,  Pm  all  unrob*d,  I  wash*d  my  feet, 

1  tasted  slumber,  and  1  find  it  sweet 

"As  thus  my  words  refuse,  he  slips  his  hands 
Where  the  clo8*d  latch  my  cruel  door  oommands; 
What,  though  dcny^d,  so  perseycring  kiud  1 
Who  long  denies  a  persevering  mind  ? 
Prom  my  wakM  soul  my  slothful  temper  flies. 
My  bowels  yeam ;  I  rise,  my  love,  I  rise; 
I  find  the  latch  thy  fingers  touch^d  before, 
Thy  smellingmyrrh  comes  droppiug  oflT  the  door. 
Now,  wbere'8  my  love  ? — what !  hast  thou  left  the 
O,  to  my  soul  repeat  thy  words  of  grace !    [place, 
Speak  in  the  dark,  my  łoye ;  I  seek  thee  round. 
And  yainiy  seek  thee,  till  thou  wilt  be  foundL 
What,  no  return  ?  I  own  my  folly  past, 
I  lay  ioo  listlcss ;  speak,  my  loye,  at  last. 
The  guards  haye  found  m&— are  ye  guards  iodeed, 
Who  smite  the  sad,  who  make  the  feeble  bleed  ? 
Dividing  teachers,  tliese ;  who  wrong  my  name, 
Rend  my  long  yeil,  and  cast  me  bare  to  shame. 
But  you,  ye  daugbters  of  the  realm  of  rest, 
If  eyer  pity  moy^d  a  yirgin-brsast, 
Tell  my  beloy^d  how  langubhing  I  He, 
How  loye  has  brought  me  near  the  point  to  die." 

' '  And  what  beloy'd  is  this  you  would  haye  found  ?" 
Say  Salem*s  daugbters,  as  they  flock*d  around; 
"  What  wondrous  thing?  wbatcharm  beyondcom« 
Say,  whafs  thy  loyer,  fairest  o*er  the  fidr  V*  [parę  } 
"  His  fisce  is  white  and  ruddy,"  she  replies, 
"  So  mercy,  join*d  to  justice,  tempera  dies; 
His  lofty  stature,  where  a  myriad  shioe, 
0*ertops  and  speaks  a  majesty  diyine. 
Fair  Uonour  crowns  his  head,  the  rayen-black, 
In  bushy  curlings,  flows  ądown  his  back: 
Sparkling  his  eyes,  with  fiill  proportion  plac'd, 
White  Uke  the  milk,  and  with  a  mildness  grac^d ; 
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At  the  sneet  doTes,  wbeM^er  tbey  foadiy  play 
By  runniDg  waters  in  ą  gUttering  day. 
'Witbin  his  breath  what  pteaain<r  sweetoess  grows ! 
'Tis  spice  exlial'dj  and  mingled  on  the  rosę. 
Within  bis  words  what  grace  with  goodness  meets ! 
So  beds  of  lilies  drop  with  baUny  swecta. 
What  rings  of  ea<>tern  price  his  fingers  hołd ! 
Gold  decks  the  fingcrs,  beryl  decks  the  gold! 
Hi&  ivory  shape  adorns  a  eostly  yest,       [breast; 
Work  paints  the  skirts,  and  gems   inrich  the 
Hi»  limba,  beoeath,  his  shining  sandals  case 
Like  marble  columus  on  a  golden  base. 

"  Nor  boasts  that  mountain,  wbere  the  cedar-tree 
Perfuoies  our  reałm,  sucb  numeroiis  sweets  as  he. 
O,  iovcly  all !  what  cuuld  my  ktag  require 
To  make  his  presence  mnre  the  world'8  desire  i 
And  now,  ye  maicls,  if  surh  a  friend  you  know, 
'Tis  siwli  my  longings  look  to  find  below.*' 

While  thusher  friend  tiie  iipouse^s  anthems  sing, 

Deck'd  with  the  thumraim^  crowii'd  a  sacred  king ; 

The  daughters'  hearts  the  fine  descriptiun  drew, 

And  that  which  rai8*d  their  wonder,  askM  their 

v'v  w.  [fair, 

**  Tben  where,**  thcy  ery,  "thou  fairest  o^er  the 
Where  goes  thy  lover  ?  Tell  the  virgin8  where. 
What  flowering malks  inyite  his  steps  aside? 
We'll  help  to  scek  him,  let  those  walks  be  try'd.'' 

The  spouse  revoKłng  here  the  grand  descent, 
'Jwas  that  he  proniis'd,  **  Thcre,*'  she  cries,  "  he 

went; 
He  keeps  a  garden  where  the  spioes  breathe, 
Its  buwering  borders  kiss  the  vale  beneath ; 
'Tis  thcre  he  gathers  lilies,  there  he  dwells, 
And  binds  his  flowerets  to  unitę  their  smells. 
O,  'tis  my  height  of  lovc  that  1  am  bis! 
O,  he  is  minę,  and  that^s  my  height  of  błiss ! 
Descend,  my  virgins;  weil  I  know  the  place, 
He  feeds  in  lilies,  that*s  a  spotless  race." 

At  dawning  day  the  bndegroom  leave8  a  bower, 
And  here  he  waters,  theire  he  props  a  flower, 
When  the  kind  damsel,  spring  of  beavenly  flame, 
With  Saiero*8  daughters  to  the  gaiden  came. 
Then  thus  his  love  the  bridegTOom'8  words  repeat, 
(The  smelltng  borders  lent  them  both  a  seat) : 
O,  great  as  Tirzah  !  'twas  a  regal  place, 
O,  fair  as  Salem  !  'tis  the  realm  of  peace ; 
Wbose  aspect,  awful  to  the  wondcring  eye, 
Appears  like  arroirs  when  the  banners  fly; 
"  O  tum,  my  sister,  O  my  iM^auteous  bride, 
Thy  face  o^eroomes  me,  tuni  that  fisce  aside ; 
Kow  foright  thy  locks,   how   welt  theur  iiumber 
The  great  assemblies  of  my  lovely  saiots!  [paints 
So  bright  the  kids,  so  numerously  fed, 
GnuM  the  green  wealth  of  lovcly  Gilead*8  head. 
How  pure  thy  teeth !  for  equal  order  madę, 
Each  answering  each,  whilcall  the  public  aid; 
As  when  tho  season  bids  the  sbepherd  Iave 
His  sheep  new  shorn  within  the  siWer  wave: 
Wa/ihVl,  they  return  in  such  unsuUyM  white, 
^o  mairh  by  pairs,  and  in  the  flock  unitę. 
How  sweet  thy  temples !  not  pomegranates  know, 
With  equal  modest  look  to  please  and  glow. 
If  Solomon  bis  lifr;  of  pleasure  leads, 
With  wives  in  numbers,  and  unnumber^d  maida, 
In  ot  ber  paths,  my  life  o/  pleasure  shown, 
Admits  my  love,  ipy  undoill^d,  alone.     ' 
Thy  mother,  Israel,  she  the  damę  who  borę 
Hor  choice,  my  dore,  mv  spotless,  owns  no  morę ; 
Tho  Gentile  queens,  at  thy  appearance,  ery, 
f  Hail,  qneeii  of  natious !'  *  bail/  the  maidsrą^ly; 


And  thus  tbey  fiiig  thy  piai^e:  'what  beąreoly 

damę 
Springs  like  the  moming,  with  a  purple  flame } 
What  rises  like  the  mom  with  silvcr  li^t  ? 
What,  like  the  Sun,  assists  the  world  with  sight? 
Yet  awful  still,  though  thus  serenely  kiud, 
Like  host9  with  ensigns  rattling  in  the  wiiid  ?' 
I  grant  1  lęd  thy  sight,  I  scem'd  to  go. 
But  was  I  absent  when  you  fancy'd  so  } 
Down  to  my  garden,  all  my  plantcd  Tale, 
Where  nuts  their  ground  in  underwood  conceat; 
AVhere  blown  pomegranates,  then:  1  went  to  see 
What  knitting  blossoms  wbite  the  bearing  tree: 
View  the  green  buds,  recal  the  wandering  sboots, 
Smell  my  gay  flowerets,  taste  my  flavourM  fniits; 
Raise  the  curlM  vine,  refresh  the  spicy  beds. 
And  joy  for  every  grace  my  garden  sheds." 

The  Saviour  here,  and  here  the  Cburch  artae, 
"  And  am  I  tlius  respected,**  thus  she  cries! 
"  i  monnt  for  Heaven,  transported  on  the  winds, 
My  flying  chariot^s  drawu  by  willing  minds.*' 

As,  rapt  with  comfort,  thus  the  maid  witbdrew, 
The  waiting  daughters  wonder*d  wliere  she  flen* ; 
*'  And  O !  return,**  they  ery,  **  for  thee  we  bum, 
O  maid  of  Salem;  Salem^s  self  return. 
And  whafs  in  Salem^s  maid  we  covct  so  ?*' 
Tlear,  all  ye  nations — *tis  your  bliss  below  ; 
That  glorious  vision,by  the  patriarch  secn, 
When  sky-bom   bóiuties   marchM  the   scenied 

green; 
There  the  met  saints  and  meeting  angels  came, 
Two  lamps  of  God,  Mahauaim  was  the  name, 

Again  the  maid  revieW8  ber  sacred  ground ; 
Solemn  she  aits,  the  damsels  siug  around* 
"  0,prince'8  daughter!  how  with  shining  show, 
Thy  golden  sboes  prepaire  thy  feet  below ! 
How  6rm  thy  joints !  what  tempie- work  can  be, 
With  all  its  gems  and  art,  preferr*d  to  thec  ? 
In  thee,  to  fecd  thy  lorer's  faithful  race, 
Still  flow  the  riches  of  abounding  grace ; 
Pure,  large,  refreshing,  as  the  waters  fali 
From  the  carv'd  nave]s  of  the  cistern-walL 
In  tliee  the  lover  ftnds  his  race  divine, 
Yuu  teem  with  uumbers,  they  with  vijtues  shine ; 
So  wheat  with  lilies,  if  their  heaps  unitc, 
The  wheat*8  unnumberM,  and  the  lilies  wbitej 
Like  tender  roes,  tby  breasts  appear  aboTe, 
T\vo  types  of  innocence,  and  twins  of  lorę. 
Like  ivory-turrets  seems  tiiy  neck  to  rear, 
Of  sacred  emblem,  upright,  firm,  and  fair ! 
As  Heshbon-pools,  wiiich,  with  a  6ilver-state, 
Difluse  their  waters  at  their  city-gate. 
For  ever  so  tby  virgin  eycs  remain, 
So  elear  within,  and  so  without  serene. 
As  through  sweet  lir  the  royal  turret  showg, 
Whcuce  liebanon  survcys  a  realm  of  foes ; 
So  through  thy  lovely  curls  appear  thy  ^ace. 
Tu  watch  thy  foes,  and  guard  thy  feithful  race. 
The  richest  colours  flowery  Carroel  wears. 
Red  6Uets,  cross^d  with  purple,  braid  thy  hairs; 
Yet,  not  morę  strictly  tJiese  thy  locks  restrain, 
'^Than  thou  thy  king,  with  s^trong  affection^s  chain ; 
Wbcu  from  his  palące  be  cnjoys  tby  sight, 
O  Iove,  O  beauty,  form*d  fur  all  delight ! 
Straight  is  thy  gocidly  staturc,  firm,  and  bigh, 
As  palms  aspirin.T  in  the  brii^hter  sky; 
Thy  breasts  the  cluster  (if  those  breasts  we  view, 
As  late  for  beauty,  now  for  profit  too) 
Woo*d  to  thioeaims,.  those  arms  that  oft  estend, 
In  the  kiod  posturę  of  a  waiting  friend; 
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Zarh  mud  of  Salem  cńe»,  *  Vfk  moant  tbe  tree^ 
Huk|  the  broad  branches,  and  depend  on  thee.' 
O,  morę  thaa  grapes,  thy  fruit  delights  the  maids, 
Thy  pleasing  bieath  excels  the  citrou  shades; 
Thy  mouth  exceeda  ricb  winę,  the  words  that  go 
From  those  sweet  )ips  with  moie  refregbment 

iloif ; 
Their  powerfdl  graces  alumbąring  spuls  awake, 
Andcausetbe  dead,  tbat  bear  thy  voice,  to  speak.'* 

l*his  anthem  sung>  the  gloiious  spouse  arose, 
Yet  thus  tnstmcts  the  daughters  ere  she  goes. 
"  If  aught,  my  dams^,  io  the  spoaae  ye  ftnd 
Deserying  praises,  think  the  Iover  kiod: 
To  my  belov*d  theae  marriage-robes  1  owe, 
~I*m  his  desire,  aOd  be  woald  have  it  bo,"* 

Scarce  spake  the  spouse,  but  see  the  loTer  near! 
Her  humble  temper  brought  the  presence  here ; 
Theii,  raisM  by  grace,  and  strongly  warm'd  by  loTe, 
No  second  languor  lets  her  lord  ramove ; 
Siie  ilies  to  meet  him,  zeal  supplies  the  winga, 
And  thus  her  hastę  to  work  his  will  she  sings : 
"  Come,  my  belovedy  to  the  fields  repair, 
Come,  where  another  spot  demandf  oar  care ; 
There  inthe  village,we11  to  rest  recline, 
Mean  as  it  is,  I  try  to  make  it  tbine. 
When  the  first  mys  their  cheeriiijf  crimson  shed, 
WVIł  rise  betimea  to  see  the  yinejrard  spread; 
See  Tines  luKuriant-Tcrdnr^d  lcaves  display, 
Supportingtcndrtls  curling  all  the  way. 
See  young  unpurpied  grapes  in  clnstere  grow, 
And  smell  pomegranate-blossoms  as  they  blow; 
Tbere  will  I  give  my  love8,  employ  my  care. 
And,  as  my  labonrs  thrivc,  approve  me  there : 
Scarce  have  we  pa88*d  my  gate,  the  sccnt  we  meet, 
My  covering  jasmines  now  difiUse  their  sweet; 
My  spicy  ftowerets,  mingled  as  they  fly, 
With  doubling  odours  crowd  a  balmy  sky. 
Now  all  the  ftńitts,  which  crown  the  season,  view, 
These  nearer  fruits  are  old,  and  those  ore  new ; 
And  these,  and  all  of  erery  loaded  tree, 
My  love,  I  gather,  and  resenre  for  thee. 
If  then  thy  spouse^s  labour  please  thee  well, 
Oh  1  like  my  brethreii,  with  thy  sister  dwell ; 
No  blameieAS  roaid,  whose  fond  caresses  meet 
An  infant-brother  iii  the  piiblic  street, 
Clings  to  i.ts  lips  with  less  resenre  than  I 
"Wonld  hang  on  thine,  where^er  I  found  thee  nigh : 
No  shame  would  ntakc  me  from  thy  side  remove,  ' 
No  danger  make  me  not  coiifcss  thy  love. 
Straight  to  my  mother^s  house,  thine  Israel  she 
(And  thou  my  monarch  wouldst  arrive  with  me)  j 
•Tis  there  Td  lead  thee,  where  I  menn  to  stay, 
Till  tlion,  by  her,  in&truct  my  soul  to  pray ; 
There  shultthouprovf;  my  virtucs,  drink  my  winę, 
Antl  feeł  rty  joy,  to  find  me  wholly  thine. 
Oh !  while  my  soul  were  sick,  through  fond  de- 
sire, 
Thine  hands  should  hołd  me  lest  my  life  expire ; 
As  round  a  cbild  the  pa  renta*  arms  are  placM, 
This  holds  the  head,  and  that  enfolds  the  waist.^ 

"  So  cast  thy  cares  on  mc,"  the  lover  ciry*d, 
Łean  to  my  tnisom,  lean,  my  lorely  bri<le; 
And  now,  ye  daughtcrs  of  ttie  realm  of  bliss, 
Let  nothing  discompose  a  love1ike  this; 
But  guard  her  rest  from  each  approach  of  ill ; 
I  cau»'d  her  languor,  guard  her  while  she  will." 

Here  pause  the  lines,  but  soon  the  lincs  renew, 
Once  morę  the  pałr  celestial  come  to  view; 
Ah  !  seek  them  once,  my  rayiihM  Fancy,  morę, 
And  tben  thy  songs  of  Solomon  aro  o^er : 


By  yoo  green  bank  pumie  their  orb  of  iight, 
The  Sun  shines  out,  but  ahincs  not  half  so  bright, 
See  Salem^s  maids,  in  wbite,  attend  the  king, 
They  greet  the  spouses-^bark,  to  what  they  sing. 
"  WhOf  ftom  the  desert*  where  the  M^andering 
cłouds 
High  Sinai  pieroes,  comes  involv'd  with  crowds^ 
'Tis  she,  the  spouse!  oh!'favour*d  o'er  the  rest! 
Who  walks  reclinM  by  such  a<  lover*s  breast.** 
The  spouse,  rgoicing,  heard  the  kind  salute. 
And  thus  address>d  bink— all  the  rest  were  mute. 
*<  Beneath  tbe  law,  our  goodly  pareni.  tree, 
I  went,  my  mnch-belov'd,  in  search  of  thee; 
For  thee,  like  one  in  pemgs  of  trarail,  strove; 
Hence,  nonę  may  wonder  if  I  gain  thy  love. 
As  seals  their  pictures  to  the  wax  imparfc, 
So  let  my  picture  stamp  tby  gentle  heart ; 
As  fix*d  the  signeta  on  our  hands  remaio, 
So  Ax  me  thine,  and  ne^er  to  part  again. 
For  Love  is  strong  aa  Death;  whene*er  they 
Alike  imperious,  Tainly  check*d  alike ;       [strike» 
Both  dread  to  loae.    Łoye,  mix*d  with  jealoui 

dread! 
As  soon  the  marble  tomb  reaigos  the  dead. 
Its  fatal  arrows  fiery-pointed  fiill, 
The  fire  intense,  and  thine  the  most  of  all; 
Ti>  slack  the  points  no  cfailling  floods  are  found, 
Nay,  should  afliictions  roli  like  flooda  around, 
Were  wealth  of  nations  offei'd,  all  would  profe 
Too  smali  a  danger,  or  a  price  for  lorę. 
If  then  wich  1ove  this  world  of  worth  agree, 
With  soft  regard  our  little  sister  see; 
How  far  nnapt,  as  yet,  like  maids  that  own 
No  breasts  at  all,  or  breasts  but  hardly  grown; 
Her  part  of  proselyte  is  Fcarce  a  part, 
Too  much  a  OentHe  at  her  erring  heart; 
Her  day  draws  nearer;  what  have  we  to  do, 
Lest  she  be  ask*d,  and  prove  nnworthy  too  ?*' 
"  Despair  not,  spouse,"  he  crics;  "  we»ll  find  the 

means, 
Her  good  beginnings  ask  the  greater  pains. 
Let  her  but  stand,  she  thrives;  a  wali  too  Iow 
Is  not  rejected  for  the  standing  so; 
What  falls  is  only  lost,  we'U  1)uild  her  high, 
Tip  the  ńch  palące  gUtters  in  the  sky, 
The  door  thafs  weak  (what  need  we  apare  the 
If 'tis  a  door,  we  need  not  think  it  lost;     [cost  ?) 
The  leave8  sbe  brings  us,  if  those  leaves  be  good, 
We^ll  dose  in  cedar*s  uncomipting  wood." 
Wrapt  with  the  news,  the  spouse  conTeits  het' 
eyes, 
*'  And,  oh!  companions  to  the  maids,'*  she  cries, 
*•  What  joys  arc  ours,  to  hail  the  noptial  day, 
Which  calls  our  sister ! — Hark,  1  hear  her  say, 
*  Yes,  Tm  a  wali;  lo!  she  that  boasted  aone, 
Now  boasts  of  breasts  uijmeasurably  grown ; 
Large  towcry  buildings,  where  secureiy  resta 
A  thousand  tbousand  of  my  Io^r's  guests; 
The  rast  iucrease  affords  his  heart  dclight, 
And  I  find  lavour  in  his  heavenły  sight" 
The  lover  here,  to  make  her  rapture  last, 
Thus  adds  assuraoce  to  the  promise  past 

**  A  spaeious  vineyard,  in  BaaUHamon  rale, 
Tbe  ^'intage  set,  by  Solomon,  to  sale, 
His  kecpers  took;  and  erery  keeper  paid 
A  thousand  purscs  for  the  gains  he  madę. 
And  I*ve  a  vintage  too;  his  vintage  blccda 
A  lai^geMncrease,  but  my  return  exceeds. 
I^  Solomon  rcceive  his  keeper^s  pay, 
He  gaitts  his  thoiuand>  thdr  two  huwired  the^; 
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Minę  is  mine  own,''t  is  in  my  presence  still, 
And  shall  tncrease  the  morę,  the  morę  she  will. 
My  lovp,  my  vineyard,  oh  the  futore  shoots 
Whićh  fili  my  garden-rows  with  sacred  fniits! 
I  saw  the  listening  maids  attend  thy  roice. 
And  in  thelr  listening  saw  tbeir  eyes  rejotce; 
A  duc  saccess  thy  words  of  coinfort  met, 
Now  tum  to  me — ^th  I  would  hcar  thee  yet.  • 
Say,  dove^  and  spotless,  for  I  musit  away, 
Say ,  gpouse,  and  sister,  atl  you  wish  to  Bay." 
He  spake :  the  płace  was  brigbt  with  lambent  iire, 
<But  what  is  brigfatness,  if  th<i  Christ  retire?) 
Gold-bordering  purple  mark'd  his  road  in  air, 
Aod  kneeling  alł,  the  sponse  address^d  the  prayer: 

"  Desire  of  nationsi  if  thon  must  be  gone, 
Accept  our  wishes,  all  compris'd  in  one; 
"We  wait  thine  adrent !  Ob,  we  long  to  see, 
I  and  my  sister,  both  as  one,  in  thee. 
Then  leaTethy  Heaven,  andcome  anddwell  below ; 
Why  said  1  !cave?— tis  Heaven  wbcrc-e»cr  you  go. 
Hastę,  my  beIov'd,  thy  promise  hastę  to  crown, 
The  form  thuu  Mt  houour  waits  thy  coming  down ; 
Kor  let  sach  swiflness  in  the  roes  be  shown 
To  8ave  tbemselyes,  as  thine  to  8ave  thine  own. 
Hastę,  like  tlie  nimblest  harts,  that  lightly  bound 
Before  the  stretches  of  the  swiftest  hound; 
With  reaching  feet  devour  a  lerel  way, 
Across  tbeir  backs  their  branching  antlers  lay, 
In  the  cool  dews  tbeir  bending  body  ply, 
^    And  brush  the  spicy  mountains  as  tbey  fly." 

JONAH. 

Tmm  sung  the  king— Some  angel  reach  a  bongh 
From  Eden's  tme  to  crown  the  wiscst  brow. 
And  now,  thou  faire&t  garden  cver  madę, 
Broad  banks  of  spices,  blossom'd  waiks  of  shade, 
O  Lebanon;  where  much  I  love  to  dwell, 
Since  I  must  leavc  thee,  Lebanon,  farewel ! 

Swift  from  my  scal  the  fair  idea  fłies, 
A  Wilder  sight  the  changing  scenę  supplies; 
Wide  8ea«  come  rolling  to  my  futurę  page, 
And  storms  stand  ready,  when  1  cali,  to  ragę. 
Then  go  whcre  Jopna  crowns  the  winding  shore, 
The  prophet  Jonahj ust  arńyes  before; 
He  sees  a  ship  unmooring,  s^oft  the  gales, 
He  pays,  and  eitt  ts,  and  the  vessel  sails. 

Ah,'would8tthoufly  thy  God  >  rash man, forbear. 
What  land  so  distant  but  thy.  God  is  there  ? 
Weak'rea8on,ceape  Ihy  voice,— Theyrun  tbedeep, 
And  the  tirM  prophet  lays  his  limbs  to  sleep. 
HfTe  God  speaks  iouder,  scnds  a  storm  to  sea, 
The  cloods  rrmove  to  gtvc  the  rensreance  way; 
StroDg  błasts  come  whistling,  by  dejŁi-ees  they  roar, 
And  shove  hig  siirges  tumbling  on  to  shore; 
The  TCRsel  bounds,  then  rolls,  and  every  blast 
Works  bard  to  tear  her  hy  the  groaning  mast; 
The  sailors,  doubling  all  their  shouts  and  cares, 
Turł  the  wbite  catAas,  and  cast  forth  the  wares; 
£ach  seek  the  God  their  natire  regions  own, 
In  vain  they  seek  thrm,  for  tbose  gods  were  nonę. 
Yet  Jonah  slept  the  while,  who  solely  knew, 
In  all  that  nnmber,  where  to  find  the  tnie. 
To  whom  the  pilot:  "  Sleeper,  risc  and  pray, 
Our.  gods  are  def.f ;  may  thine  do  morę  than  they !" 

But  thus  the  rest:  "  Perhaps  we  wafl  a  foe 
To  Heaven  itsełf,  and  that^s  our  cause  of  woe ; 
leVn  seek  by  lots,-if  Heayen  be  pleasM  to  tell;" 
Aod  what  they  sought  by  lots,  on  Jonah  fell : 
Then,  whencc  be  camp,  and  who,  and  what,  and  why 
Thus  rag*d  the  tei»pe«t,  aU  confu8'dly  ery; 


Eacb  pre88'dln  hastę  to  g«t  bis  ąuestion  heai^, 
When  Jonafi  stops  tbem  with  a  grave  rcgard. 

**  An*Hebrew  man,  you  see,  who  God  rcrere, 
He  madę  this  world,  aud  makes  this world  his  care; 
His  the  whirl»d  sky,  these  wave8  that  lift  tbeir  bead> 
And  his  yon  land,  on  which  you  long  to  tread. 
He  charg'd  me  late,  to  Nineveh  repalr, 
And  to  their  face  denounce  his  sentence  there: 
*  Go,'  said  the  vision,  *  prophet,  preach  to  all, 
Yet  forty  dayg,  and  Nineveh  shall  falł.» 
But  well  I  knew  him  gmcious  to  forgire. 
And  much  my  zeal  abhorr^d  the  bad  shoutd  lirę; 
And  if  they  tum,  tbey  live;  then  what  were  I 
But  some  false  prophet,  when  tbey  fail  to  die  ł 
Or  what,  I  fancied,  had  the  Gentiles  too 
With  Hebrew  propheU,  and  their  God,  to  do  ? 
Drawn  by  the  wilfiil  thoughts,  my  soil  I  run, 
1  fled  his  presence,  and  the  work's  undone.'* 

The  storm  increases  as  the  prophet  speaks, 
0'er  the  tost  ship  a  foaming  billów  breaks; 
She  rises  pendant  on  the  lifted  waves, 
And  tbence  descries  a  thousand  watery  grares; 
Thcai,  downward  rusbing,  watery  mountains  hide 
Her  hulk  beneath,  in  deatbs  on  every  stde. 
"  O,"  ery  the  sailors  all,  "  thy  fJMJt  was  ill, 
Yet,  if  a  prophet,  speak  thy  master^s  will; 
What  part  ia  ours  with  thee  ?  can  aught  remain 
To  bringthe  blessings  of  a  calm  again?" 

Then  Jonah :  **  Mine^s  the  death  will  best  atone 
(And  God  is  pleas*d  that  I  pronounce  my  own); 
Arise,  aod  cast  me  furth,  the  wind  will  cease, 
The  sea  subsiding  wear  tbe  looks  of  peace. 
And  you  securely  steer.    For  well  I  see 
Myself  the  criminai,  the  storm  for  me.'* 

Yet  pity  moves  for  one  that  owjis  a  blame. 
And  awe  resulting  from  a  prophet*s  name ; 
l^ve  pleads,  be  kindly  meant  for  tbem  to  die; 
Fear  pleads  against  him,  lest  they  power  defy : 
If  then  to  aid  the  flight  abets  tbe  sin, 
They  think  to  land  him  where  they  took  him  in. 
Perhaps,  to  quit  the  cause,  mi^ht  end  the  woe. 
And,  God  appeasing,  let  the  vessel  go. 
For  this  they  ax  their  oars,  and  strike  the  maio. 
But  God  witbstands  tbem,  and  they  strike  in  vain. 

The  storm  increases  more  with  want  of  light, 
Low  blackening  cloud<:  involve  the  ship  i n  ni^^ht; 
Thick  battering  rains  fly  through  the  driving  ikics, 
Lond  thunder  bellows,  dartedlightuing  flies; 
A  dreadful  pieture  night-born  horrour  drew, 
And  his,  or  thei  re,  or  both  their  fatcs,  they  vie w. 

Then  thus  to  God  they  ery:  "  Almightypo»-er, 
Whom  we  ne*er  knew  till  this  despairing  iiour, 
From  this  devoted  blood  thy  servants  free. 
To  us  he>8  Innocent,  if  so  to  thee ; 
In  all  the  past  we  aat  thy  wond'rous  hand. 
And  that  he  perish,  think  it  thy  command.*' 

This  prayer  perform'd,  they  cast  the  propbet  Cer; 
A  surge  receives  him,  and  he  mounts  no  morc; 
Then  stiłl  »s  the  thunder,  ceasc  tbe  flames  of  blue, 
Tbe  rains  abated,  and  the  winds  witbdrew; 
The  clouds  ride  off,  and,  as  they  march  away, 
Through  every  breaking  shoots  a  checrful  day ; 
The  sea,  which  rag*d  so  loud,  accepts  the  prize, 
A  while  it  rolls,  then  all  the  tempest  dies; 
By  gradual  sinking,  fiat  the  surface  grows. 
And  safe  the  yessei  with  the  sailors  goes. 
The  Hun  thus,  that  bounda  the  fences  o*er. 
And  makes  tbe  mountain^cchoes  learn  to  roar, 
Ifon  the  lawn  a  branching  deer  he  rend, 
T'hen  Calls  his  hungei*,  ali  bis  roarings  eód ; 
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asy- 


Mcmniiriog  a  wbile,  to  rest  his  Umbe  he  laysi 
And  thc  freed  lawa  enjoys  its  herd  at  ease. 

Bless*d  with  the  sudden  calm,  the  sailors  own    ' 
Tbat  >vretched  Jonah  worshipp'd  right  jalone; 
Then  make  their  vow8,  the  victim  sbeep  prepare, 
Bemoan  tbe  propbet,  and  tbe  Ood  revere. 

Now,  tbougb  you  fear  to  lose  tbe  power  to 
breathe, 
Now,  tbougb  you  tremble,  Fanćy,  dive  beneatb ; 
What  worlds  of  woadere  in  tbe  deep  are  seen ! 
But  tbis  tbe  greate«(t — Jonali  live8  wttbin  ! 
Tbeman  ^bo  foudly  fled  tbe  Maker^s  view, 
Strange  as  the  crtme,  bas  found  a  dangeon  too. 
Ood  sent  a  monster  of  tbe  frothing  sea» 
Fit,  by  tbe  bulk,  to  gorge  tbe  living  prcy, 
And  lodge  bira  still  alire ;  tbis  bulk  recełvet 
Tbe  falling  propbet,  as  be  dasb*d  the  waves. 
Tbere,  newly  wak*d  from  fancied  deatb,  be  Hes, 
And  oft  again  in  apprehension  diesj 
Wbile  tbree  long  days  and  nights,  depriv'dof  sleep, 
He  turn'd  and  tos8*d  bim  np  and  down  the  deep, 
He  thinks  tbe  judgment  of  the  strangest  kind. 
And  mach  be  wonders  what  the  Lord  designM; 
Yet,  sińce  be  łives,  tbe  gift  of  life  be  weighs, 
That^s  time  for  prayer,and  thus  a  ground  for  praise; 
**  From  tbe  dark  entrails  of  tbe  whale  to  thce, 
(Tbis  new  cotitnvance  of  a  Heli  to  me) 
To  tbee,  my  God,  I  cry'd ;  my  fuli  dibtress 
PiercM  thy  kind  ear,  and  brongbt  my  soul  i^edress. 
Cast  to  tbe  deep  1  fell,  by  tl)y  command, 
Cast  in  the  miast,  beyond  tbe  rcach  of  land; 
Tben  to  the  midst  brougbt  down,  the  scas  abide 
Beoeatb  myfeet,  tbe  seas  on  e%'ery  side; 
In  storms  the  billów,  and  in  calms  tbe  ware, 
Are  moTiDg  eoverings  to  my  wandering  grave. 
Forc*d  by  despair,  I  cryM,  How  to  my  cost 
I  fled  tby  presence,  oh,  for  ever  lost ! 
But  bope  revives  my  soul,  and  makesme  say, 
Yet  tow*rds  tby  tempie  shall  1  tum  and  pray; 
Or,  if  I  know  not  here  wbere  SaU;m  lies, 
Thy  temple^s  Heaven,  and  iaith  bas  inward  eycs. 
Alas !  tbe  waters,  wbicb  my  whale  surround, 
Have  tbrougb  my  sorrowing  soul  a  passage  fouiłd; 
And  now  tbe  dangeon  mores,  new  deptbs  I  try, 
New  tbougbts  of  danger  all  bis  paths  supply. 
The  last  of  deeps  affords  the  last  of  dread, 
And  wraps  ita  fiineral  weeds  around  my  bead: 
Now  o'er  tbe  sand  bis  rolling s  seem  to  go, 
^Vbere  the  big  mountains  root  their  base  below; 
And  now  to  rocks  and  clefts  their  course  tbey  take, 
Earth's  endless  bars,  too  strong  for  me  to  break ; 
Yet,  from  th*  abyss,  my  Ood  1  thy  grace  divine 
flath  caird  bim  upward,  and  my  life  is  minę. 
Still,  as  I  toss*d,  I  scarce  retaio'd  my  breath, 
"My  soul  was  sick  witbin,  and  faint  to  death. 
Twas  tben  1  tbougbt  of  thce,  for  pity  pray'd. 
And  to  tby  tempie  dew  tbe  prayers  {  madę. 
Tbe  men,  whom  lying  vanity  ensnares, 
,  Forsake  thy  mcrey,  tbat  which  migbt  be  tbeirs. 
But  I  will  pay~my  Ood!  my  king!  receive 
Tbe  solemn  vow8  my  fuU  affection  gave,    • 
Wbcn  in  tby  tempie,  for  a  psalm,  I  sing 
Salvation  only  from  my  God,  my  king." 

Thus  £nds  tbe  prophet ;  first  from  Ćanaan  sent, 
To  let  the  Gentiles  know  tbey  must  repent: 
God  kears,  and  speakt;  tbe  whale,  at  Ood'8  com- 
mand, 
.  ficaves  to  tbe  Mght,  and  casts  him  fórth  to  land. 

With  longfatigue,  with  uaexpected  ease^ 
Oppre8sVł  a  while,  hit  }i«8  asidc  tha.saas; 


His  eyes,  tbougb  glad,  in  strange  astonishM  wzf 
Stare  at  tbe.golden  front  of  cbeerful  day; 
Tben,  slowly  raisM,  be  sees  tbe  wonder  plain. 
And  what  he  pray'd,  be  wrote,  to  sing  again. 

Tbe  son^  recorded  brings  bis  vow  to  mind; 
He  most  be  thftnkful,  for  tbe  Lord  was  kind; 
Straigbt  to  tbe  work  he  shunn'd  he  flies  in  ha'«te 
(Tbat  seems  his  yow^  or  seems  a  part  at  least)  * 
Preaching  he  comes,  dnd  thus  denounc*d  to  all^ 
Yet  forty  days,  and  Nineveh  shall  fali. 
Fear  seiz*d  thc  Gentiles,  Nineveb  bełicves; 
All  fast  with  penitence,  and  God  forgives. 

Nor  yet  of  usc  tbe  prophet^s  suffering  fails, 
He]l's  deep  black  bosom  morę  tban  shows'  tlM 

wba1e's, 
But  some  resemblance  brings  a  type  to  view, 
The  place  was  dark,  the  time  propOrtiouM  took 
"  A  race,**  the  Saviour  cries,  "  a  sinful  race, 
Tempts  for  a  sign  tbe  powers  of  łieavenły  graoe^ 
And  tet  tbem  take  tbe  sign:  as  Jonah  lay, 
Three  days  and  nigbts  witbin  the  fish  of  prcy; 
So  shall  the  Son  of  Mau  dosoend  below, 
Earth*s  opening  entrails  shall  retain  him  so." 

My  soul,  now  seek  tbe  song,  and  find  me  tbCra 
What  Heaven  bas  shown  thee  to  repel  dispaii; 
See,  wbere  from  Heli  sbe  bi-eaks  the  crumblii^ 

ground, 
Her  hairs  staad  uprigbt,  and  tbey  stare  around; 
Her  horrid  front  deep-troncbing  wriflkles  tracę, 
Ijean  sharpening  looks  deform  ber  livid  face; 
Bent  lie  the  brows,  and  at  the  bend  below, 
With  fire  and  blood  two  wandering  eye-balls  glow; 
Fill'd  are  ber  arms  with  numeroas  aids  to  kill. 
And  God  slie  fancies  but  tbe  judge  of  ilL 
Oh,  fatr-ey'd  Hope !  thou  see'st  the  possion  nigh, 
Daagbter  of  Promłse,  oh  forbear  to  fly !  ' 

Assurance  holds  thee,  Fear  would  have  thee  go, 
Close  thy  blue  wings,  and  stand  tłiy  deadly  foc  ^ 
The  judgc  of  iii  is  still  the  Lord  of  grace, 
As  such  behold  him  in  tbe  prophefs  ease, 
Cast  to  be  drown*d,  devour*d  witbin  the  sea, 
Sunk  to  the  deep,  and  yet  restor'd  to  day.  ' 

Oh,  love  the  Lord,  my  soul,  wbosc  parent«are 
So  ruics  the  world  he  punishe^  to  spare. 
If  heavy  grief  my  downeast  beart  oppress. 
My  body  danger,  or  my  state  distress, 
With  Iow  subpiission  in  thy  temper  bo  w, 
Like  Jonah  pray,  like  Jopah  make  thy  vow; 
With  bopes  of  comfort  kiss  tbe  chmstening  rod. 
And,  shunning  mad  despair,  repose  in  God; 
Then,  whatsoe*er  the  prophet*s  vow  design. 
Repeotance,  tbooks,  and  charity,  be  minę, 

HEZESIAII. 

From  thebleak  beacb,  and  broad  ezpanse  of  sea. 
To  lofty  Salem,  Thought,  direct  thy  way; 
Mount  tby  light  chariot,  move  aloag  tbe*plains. 
And  end  tby  Aight  when  Hczekiah  reigpns. 

How  swiftły  Thought  has  pa8s>d  from  land  to 
land. 

And  quite out-runTime'smeasuring'<glM8of sand! ' 
Great  Salera'8  walls  appear,  and  I  resort 
To  view  tbe  state  of  Hezekiah's  coart. 

Weil  may  that  king  a  pions  verse  instpire, 
Who  cleans*d  tbe,  tempie,  wbo  reviv'd  the  choir, 
Pteas'd  with  the  seryice  David  fix'd  before, 
Tbat  heavenly-music  might  on  Earth  adore. 
Decp-rob'd  in  wbite,  be  madę  the  Lerites  stand 
With  cyiobala,  harps,  and  p«altefM8in  their  band ; 
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He  gare  tlie  prierts  tfaeir  InunpeU,  prompt  to  raite 
The  tunefiil  soul,  by  force  of  soandy  to  praise. 
A  bkilfiil  Dmster  far  the  song  he  chose, 
The  songs  were  David'8  Łhese,  and  Araph'8  those; 
Then  burns  thcir  gfiering,  ali  arouod  rejoice. 
Fach  tuues  his  iiistrument  to  join  the  voice; 
The  trumpets  sounded,  eiid  the  singers  luiig, 
The  people  worsbipp'd,  and  the  tempie  rung. 
Each,  while  the  victim  burns,  presents  his  heart, 
Tlien  the  priest  blesses,  and  the  people  part. 

Hail !  sacred  Musie !  sińce  you  know  to  draw 
The  soul  to  Heaven,  the  spirit  to  the  law, 
I  come  to  prove  thy  force,  thy  waibliug  string 
May  tuue  my  soul  to  write  what  othera  sing. 

But  is  this  Salem  >  this  tbe  proiuis^d  bliss, 
These  sighs  aod  groans  ?  what  jneans  the  realm 

by  this? 
What  solemn  sorrow  dwelli  in  erery  streetł 
What  fear  cunfouods  the  downcast  looks  1  meet? 
Alasi  the  king!  whole  nations  siok  with  woe, 
When  righteous  ktngs  are  sommon^d  hence  to  go; 
The  king  lies  sick;  and  tbus,  to  speak  his  doom, 
Tłie  prophet,  grave  Isaiab,  stalks  the  rooia: 
"  Oh,  prince,  thy  seryant,  seut  from  Ood,  beliere; 
Set  all  in  order,  for  tbou  canst  not  live.'' 
Solemn  he  said,  and  sighing  left  the  plaoe; 
Deep  priuts  of  horrour  fuiTOw'd  ereiy  face; 
Within  their  minds  appear  etemal  glooms, 
Black  gaping  roaibles  of  thcir  monarcha'  tomba; 
A  king  belov'd  decea6*d,  his  offspring  nonę. 
And  wars  destnicti^e,  era  they  fix  the  throne. 
Strait  to  the  wali  he  tum*d,  with  dark  deapair^ 
CJwas  tow^rds  the  tempie,  or  for  private  prayer,) 
And  thus  to  God  the  pious  monarch  spoke, 
Who  bttrn'd  the  grores,  the  brazen  serpent  broke: 
"  Remember,  Lord,  with  what  a  heart  for.  rigbt, 
What  care  for  truth,  1  walk>d  within  thy  sight." 

Twas  thus  with  terrour,  prayers»  and  tears,  he 
toss'd, 
When  the  mid-conrt  the  grave  Isaiah  crosa*d, 
Whom,  in  tbe  cedar  columns  of  the  8qttare, 
Meets  a-  sweet  angel,  hung  in  giittering  air. 
6eiz*d  with  a  trance,  he  stoi^pM,  before  his  eye 
Ciears  a  raisM  arch  of  visionary  sky, 
Where,  as  a  minutę  pass^d,  the  greater  lii^ht 
Purpling  appear^d,  arid  south^d  aud  set  in  iiight; 
A  Moon  Buccecding  leads  the  starry  strain, 
She  glides,  and  sinks  her  siUer  horns  again  : 
A  second  fancied  moming  dri^es  the  ahades, 
ClosM  by  tbe  dark,  Uie  second  evening  fades; 
Tbe  third  bright  dawn  awakes,  and  straight  he  sees 
The  tempie  risf^,  tbe  mooarcli  on  bis  knces. 
Pleas'd  with  the  sceiic,  his  inwardthougltts  rejoice, 
When  thus  the  guanlian  angel  form'd  a  voice: 
**  Now  tow^rds  the  captain  of  my  people  go, 
And,seer,  relate  bim  what  thy  yisions  show; 
The  Ix)M  bas  heanl  his  words,  and  seen  his  tears. 
And  through  fiftcen  eitends  his  futurę  years.'' 

Herę,  to  the  room  prepar*d  with  dismal  black* 
The  Prophet  turning,  brought  tbe  comfort  back. 
"  Ob,  monarch,  hail,"  be  cry»d;  •*  thy  words  are 

beaiT), 
Tby  rirtiious  actioiis  meot  a  kind  regard; 
God  gives  tliec  tiftecn  yeara,  when  tlirice  a  day 
Shows  the  round  Sun,  within  the  terapie  pray. 

«  When  thrice  tbe  day !"  surpris^d,  tbe  monarch 
criea, 
*«  When  thrice  the  San !  what  power  have  1  to  rise ! 
But,  if  thy  comforfs  human  or  diyine, 
Tis  ahort  to.piore  it^— sive  thy  priace  a  aign.** 


.  "  Bcbold,*'  tbe  prophet  Cfy>d  (and  atidc^d  bs 

haiłds,) 
**  Against  ycn  lattice,  where  the  dial  stands; 
Now  shałl  the  Sun  a  backward  jouruey  go 
Through  ten  drawn  lines,  or  leap  to  ten  bdow.* 
"  Tis  easier  po)iting  Naturc*s  airy  track," 
Rcpliea  the  mouarch:  "  let  the  Sun  go  back.** 
Attcntive  here  be  gaz*d,  the  prophet  pray'd, 
Back  went  tbe  Sun,  and  back  pursued  tbe  shade. 

Cheer^d  by  the  sign,  aod  by  the  prophet  beaM, 
What  sacred  thanks  his  gratitude  reveard ! 
As  siekły  swallowa,  when  a  sommer  ends, 
Who  niasM  the  passage  with  tbeir  flying  DrieBda, 
Take  to  a  wali,  there  lean  the  languid  bead, 
While  all  who  fmd  them  think  the  sleepera  dead; 
If  yet  their  warmth  new  daya  of  aununer  briag, 
They  wake,  and  joyful  flutter  ap  to  aing : 
So  far^d  the  mouarch,  aick  to  death  he  lay. 
His  court  dc8pair'd,  and  watch'd  the  laat  decay; 
At  length  new  favottr  sbines,  new  life  he  gaiiia. 
And  rais^d  he  singa;  'tis  thus  the  aong  remana: 

"  I  said,  my  Ood,  when  in  the  ]oath'd  diaeaae 
Thy  prophet^s  words  cut  off  my  futurę  daya, 
Now  to  the  grave,  with  moumfiil  haate,  I  go, 
Now  Death  uiibant  his  sable  gates  below. 
How  migfat  my  ycars  by  courae  of  naturę  last! 
Hut  thott  prouoiuic'd  it,  and  the  proapect  paasM. 
I  said,  my  God,  thy  servant  now  no  morę 
Shall  in  thy  temple^s  sacred  courts  adore; 
No  morc  on  Earth  with  living  man  conrerae, 
Shrunk  in  a  cold  uncomfortable  hearae. 
My  lifc,  like  teutiwhicbwandenng  ahepherdsraise, 
Provcs  a  short  dwelling,  and  removes  at  eaae. 
My  sins  puraue  me ;  see  the  deadly  band ! 
My  God,  who  sees  them,  cuts  me  from  tbe  land; 
Afi  wheu  a  weaver  finds  his  iabour  spęd, 
jiwift  from  the  beams  he  parts  the  fasteningtbread. 
With  pining  sickiicss  all  from  night  to  day, 
From  day  to  night,  he  makes  my  strength  decayt 
Ueckouing  tlie  tiuie,  I  roli  with  restless  groans, 
Tin,  with  a  lion's  force,  he  cnish  my  boiies; 
New  moming  dawns,  but,  like  tbe  moming  past, 
'T  is  day,  'tis  night,  and  still  my  sorrows  !asŁ 
Now,  screamiug  like  the  crane,  my  worda  I  apoke, 
Now,  like  the  swallow,  chattering  quick,  andbiofce; 
Now,  like  the  doleful  dove,  when  oń  the  plaina 
Her  mourning  tonę  afit^ts  the  iistoning  swaios. 
To  Heavcn,  for  aid,  my  wearying  eyes  1  throw, 
At  length  they  're  weary'd  quite,  and  aink  with 

woe. 
From  Death'8  arrest,  for  some  dclaya,  I  ane; 
Tbou,  Lord,  who  judg'd  me,  tbou  rapricTe  me,  too. 

'*  Rapture  of  joy !  what  can  thy  serrant  aay  ? 
He  sent  his  prophet  to  prolong  my  day; 
Through  my  glad  limbs  I  feel  the  wonder  nm, 
Thus  said  the  Lord,  and  this  himaelf  bas  done. 
Sofl  shall  i  walk,  and,  well  aecur*d  from  fean, 
Posscss  tbe  comforts  of  my  fiitare  yeara. 
Keep  soft,  my  heart,  keepbumble,  while  they  lułl. 
Nor  e'er  forget  my  bittemesa  of  souL 
*Tis  by  the  rocans  thy  sacred  woids  supply, 
That  mankind  fi^e,  but  in  peculiar  I; 
A  second  grant  tby  mercy  pleas*d  to  giire. 
And  my  rais^dspirits  doubly  seem  to  lirę. 
Behoid  the  time !  when  peaoe  adom'd  my  relgn, 
Twaa  then  I  felt  my  »trokc  of  humbling  pain; 
Corruption  dug  her  pit,  I  fear*d  to  smk, 
God  lov'd  my  soul,  and  snatch*d  me  from  the 
He  turn*d  my  foliiea  from  hia  gradoua  eye, 
Afi  men  who  i^ui  accauntt,  aa4  CMt  Umoi  by< 
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-^  Wbat  mottth  bas  Deatb,  whicb  can  thy  prais^ 
proc^aim  ?  [uainr? 

What  tongue  thc  Orare,  to  speak  thy  głorioui» 
Qr  will  the  senseless  dead  exQlt  with  mirtb, 
Wov>d  to  their  bopeby  pramises  on  Enrth? 
The  living,  Lord,  the  liriog  oniy  praise, 
The  living  only  fit  to  siny  thy  lays: 
These  feel  thy  favours,  these  thy  temples  seej 
These  raise  the  song,  as  I  this  day  to  thec. 
Nor  will  thy  tnith  the  present  only  rcach, 
This  thc  good  fathers  shall  their  ofijspring  teach; 
Report  the  blessings  which  adom  my  page, 
And  haod .their  own,  with  minę,  from  age  to  age. 

"  So,  whenthe Maker  heard  his creatore erave, 
Sc  kindly  rosę  his  ready  will  to  8ave, 
Then  march  we  soicmn  towMds  tlie  temp!e-door, 
Wbile  alt  our  joyful  musie  sounds  before; 
There,  on  this  day,  throagh  all  my  life  appear, 
Wben  this  coraes  round  in  each  retaming  year; 
There  strike  the  strings,  our  voices  jointly  raise, 
And  let  his  dweilings  bear  my  songs  of  prai^e." 

Thus  wrote  the  monarch,  and  Tli  think  the  lay 
Design *d  for  public,  wben  be  went  to  prayj 
I '11  think  the  perfect  composition  runs, 
Perform'd  by  H^man'8  or  Jeduthun^s  sons. 

Thcn,  sińce  th6  time  arrt^es  the  seer  foretpld. 
And  the  third  moming  roUs  an  orb  of  gold, 
With  thankfui  zeal,  recoYer^d  prince,  prepare 
To  lead  thy  iiation  to  the  dome  of  prayer. 

My  fancy  takes  ber  chariot  once  again, 
Mores  the  rich  wheels,  and  mingles  in  tby  train ; 
She  sees  the  singera  reacb  Moriah*s  bill, 
1*he  mtnstrels  foUow,  then  the  porcbes  iUl ; 
She  wakes  thc  numerous  instruments  of  art, 
That  each  perform  its  own  adapted  palt; 
^eks  airs  expres8ive  of  tby  grateinl  strains. 
And,  listening,  bears  the  vary'd  tnnc  she  feigni. 

From  a  gravc  pitch,  to  speak  the  monareh's  woe, 
The  notes  flow  down  and  deeply  stnind  below; 
Alt  Iong<>continuing,  whilc  depriv'd  of  ease 
He  rolls  for  tedious  nights  and  heavy  days. 
Herę  intermix'd  with  discord,  wben  the  crane 
Screams  in  the  notes,  tbrourh  sharper  sense  of 

pain^ 
There,  run  with  descant  on,  and  tanght  to  shake, 
When  pangs  repeated  force  the  yoice  to  break : 
Now  like  the  dove  the}'  murmur,  till  in  stghs 
They  fali,  and  languish  with  the  failing  eyes: 
Then  slowly  slackening,  to  surprise  the  morę, 
From  a  dead  pause  his  exćlamation8  soar, 
To  meet  brisk  healtb  the  notes  ascending  fly, 
Live  with  the  ]iving,  and  exvilt  on  high: 
Yet  still  distinct  in  parts  the  musie  plays, 
Till  prince  and  people  both  are  calPd  to  praise^ 
Then  all,  uniting,  strongly  strike  the  stnng, 
Put  forth  their  utmost  breath,  and  loudly  sing ; 
The  wide-spread  chorus  fills  the  sacrod  ground, 
And  holy  transport  scales  the  clouds  with  souńd. 

Or  thus,  or  lirelier,  if  their  band  aud  voice 
Join*d  the  good  anthem,,might  the  realm  rcjoice. 

This  story  known,  the  leamM  Cbaldeans  canic, 
Drawn  by  the  śign  observ*d,  or  mov*d  by  famc; 
Th^se  ask  Ihe  tiact  for  Hezekiah  done. 
And  much  thej'  wondcr  at  their  god  the  Sun, 
That  thrico  he  dro%*e,  through  one  extcnt  of  day, 
His  go1d«8hod  horscs  in  etherial  way : 
Then  vain1y  ground  their  gness  on  Natnre*s  lawę; 
The  soundcst  knowledgc  owns  a  greater  cause. 

Faithknowsthcfacttranscend9,  and  bidsmefiod 
What'bp)p  jftfr  prRCtię*  bera  incitęfl  tha  mind: 


Straight  to  the  song,  the  thankfui  song,  I  move;  ^ 

May  such  the  voice  of  every  ci-eature  prove ! 

If  every  creature  meets  iŁs  shai«  of  woe^ 

And  for  kind  rescues  every  creature  owe, 

lu  public  8o  tby  Maker'.s  praise  proclaim. 

Nor  what  you  begg'd  with  tears,conceal  with  shame. 

'T  is  there  the  ministry  thy  name  repeat. 
And  tell  what  noercies  were  ^ouchsaf 'd  of  iate ; 
Then  joins  the  obarch,  and  begs^  through  all  our 

.    daya, 
Not  only  with  our  lipa,  but  liyes,  to  praise. 

'T  is  there  our  80vereig^s,  for  a  signal  day 
The  feast  proclaim-d,  their  signal  thanks  rcpay. 
0*er  the  k>ng  streets  we  aee  the  cbańota  wbeel. 
And,  foUowing,  think  of  Hezekiah  still. 
In  the  bles8*d  dome  we  meet  the  white-rob^d  choir, 
In  whose  sweet  notes  our  ravish*d  souls  aspire; 
Side  answering  side,  we  bear,  and  bear  a  paii:, 
All  warm'd  with  language  from  the  gratefuł  heart; 
Or  raisę  the  song,  where  nieeting  keys  rejoice. 
And  teach  the  base  to  wed  the  tieble  voice; 
Art*8  softening  echoes  in  the  musie  souud. 
And,  answeriag  nature^s,  from  the  roof  rebouud. 

Herę  close  my  verse,  the  8ervice  asks  no  more» 
Biess  thy  good  God,  and  give  the  transport  o^er. 

HABAKKUK. 

Now  Ica^e  the  porch,  to  vision  now  retreat, 
Where  thc  uext  rapture  giows  with  varying  beat; 
Now  changctbetmie,  andchangethetemple-sccne, 
The  following  scer  forcwarns  a  futurę  reigo. 
To  iiome  retirement,  where  the  prophefs  sons 
Indulge  their  holy  llight,  my  fancy  runs; 
Somc  sacred  college,  built  for  praise  and  prayer, 
Artd  l)eaveuly  dr«am,  she  seeks  Habakkuk  tłiere. 
Perhaps  'ti^  tlierc  he  moans  the  nation'8  sin, 
Hears  Ihe  word  oome,  or  fcels  the  fit  wiŁhin  j 
Or  sees  the  yision,  fram^d  with  angełs*  hands. 
And  drcads  the  judgmcnts  of  rcvoited  lands; 
Or  holds  a  converse,  if  the  Lord  appear. 
And,  like  Eiijab,  wraps  his  face  for  fear. 
This  deep  recess  portendi*  a  u  act  of  wcight, 
A  mesitage  labouring  with  the  work  of  Fate. 

Methinks  the  skies  łiave  lost  their  lovely  blue, 
A  storm  rides  fiery,  tUick  the  clouds  eusue. 
FalPn  to  the  ground,  with  prostraŁc  face  I  He: 
Oh!  'twere  the  same  in  this  to  gazę  and  die! 
But  bark  the  propbefsYoice;  myprayerscomplain 
Of  łabour  speot,  of  preaching  urg'd  in  vain. 
And  must,  my  God,  thy  sorrowing  8ervant  still 
@uit  my  lone  joys,  to  walk  this  world  of  ill? 
Where  spoiling  ragas,  strifc  and  wrong  command^ 
And  the  sJackM  laws  no  lunger  curb  the  land  ? 

At  this  a  strange  and  morę  than  buman  sound 
Thus  breaks  the  cioud,  and  dauuta  the  trembling 

ground. 
"  Bebold,  ye  Gentilcs;  wonderiug  all  behold, 
What  scarce  ye  credit,  though  thc  work  bo  told  j 
For,  lo,  the  prood  Cbaldean  troops  I  raise, 
To  march  the  breadtb,  and  all  the  region  seize; 
Fierce  as  the  prowling  woWes,  at  close  of  day. 
And  swift  as  eaglcs  in  pursuit  of  prey. 
As  eai^tern  winds  to  blast  the  seasun  blow, 
For  blood  aud  rapine  Hics  the  dreadfiil  foc; 
Leads  the  sad  captives,  couutless  as  the  sandj, 
Deńdes  the  princes,  and  destroys  the  land. 
Yct  these,  triumphant  grown,  offcnd  me  morę. 
And  only  thank  the  gods  tbey  chosc  before." 

*'  Art  tbou  not  holiest,''  here  the  prophetcries} 
"  3upr»nia»  etenud,  of  the  purest  eyes? 
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And  shall  those  eyes  the  wicked  realms  regard, 

Their  crimes  be  great,  yet  victory  their  reward  ? 

Shali  these  still  ravage  morę  and  morę  to  reign, 

Draw  the  fiill  net,  and  cast  to  M  again? 

As  watch-men  silent  sit,  I  wait  to  see 

How  sol yes  my  doubt,  wbat  speaks  the  Lord  to  me.*' 

"  Then  go,**  the  Lord  replies, "  suspendthy  fears. 
And  write  the  vision  for  a  term  of  years: 
Thy  foeii  will  feel  their  tum  when  those  are  paft, 
Wait,  though  it  tany;  sare  it  comes  at  last. 
'Tis  for  their  rapine,  Ituts,  and  thirst  of  blood, 
And  al  i  their  unprotecting  gods  of  wood, 
The  Lord  is  present  on  his  sacred  bill, 
Cease  thy  weakdoubts,  and  let  the  world  be  stilL" 

Herę  terroar  leares  me ;  with  exalted  bead, 
I  brcathe  fine  air,  and  find  the  Tision  fled; 
Thr  seer  withdrawn,  inspir^d,  and  urg^d  to  write, 
By  the  warm  influence  of  the  sacred  sight. 

Mis  writing  finished,  prophet-likc  array*d» 
He  brings  the  burthcn  on  the  region  laid; 
His  bands  a  tablet  and  a  volumc  bear, 
The  tablet  threatenings,  and  the  volume  prayer; 
Doth  for  the  tempie,  where,  to  shun  decay, 
£nroll'd  the  works  of  inspinitiou  lay. 
And  awfiil,  oft  he  stops,  or  marches  slow, 
While  the  duird  nation  bears  him  prcach  theirwoe. 

Arriv'd  at  length,  with  grave  conccin  for  all, 
He  t3x^d  his  table  on  the  sacreJ  wali.  [read : 

*Twas  large  inscijb*d,  ihat  those  wbo  run  might 
'*  Habakkuk's  burthen,  by  the  Loid  decreedj 
For  Judah's  sins  her  empire  is  no  mure, 
The  fierce  Chaldeans  tmthe  her  realm  in  pone." 

Next  to  the  priest  his  Yohime  he  rcsignM, 
*Twas  pł^ver,M  ith  prnises  mixM,  to  rais*^  the  roind; 
■Twns  factij  recounted,  whifh  thoir  fathcrs  knew; 
*T\vas  powcr  iii  wonders  maMłfci't  to  vie\v; 
Twas  comfort,  rais'd  on  Forc  already  past. 
And  hope,  that  formcr  love  retunis  at  last. 

The  priests  within  the  pmphecy  cunvey'd, 
The  singers  tunes  to  join  his  anthem  madę. 
Hear,  and  attond  tlie  words:  and,  holy  Thou 
That  heli>»d  the  prophrt,  help  the  jłoet  now. 

"  O,  Lonl,  who  rulNt  the  world,  with  mortal  ear 
l*ve  heard  thy  judgmoiits,  and  1  shake  for  fear. 
O  Ijord,  by  wliom  their  numbcrM  j-ears  we  find, 
Ev*n  in  the  midst  reccive  the  droopin^^  mind ; 
Ev'n  in  the  midst  thou  canst— then  make  it  known, 
Thy  lovr,  thy  will,  thy  iwwer,  to  save  thine  own. 
Kemem  ber  merry,  thuutrh  thine  anger  bum, 
And  soon  to  Salem  bid  thy  fiock  retuni. 
O,  Lord,  who  gav»st  it  with  an  outstretrhM  band, 
'  We  well  remember  how  thou  pav*8t  the  land. 

«  God  camc  from  Teman,  soutbward  sprung  the 
Hanie, 
Prom  Paroii-mount  the  One  that*s  holy  came; 
A  glitterinjr  glory  madę  the  descrt  blazr. 
High  Heaven  was  covcr'd,  £arth  was  filPd  with 

praliM*. 
Bazzling  the  brightne*,  not  the  Sun  so  bright, 
Twas  here  the  pnrc  substantial  fount  of  ligbt; 
Shot  from  his  hand  and  side  in  golden  streams, 
Came  forwaid  efBuent  homy-pointed  beams:' 
Thus  «hone  his  eoming,  as  sublimely  fair 
As  bounded  naturę  has  been  fram'd  to  bear; 
But  all  his  furt  her  marks  of  grandcur  htd, 
Kor  wbat  he  could  was  known,  but  what  he  did. 
Pire  ])lag:ues  l)efore  him  ran  at  his  command. 
To  waste  the  natioii9  in  the  promisM  land.  ^ 

A  scorcbłng  flame  went  forth  where*er  he  trod,   T 
Aud  buming  fcyen  were  the  eools  of  Ood. 


Fix*d  on  the  mount  he  ttood,  his  measuring  fnd 
Marks  the  rich  realms  for  Jacob's  seed  decreed: 
He  looks  with  anger,  and  the  nations  ńy 
From  the  fierce  sparklings  of  his  dreadfol  eye; 
He  tumSy  the  mountain  shakes  its  awfdl  bn>w| 
Awful  he  tnrns,  and  hiUs  eteraal  bow. 
How  glory  there,  how  terrour  berę,  displayt 
His  great  unknown,  yet  eyerlasting  wayal 

"  I  fiec  the  sable  Łents  aiong  the  strand 
Where  Cushan  wanderM,  desolately  stand; 
Ahd  Midian^s  high  parilions  shake  witb  dread, 
While  the  tamM  seas  thy  rescued  nation  tread. 
Whatburst  the  path  ?  what  madę  the  Lord  engageł 
Could  waters  anger,  seas  inoite  thy  ragę, 
That  thus  thine  horses  furce  the  foaming  tide. 
And  ałl  the  chariots  of  salration  ride? 
Thy  bow  was  bare  for  what  thy  mercy  awore; 
These  oaths,  that  promise,  Urael  had  before. 

**  The  rock  that  felt  tbee  clcav>d,  the  ńvers  flow, 
The  wondering  dcsert  lends  thcm  beds  below. 
Thy  might  the  mountain^shc-a  ving  thocksoonfesi'^ 
High  shatter*d  Horcb  trembled  o'er  the  resL 
Great  Jonlan  pass\l  its  nether  waters  by, 
Its  uppcr  waters  raisM  the  voice  on  high : 
Safe  m  the  deep  we  went,  the  liąuid  wali 
Curling  arose,  and  had  no  leave  to  fali. 
The  Sun  cifulgent,  and  the  Moon  serene, 
Stopt  by  thy  will,  their  heavenly  courae  refNni: 
Tłie  voice  was  roau^s,  yet  both  the  voice  obey, 
Till  wars  completed  close  the  lengtben^d  day. 
Thy  glittcring  sfiears,  thy  rattliug  darta  prerail, 
Thy  spears  of  Ii.i<htning,  and  thy  darts  of  hail. 
'Twas  ^hou  that  iuarch'd  against  their  beathen  band, 
Ragc  in  thy  visage,  and  thy  flail  in  fafuid  ; 
'T  was  thou  that  went  liefore  to  wouoid  their  head, 
The  captain  ft>lłow'd  where  the  Saviour  led: 
Tom  from  tbeir  carth,  they  fcel  the  desperate 

wound. 
And  powcr  uiifounded  faiU  for  want  of  groimd. 
With  Tiilage-war  thy  tribcs,  where^er  they  ^, 
Distress  the  remntint  of  the  scatter^d  foe  ; 
Yet  mad  they  rush'd,  as  whirling  wind  descends. 
And  deeinM  fur  friendicss  those  the  Lord  befrieod^ 
Thy  tiamp'.iug  horse  from  sen  to  sea  subdae, 
The  bounding  ocean  left,  no  morę  to  do. 

.''O,  when  1  heard  what  tbouvouch8af*st  to  wis, 
With  works  of  wonder  roust  be  lost  for  sin  ; 
I  quak*d  throu^h  fear,the  voice  forsook  my  toogiK, 
Or,  at  my  lips,  with  quivering  accent  hung; 
J3ry  leaunoss  e»tcring  to  my  marrow  came. 
And  every  luosening  nene  unstrung  my  ftame^ 
How*shall  1  rest,in  what  protectiog  shade, 
When  Clie  day  comes,  and  hostile  troops  uivade? 

"  Though  neitber  blossoms  on  the  fig  appear. 
Nor  Yines  with  clusters  deck  the  purpUog  year; 
Though  all  our  laboors  oliTe-trees  bdie, 
Though  field s  the  substance  of  the  bread  deny; 
Thouąh  flocks  are  sever'd  from  the  silent  fcid. 
And  the  rais'd  stalls  no  lowing  cattle  hołd  ; 
Yet  shall  my  soul  be  glad,  in  God  rejotce, 
Yet  to  my  Sariour  will  I  lift  my  roioe; 
Yet  to  my  Sariour  still  my  temper  sings, 
What  Da  vid  set  to  Instruments  of  strings : 
The  Lord's  my  8trengtb»  like  hinds  he  maket  my 

feet, 
Yon  mount'8  my  refiige,  I  as  safely  fleet; 
Or  (if  the  sohg's  appły'd)  be  makes  me  still 
Expect  returning  to  Morłah'8  liill." 

In  all  this  hymn  what  daring  grAndear  ibinea, 
Wbat  darting  glury  rąys  amoa^  the  liaesi 
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What  mountaiDS^  earthguakes,  douds  and  smokes 

are  seen, 
Wbat  ambient  fires  coDcea|  tbe  Lord  within; 
What  working  wonders  give  tbe  pit>mis*d  płace- 
And  load  the  conduct  of  a  stubborn  race! 
In  all  tbe  work  a  lively  fancy  flows,  ^ 
O^cr  all  the  work  sincere  affection  ^ows: 
Wbile  Tnith'8  firm  rein  tbe  course  of  Fancy  gnides. 
And  o^er  affection  zeal  divine  pre8ide& 

Borne  on  the  prophefs  wtngs,  methinks  I  fly 
Amongst  etemal  attribates  on  high : 
And  berę  I  touch  at  Love  suprem^y  fair. 
And  now  at  Power,  anon  at  Mercy  there; 
So,  like  a  warbling  tird,  my  tunes  1  raise, 
On  Łbo«e  green  bonghs  tbe  Tr6e  of  Life  displays; 
Whose  ŁweWe  lair  fruits,  each  month  by  tnms  re- 

ceiveą/ 
And,  for  the  nations'  healing,  ope  tbeir  Ieaveg. 
Then  be  the  nations  heal^d,  for  thU  I  sing,     / 
I>e8cending  sofUy  from  tbe  prophefs  wing.^ 

Thou,  worid,  attend  the  case  of  Israel ;  tA 
TwiU  tbus  atlarge  refer  to  God  and  thee, 
li  LoYe  be  showii  tbee,  tum  thine  eyes  above. 
And  pay  the  duties  rełative  to  Love; 
If  Power  be  sbown,  and  wonderfully  so, 
Woinder  and  tbank,  adore,  and  bow  below. 
If  Power  that  led  thee,  now  no  longer  lead, 
Bnt  brow-bent  Justice  draws  the  fiaming  blade; 
When  Love  is  scom'd,  when  Sin  the  sword  pro- 

▼okes, 
Let  tears  and  prayers  averty  or  heal  the  strokeś; 
If  Justice  leave8  to  wound,  and  thou  to  groan, 
Bemeath  new  lords,  in  countries  not  thine  own, 
Know  tfais  for  Mercy's  act,  and  let  your  lays, 
Grateful  in  all,  recount  the  cause  of  praise: 
Xben  Łove  retums,  and  wbite  no  sins  diride 
Tbe  firm  alliance,  Power  will  shield  thy  side. 

See  the  grand  round  of  Providence's  care, 
See  realms  assisted  berę,  and  puni«h'd  there; 
0'er  the  just  cirde  cast  thy  wondering  eyes, 
Thank  wbile  you  gazę,  and  study  to  be  wise. 
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tbe  8tar  that  leads  thejJay, 
Rlsing,  shoots  a  golden  ray, 
To  nukke  the  shades  of  darkness  go 
Prom  Heaven  aOove  and  Earth  below; 
And  wam  us  early  with  the  «ght. 
To  lesre  the  beds  of  silent  night; 
From  an  heart  siocere  and  sound, 
From  it«  very  deepest  ground; 
Seod  devotion  up  on  high, 
Wmg'd  wiih  beat  to  reach  the  sky. 
See  the  time  for  sleep  bas  ran, 
liise  before,  or  with  the  Sun : 
L.i|t  thy  hands,  and  humbly  pray, 
Tbe  fountain  of  eternal  day ; 
That,  as  the  light  sereneiy  feir, 
lllustrates  all  the  tracts  of  air; 
fTbe  Sacred  Spirit  so  may  rest, 
With  qułckeniDg  beanis,  upon  thy  breast; 
And  kindly  clean  it  all  within, 
From  darkcnr  blemisbes  of  sin; 
A  od  shine  with  grace  ontil  we  riew 
Tlic  realm  it  giłdś  with  glory  too. 
See  the  day  that  dawns  in  air, 
Brings  along  itfl  toU  and  care: 
wat.  IX. 


From  the  lap  of  night  it  springa, 
With  beaps  of  business  on  its  wings; 
Prepare  to  meet  them  in  a  mind, 
That  bows  submissirely  resign^d; 
That  would  to  works  appointed  fali, 
That  knows  that  God  has  order*d  all. 
And  whether,  with  a  smali  repast. 
We  break  the  sober  moming  fast; 
Or  in  our  thongh^s  and  bouses  lay 
The  fiiture  methods  of  the  day ; 
Or  early  walk  ahroad  to  meet 
Our  business,  with  industrious  feet: 
Whate*er  we  think,  whate^er  we  do. 
His  glory  still  be  kept  in  view. 
O,  giver  of  eternal  bliss, 
Heayenly  Father,  grant  mąthis; 
Grant  it  aU,  as  well  as  me, 
All  whose  hearts  are  fiicM  on  thee; 
Who  revere  thy  Son  above, 
Who  thy  Sacred  Spirit  \ove. 


HYMN  FOR  NOON. 

Thv  Sun  is  swiftly  mounted  high, 

U  glitters  in  the  southem  sk^; 

Its  beams  witli  force  and  glory  brat. 

And  fhiitfiil  Eacth  is  fillM  with  heat 

Father,  also  with  thy  fire 

Warm  the  cold,  the  dead  desire. 

And  make  the  sacred  love  of  thee, 

Within  my  soul,  a  sun  to  me. 

Let  it  shine  so  foirly  bright, 

That  nothing  else  be  took  for  light; 

That  worldly  charms  bie  seęn  to  fode. 

And  in  its  lustre  find  a  sbade, 

Let  It  strongly  shine  within. 

To  scatter  all  the  clouds  of  sin, 

That  drive  when  gusts  of  passion  rise. 

And  intercept  it  ftY)m  our  eyes. 

Let  its  glory  morę  than  vie 

With  the  Sun  that  lights  the  sky: 

Let  it  swiftly  mount  In  air, 

Mount  with  that,  and  leave  it  tliere; 

And  soar,  with  more'a8piring  flight. 

To  realms  of  everlasting  light 

Thus,  wbile  berę  l'm  forc'd  to  be, 

I  daily  wisb  to  Uve  with  thee; 

And  feel  that  union  wbich  thy  loye 

WiU,  after  deatb,  complete  abore. 

From  my  soul  1  send  my  prayer, 

Great  Creator,  bow  thine  ear; 

Thou,  for  whose  propitious  ^ay 

The  world  was  tanght  to  see  the  day; 

Who  spake  the  word,  and  Earth  begui|. 

And  show'd  its  beauties  in  the  Sun; 

With  pleasure  I  thy  creatures  view, 

And  would,  with  good  afifection  too; 

Oood  afiection  sweetly  hee, 

Loose  from  them,  and  move  to  thee; 

O,  teach  me,  due  retums  to  give. 

And  to  thy  glory  let  me  live; 

And  then  my  days  shall  shine  Uie  morę, 

Or  pass  morę  Ueraed  than  before. 


.  HYMN  FOR  EVEN1N0. 

Ths  beam-repelling  mists  arise,  ^ 
And  eveniii|^  spretds  obacnrer  skiess 
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The  twllight  will  the  night  foreran. 
And  Dłght  itself  be  sopn  begun. 
Upon  thy  knees  devoutly  bow. 
And  pray  the  Lord  of  glory  now. 
To  fili  thy  breasty  or  deadiy  sin 
Hay  cause  a  blinder  night  within. 
And  wbethcr  pleasing  vapour8  rise, 
Which  gently  dim  the  dosing  eyes; 
Which  make  the  weary  members  bless^d, 
With  sweet  refreshment  in  thfeir  rcst  j 
Or  whether  spirits  in  the  brain 
Dispel  tbeir  soft  embrace  again; 
And  ou  my  watcbful  bed  I  stay,    • 
Fonook  by  sleep,  and  waiting  day; 
Be  God  for  ever  in  my  view, 
And  neTer  he  forsake  me  too; 
But  Btill  as  day  concludes  in  night. 
To  break  again  with  new4x>rn  light^ 
His  wondrous  bounty  let  me  find, 
With  still  a  morę  enlighten'd  mind; 
When  grace  and  Iove  in  one  agree. 
Grace  from  God,  and  loTe  firom  me; 
Graoe  that  will  from  Heaven  inspire, 
Love  that  seals  it  in  desire ; 
Grace  and  love  that  mingle  beams. 
And  fili  me  with  increasing  fiames* 
Thou  that  hast  thy  palące  far 
Above  the  Moon  and  every  star, 
Thou  that  sittest  on  a  throne 
To  which  the  night  was  never  known, 
Regard  my  voice  and  make  me  bless^d. 
By  kindly  granting  its  request 
If  thoughts  on  thee  my  soul  employ, 
My  darkness  will  afford  me  joy, 
Ti  11  thou  shalt  cali,  and  I  shall  soar. 
And  part  with  darkąess  evennore. 


THE  SOUL  IN  SORROfK 

With  kind  compassion  hear  me  ery, 
O,  Jesu,  Lord  of  Life,  on  high ! 
As  when  the  summer*s  seasons  beat, 
With  scorching  flame  and  parching  heat: 
The  trees  are  burnt,  the  flowers  fade, 
And  thirsty  gaps  in  earth  are  madę: 
My  thoughts  of  comfort  languish  so^ 
And  BO  my  soul  is  broke  by  woe, 
Then  on  thy  servant's  drooping  head 
Thy  dews  of  hlessing  sweetly  shed; 
Let  those  a  quick  refreshment  give. 
And  raise  my  iriind,  and  bid  me  live. 
My  fears  of  danger,.  while  ł  breathe, 
My  dread  of  endless  Heli  bepeath : 
My  sense  of  sorrow  for  my  sin, 
To  springing  comfort,  change  within; 
Change  all  my  sad  complaints  for  case, 
To  checrful  notes  of  endless  praise; 
Korlef  a  tcar  minę  eyes  employ, 
But  such  as  owe  their  birth  to  joy; 
Joy  transpoiting,  sweet,  and  strong, 
Fit  to  fili  and  raise  my  song; 
Joy  that  shall  resounded  be, 
While  da'ys  and  nights  succced  for  me : 
Be  not  as  a  judge  severe. 
For  so  thy  preseuce  who  may  bear? 
On  all  my  words  and  actions  look, 
(I  know  they  're  wntten  in  thy  book;) 
But  then  regard  my  moumful  ery, 
^nd  look  with  Mercy^s  gracious  cye  j 


What  needs  ihy  blood,  since  thine  will  do. 
To  pay  the  dćbt  to  Justice  due> 
O,  tender  Mercy^s  art  divine  \ 
Thy  sorrow  prove8  the  cure  of  minę ! 
Thy  dropping  wounds,  thy  woeful  amart, 
AUay  the  bleedings  of  my  heart: 
Thy  death,  In  death*s  extreme  of  pain, 
Kestores  my  soul  to  life  again. 
Guide  me  then,  for  here  I  bum, 
To  make  my  Sayiour  some  return. 
I  'II  rise  (if  that  will  pleaae  him,  still. 
And  surę  I'Te  heard  him  own  it  will)^ 
I  'U  tracę  his  steps,  and  bear  my  cross^ 
Despising  every  grief  and  loss; 
Since  he,  despising  pain  and  sbame, 
First  took  up  his,  and  did  the  same. 


TffE  HAPPY  MAN. 

How  hlessM  the  man,  how  fully  so, 
As  far  as  man  is  bless^d  below, 
Who,  taking  up  his  cross,  essays 
To  follow  Jesus  all  his  days; 
With  resolution  to  obey. 
And  steps  enlar^iog  in  his  way. 
The  Fatber  of  the  saints  ahoTe 
Adopts  him  with  a  father's  love. 
And  makes  his  bosom  thronghly  shine 
With  wondrous  stores  of  grace  dłvine; 
Sweet  grace  divine,  the  pledge  of  joy, 
That  will  his  soul  above  employ; 
Fuli  joy,  that,  when  his  time  is  done, 
Beł;omes  his  portion  as  a  son. 
Ah  me !  the  sweet  iafusHl  desires, 
The  fen' id  wishes,  holy  fires, 
Which  thus  a  meltcd  heart  refine, 
Such  are  his,  and  such  be  minę. 
From  hence  despising  all  besides 
That  Earth  reveals,  or  Ocean  hides; 
All  that  men  in  either  prize. 
On  God  alone  he  sets  his  eyes. 
From  hence  his  hope  is  on  the  wings. 
His  health  renews,  his  safety  springs. 
His  glory  blazes  up  below. 
And  all  Óiestreams  of  comfort  flow. 

He  calls  his  Saviour-KiDg  abore. 
Lord  of  Mercy,  Lord  of  Love; 
And  finds  a  kin^y  care  defend. 
And  mercy  smile,  and  Iove  descend. 
To  cheer,  to  guide  him  in  the  ways 
Of  this  Tain  world*s  deccitfiil  maże: 
Aod  though  the  wicked  £arth  display 
Its  terrours  in  their  fierce  array;| 
Or  gapę  so  wide  that  horrour  shows 
Its  heil  replete  with  endless  woes; 
Such  succour  keeps  him  elear  of  tń, 
Still  firm  t-o  good,  and  dauntless  stilL 
So,  fix'd  by  Proyidence^s  łiands, 
A  rock  amidst  an  ocean  stands; 
So  bcars,  wit)iout  a  trembling  dread, 
The  tempcst  beating  round  its  head; 
And  with  its  side  repels  the  wave, 
Whose  hoUow  seems  a  coming  grave: 
The  skies,  the  deeps,  are  heard  to  roar; 
The  rock  stands  settled  as  before. 

I,  all  with  ifhom  he  has  to  do, 
Admire  the  life  which  błesses  you, 
l'hat  feeds  a  foe,  that  aids  a  friend, 
Without  a  bye  designing  end; 


A  DESIRE  TO  PRAISE. 
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U  kiiowing  real  iiitereet  liei 

)n  the  brigbt  side  of  yonder  skies, 

Vhere,  having  madę  a  title  foir, 

t  mounts,  aod  leaves  the  world  to  care. 

¥hile  he  that  seeks  for  pleasing  days, 

n  earthly  joys  and  evilways, 

s  but  the  fool  of  toll  or  famę, 

Tbough  happy  be  the  spacious  name) 

Lnd  madę  by  wealth,  which  makes  bim  grcat, 

i  morę  conspicaous  wretch  of  state. 


THE  WAY  TO  HAPPINESSL 

Iow  long,  ye  miserable  bliod, 

•hall  idle  dreams  engasre  your  mind; 

iow  loDg  the  passions  make  their  flight 

Lt  empty  shadows  of  dclight. 

io  morę  in  paths  of  errour  stray, 

The  Lord  thy  Jesus  is  the  way, 

rhe  spring  of  happiness,  and  where 

(hould  men  seek  happtness  but  there ! 

[lieu  run  to  meet  him  at  your  need, 

tun  with  boldnesSy  run  witb  speed, 

'qr  he  forsook  his  own  abode 

Po  meet  thee  morę  than  half  the  road. 

le  laid  aside  his  radiant  crown, 

Ind  love  for  mtiinkind  brought  him  down 

To  tbirstand  hunger,  pain  and  woe, 

To  wounds,  to  death  itself  below; 

Lnd  be,  that  sufier^d  these  alone 

^or  all  the  world,  despises  nonę. 

Po  bid  the  soul,  thafs  sick,  be  clean. 

Po  briug  the  lost  to  life  again ; 

Po  comfort  those  that  gneve  for  ill» 

9  łys  peculiar  goodness  still. 

Knóy  as  the  thougUts  of  parents  run  • 

Jpon  a  dear  and  only  son, 

>o  kind  a  lovc  his  mercies  show, 

So  kind  and  morę  extremely  so. 

Thrioe  happy  men!  (or  find  a  pbrase 
rhi|t  speaks  your  bliss  with  greater  praiae) 
lYho  most  obedient  to  thy  cali, 
.caying  pleasures,  Ieaving  all, 
^ith  heart^with  soul,  with  strengih  incUne, 
>  :3weetcst  Jesu !  to  be  thine. 
Vho  know  thy  will,  obsenre  thy  ways, 
Ind  iu  thy  service  spend  their  days: 
l^v'n  dcath,  that  seems  to  set  them  free, 
}ut  brings  them  closer  still  to  thee. 


7HE  C0NVERT8  LOVE. 

l^ŁESSED  light  of  saints  on  high, 
iVho  ń\\  the  mansions  of  the  sky  ; 
5ure  defence,  wbose  mcrcy  still 
Preserres  thy  subjects  here  from  ill  j 
!>h,  my  Jesus!  make  me  know 
ftow  to  pay  the  thanks  I  owe. 

As  the  fond  sheop  tłiat  idly  strays, 
SVith  wanton  play,  through  winding  ways, 
^hich  never  hits  the  road  of  horae,' 
O^er  wilds  of  danger  learns  to  roam, 
rill,  wearied  out  with  idle  fear, 
find  passing  there,  and  tuming  here, 
He  will,  for  rest,  to  covert  run, 
And  'meet  the  wolf  he  wish'd  to  shus. 


Thus  wretched  I,  through  wanton  will. 
Run  blind  and  headlong  on  in  ill: 
'T  was  thus  from  sin  to  sin  1  flew. 
And  thus  I  might  ha^e  perishM  too; 
But  Mercy  dropt  the  likeness  here. 
And  shoWd,  and  savM  me  from  my  fear. 
While  o*er  the  darkness  of  my  mind 
The  sacred  Spirit  purely  shin*d,  • 
And  mark'd  and  brightenM  all  the  way 
Which  leads  to  everlasting  day ; 
And  broke  the  thickening  clouds  of  sin. 
And  fix'd  the  light  of  IoyC  within. 

From  hence  my  rayishM  soul  aspires, 
And  dates  the  rise  of  its  desires. 
From  hence  to  thee,  my  6od !  I  tum, 
And  fenrent  wishes  say  1  burn; 
1  bum,  thy  glorious  face  to  see, 
And  live  in  endless  joy  with  thee. 

There 's' no  such  ardent  kind  offlame  s^ 
Bctween  the  lover  and  the  damę;  ^^^ 

Nor  such  affection  parents  bear 
To  their  young  and  only  heir, 
Though,  join'd  together,  both  conspire. 
And  boasfa  doubled  force  of  fire. 
My  tender  heart,  within  its  seat, 
DissoWes  before  the  scorching  heat, 
As  softening  wax  is  taught  to  run 
Before  the  warmness  of  the  Sun. 

Oh,  mj^anie,  my  pleasing  pain, 
Bum  and  purify  my  stain,  ^ 

Warui  me,  bura  me,  day  by  day, 
Till  you  pdrge  my  earth  away; 
Ti  U  at  the  last  I  throughly  shine, 
And  turn  a  toreb  of  love  divtne. 


A  DESIRE  TO  PRAISE. 

Propitious  Son  of  God,  to  thee, 
With  all  my  soul,  1  bend  my  Knee; 
Wy  wish  I  send,  ray  want  impart. 
And  dedicate  my  mind  and  heart: 
For,  as  an  abseiit  parenfs  son, 
Whosc  second  year  is  onl^'  mn, 
W^heu  no  protecting  friend  is  near, 
Void  of  wit,  and  void  of  fear, 
With  things  that  hurt  him  fondly  plays, 
Or  here  he  falls,  or  there  hc  strays; 
So  should  my  souPs  etemal  guide, 
The  sacred  Spirit  be  deny'd, 
Thy  servant  soon  the  loss  would  know. 
And  sink  in  sin,  or  run  to  w(>e. 

O,  Spirit  bountiiully  kind, 
Warm,  possess,  and  fili  my  mind; 
Disperse  my  sins  with  light  diyine. 
And  raise  the  flames  of  love  with  thine; 
Before  thy  pleasures  rightly  priz*d, 
Let  wealth  and  honour  be  despisM; 
And  let  the  Father's  glory  be 
Morę  dear  than  life  itself  to  me, 

Sing  of  Jesus!  virgins,  sing 
Him,  your  eyerlasting  King! 
Sing  of  Jesus!  chcerful  youtfi, 
Him,  the  God  of  lovc  and  truth ! 
Write,  and  raise  a, song  diyine, 
Or  come  and  hear,  and  borrow  mine« 
Son  eternal,  Word  supremę, 
Who  madę  the  uniyersal  frame, 
Heayen^  and  all  its  shining  show, 
Earthy  and  all  it  holds  below: 
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Bow  with  meroy,  bow  thiAe  ear» 
While  we  sing  thy  praises  here; 
Son  Eternal,  CYW-bleasM, 
Kesting  oo  the  Pather^s  breast, 
Whose  tender  1ovr  for  ail  provide8, 
Whose  pi.W'^r  over  al  I  presides; 
Bow  with  pity,  bow  thine  ear; 
While  we  sing  thy  praises,  hear! 

Thou,  by  pity's  soft  extreme, 
MovM,  and  won,  and  set  on  flame^ 
AssumM  the  form  of  man,  and  fell 
In  pains,  to  rescue  man  from  Heli; 
How  brigbt  thine  humble  glories  risci 
And  match  the  lustre  of  the  skies, 
FroDi  Death  and  Heirs  dejected  state 
Arising,  thou  resumM  thy  seat, 
And  goiden  throkies  of  bliss  prepar^d 
Above,  to  be  thy  saints'  re\iiird. 

How  bright  thy  glorious  honoUrs  riae» 
And  with  new  lustre  grace  the  skies ! 
Por  thec,  the  sweet  sentphic  choir 
Raise  the  voice,  and  tanę  the  lyre, 
And  pra1se>  with  barmonious  sound 
Through  all  the  highest  Heaven  rebound. 

O  make  our  notes  writh  theirs  agree, 
And  bless  the  socUs  that  sing  of  thee ! 
To  th«e  the  chorcbes  here  rejoice, 
1'he  solemn  organs  aid  the  Yoice: 
To  sacred  roofs  the  sound  we  raise,     • 
The  sacred  roofs.resound  thy  praise: 
And  while  our  notes  in  one  agree, 
O !  bless  the  church  that  sings  to  thee ! 


I  And,  as  1  moan  npon  the  naked  pteiii, 
Be  this  the  burthen  closing  every  strain : 
"  Return,  my  senses;  rangę  no  morę  abroad; 
He  'U  only  find  his  bliss  who  seeks  for  Gpd.*^ 


OK  HJPPISESS  m  THIS  UFE. 

The  moming  opens,  very  freshly  gay. 
And  life  itsclf  is  in  the  month  of  May. 
With  green  my  faincy  paints  an  arbour  o*er. 
And  Bowerets  with  a  thoasand  colours  morę; 
Theu  falls  to  wcaving  that,  and  spreading  these. 
And  softly  shakes  them  with  an  easy  breeze. 
With  gelden  fruit  adorns  the  bending  shade, 
Ortrails  a  siWer  water  o'er  its  bed. 
Glide,  gentle  water,  still  morę  gentty  by, 
While  in  this  summer-bower  of  bliss  I  lye, 
And  sweetly  sing  of  sense-delighting  flames, 
And  nymphs  and  shepberds,  soft  invented  names; 
Or  vicw  the  branches  which  around  me  twine, 
And  praise  their  fhiit,  diffusing  sprightly  winę; 
Or  find  new  pleasures  jn  the  world  to  praise. 
And  still  with  this  return  adom  my  lays; 
"  Rangę  round  your  gardens  of  eternal  spring. 
Go,  rangę  my  senses,  while  I  sweetly  słng:*» 

In  vain,  in  vain,  alas!  seducM  by  ill. 
And  acted  wildly  by  the  force  of  will ! 
I  tell  my  soul,  it  will  be  constant  May, 
And  charm  a  sea«on  never  madę  to  stay ; 
My  beautoouB  arbour  will  not  stand  a  storm, 
Tłie  world  but  promises,  and  can't  per  form: 
Then  fade,  ye  Ieave«;  and  *ither,  all  ye  flowers; 
1 11  doat  no  longer  in  enchanied  bowers; 
But  sadly  moum,  in  melancholy  song, 
The  Tain  conceits  that  held  my  soul  so  long. 
The  lusts  that  tempt  us  with  delusire  ^how. 
And  sin  brought  fbrth  for  eirerlasting  woe. 
Thus  shall  the  notes  to  sorrow*s  object  rise, 
While  freąnent  rests  procure  a  place  for  sighs; 
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Tbe  fleeting  joys,  which  all  affords  belcr«r» 
Work  the  fond  heart  with  uuperforming  sIidw; 
The  wish  that  makes  our  happier  life  complele. 
Nor  grasps  tbe  wealth  nor  honours  of  tbe  great; 
Nor  loosely  aails  on  Pleaaare'8  easy  streaiOy 
Nor  ga^ers  wreatbs  from  all  the  grores  of  Famę; 
Weak  man,  whose  charms  to  these  aldne  confiney 
Attend  my  prayer,  and  learn  to  make  it  thioe. 
From  thy  rich  throne,  where  circling  traint  of 
liffbt 
Make  day  thafs  endless,  inflnitely  bright; 
Thence,  heavenly  Father !  thence  with  mcrcy  dart 
One  beam  of  brightness  to  my  longing  beart. 
Dawn  through  the  mind,  drive  Errour'scloudsaway, 
And  still  the  ragę  in  Pa88ion's  troubled  sea  ; 
That  tbe  poor  banish^d  soul,  serene  anfl  free, 
May  rise  from  Earth,  to  Yisit  Heayen  and  tbee: 
Come,  Peaoe  divine!  shed  gently  from  abore^ 
Inspire  my  wiliing  bosom,  wondrooa  Łore; 
Thy  purpled  pinions  to  my  shoulders  tye. 
And  point  the  passage  where  I  want  to  fly. 

But  whither,  whither  not^ !  wbat  powerfrd  fire 
With  this  blessM  influence  eqnals  my^lesire? 
I  rise  (or  Love,  tbe  j^ind  deluder,  reigns. 
And  acta  in  fiincy  such  enchanted  scenes); 
Earth  lessening  flies,  the  parting  skies  retreat, 
The  fleecy  clouds  my  waving  feathers  beat; 
And  now  the  Sun  and  now  the  stars  are  gone, 
Yet  still  methinks  the  Spirit  bears  me  on; 
Where  tracts  óf  ether  purer  blue  display. 
And  edge  the  goiden  realm  of  natiTe  day. 

Oh,  stnmge  enjoymeot  of  a  bliss  unseen! 
Oh,  rarishment!  Ob,  sacred  ragę  within! 
Tumultuoiu  pleasure,  raisM  on  peace  of  mind, 
Sincere,  exce88ive,  from  the  world  refin'd ! 
1  see  the  ligbt  that  Teils  the  throne  on  higfa, 
A  light  unpierCd  by  man*B  impurer  eye; 
I  hear  the  words,  that  issuing  thence  proclaim» 
"  Let  God*s  attendants  praise  his  awful  name!** 
Then  beads  unnumber^d  bend  before  the  ahrine, 
Mysteriotts  aeat  of  Majesty  di^ine! 
And  hands  unnumber^d  strike  the  silver  string. 
And  tongues  unnnmberM  Hallelujah  sing. 
See,  where  the  shining  scraphims  appear* 
And  sink  theii^deccnt  eyes  with  hoły  fear. 
See  flights  of  augels  all  their  feathers  raise. 
And  rangę  the  orbs,  and,  as  they  rangę,  they  praise; 
Behold  Uie  great  apostłes !  śwectly  met. 
And  high  on  pearls  of  azure  ether  set. 
Behold  the  prophets,  fuli  of  heayenly  fire, 
With  wandering  finger  wake  the  trembliog  Ijrre; 
And  hcar  the  martyrs*  tunc»  ałid  alt  around 
The  church  triumphant  makes  the  region  sound* 
With  harps  of  gold,  with  boughs  of  ever-greco, 
With  robes  of  wbite,  the  pious  throngs  are  scen; 
£xalted  anthems  alł  their  hours  employ. 
And  all  is  musie,  and  exces8  of  joy. 
'  Cbarm'd  with  the  sig)łt,  1  long  to  bear  a  part; 
The  pleasure  flutters  at  my  raTish'd  beart. 
Sweet  saints  and  angels  of  the  hearenly  choir, 
If  love  bas  wamiM  you  with  cclesti»l  iirc, 
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Is^ist  my  ivord«,  and,  ag  they  move  along, 
WTSth  Halldi^ahs  crown  the  burthen*d  song. 

Father  of  all  above,  and  all  below, 
y  greatf  and  fer  beyond  expres8ion  so; 
^o  bounds  thy  knowledgey  nonę  thy  powefconfine, 
?or  power  and  knowledge  in  their  source  are  thine ; 
Iround  tfaee  Olory  spreads  her  goMen  wing: 
«ng,  gHttering  angels,  Hatlelujah  sing. 

Son  of  the  Father,  first-begotten  Son, 
Sie  the  8hdrt  measuriog  linę  of  time  begun, 
The  world  bas  seen  thy  works,  and  jo/d  to  see 
rhe  brigbt  efiulgence  manifest  in  thee. 
The  world  mustown  thee  LoTe^suniathomM  spring; 
»>ng,  glittering  angels,  Hallelujah  sing. 
*>ocec)ding  Spirit,  equally  divinc, 
n  wbom  the  Godhead'8  fiill  perfections  shine, 
^ith  various  graces,  eomforts  unexpre8s^d, 
Vitb  holy  transports  you  refine  the  breast^ 
^nd  Earth  is  łieavenly  where  your  gifts  yon  bring, 
^nj?>  glittering  angels,  HaOelujah  sing. 

Bęt  where 's  myraptnre,  where  my  wondrous 
heat, 
VT|at  intemiption  makes  my  Miss  retreat? 
rhia  world  *8  got  in,  the  thoughts  of  t'other's 

crosty 
ind  the  gay  pictnre's  in  my  fancy  lost 
Vith  what  an  eager  zeal  the  conscibus  sonl 
^oold  datm  its  seat,  and,  soaring,  pass  the  pole! 
Jut  our  attempts  thosóchains  of  Earth  restrain, 
E)eride  our  toil,  and  drag  us  down  again. 
>o  from  the  ground  aspiring  meteors  go, 
indj  rank*d  with  planetą,  light  the  world  below; 
Jwt  their  own  bodies  sink  them  in  the  sky, 
^hen  tiłe  ^armth  's  gone  that  taught  them  how 
to  fly. 


ON  DIFINE  LOVE; 

hY  MIOITATING  ON  THB  ITOUNDS  OF  CHRI8T. 

loŁT  Jesns !  Ood  of  LoTe ! 
.^ook  with  pity  from  above; 
Bied  the  precious  purple  tide 
'rom  thine  hands,  thy  feet,  thy  side; 
jet  thy  streams  of  comfort  roli, 
j»t  them  please  and  fili  my  soul. 
jet  me  thus  fbr  ever  be 
'nil  of  gładness,  fuli  of  thee. 
rhis,  for  which  my  wishes  pine, 
8  the  cup  of  love  divine ; 
Iweet  affections  flow  from  hence. 
Sweet,  above  the  joy s  of  sense ; 
llessed  philtre!  how  we  find 
Is  sacred  worships !  how  the  mind, 
>f  all  the  world  forgetfiil  growri, 
^lan-despise  afi  eartbly  throne; 
taise  its  thoughts  to  realms  above, 
Think  of  God,  and  sing  of  Love. 
I>ove  celestial,  wondrous  heat, 
),  lieyond  expresiiion  great! 
¥hat  resistless  charms  were  thine, 
n  thy  good,  thy  best  design ! 
^hen  God  was  hated.  Sin  obey^d, 
\nd  man  undone  without  thy  aid, 
^rom  the  seats  of  endless  peace 
They  brougfat  the  Son,  the  Lord  of  Grace; 
They  taught  him  to  receiTc  a  birth,  ' 
[*«  dothe  in  flesh,  to  live  on  Earth; 


And  after,  lifted  him  on  high. 
And  taught  him  on  the  cross  to  diet. 

Love  celestial,  ardent  fire, 
O,  extreme  of  sweet  desire! 
Spread  thy  brightly  ragingdame 
Through  and  over  all  my  frame; 
I«t  it  wann  me,  let  it  bum, 
Let  my  corpse  to  ashes  tum; 
And,  niigbt  thy  flame  thus  act  with  me 
To  set  the  soul  from  body  free, 
I  next  woiild  use  thy  wings,  and  fly 
To  meet  my  Jesus  in  the  sky. 
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MoTHER  of  Plenty,  danghter  of  the  skies. 
Sweet  Peace,  the  troubled  world'8  desire,  arise; 
Around  thy  poefweave  thy  summer  shades, 
Within  my  fancy  spread  thy.  flowery  meads; 
Amongst  thy  train  soft  Ease  and  Pleasure  bring. 
And  thus  indolgent  sooth  me  whilst  I  sing. 

Great  Anna  claims  the  song;  no  brighter  uame 
Adoms  the  list  of  neyer-dying  Parne;  ■ 
No  fairer  soul  was  ever  form'd  abore; 
Nonę  e'er  was  morę  the  grateful  nation's  Ioto, 
Nor  lov'd  the  nation  more.    I  fly  with  speed 
To  sing  such  lines  as  3olingbroke  may  read,   • 
On  war  dispers^d,  on  faction  trampled  down. 
On  all  the  peaceful  glories  of  the  crown. 
And,  if  1  feil  in  too  oonfin'd  a  flight, 
May  the  kind  world  upon  my  labours  write,  * 
"  So  fell  the  lines  which  strove  for  endless  famę, 
Yet  feil,  attempting  on  the  noblest  tbeme." 

Now  twelve  revoIving  yeani  bas  Britain  stood, 
With  loss  of  wealth,  and  yast  expense  of  blood, 
£uropa*s  guardian;  still  her  gallautarms 
Secui^d  Europa  from  impending  harms. 
Fair  honour,  fuli  success,  and  just  applause, 
Parsued  her  marches,  and  adoru*d  ber  cause; 
Whilst  Gaul,  aspiring  to  erect  a  throne 
0*er  other  empires,  trembled  for  her  own; 
fiemoanM  her  crties  won,  her  armies  slain, 
And.sunk  the  thought  of  unirersal  reign. 

Whęn  thua  reduc^d  the  world's  invaders  lie, 
The  fears  which  rack*d,the  nations  justly  die: 
Power  finds  its  balance,  giddy  motions  cease 
In  both  the  scales,  and  each  incHnes  to  peace 
This  lair  occasion  Providence  prepares. 
To  answer  plous  Anna'8  hourly  prayers, 
Which  still  on  warm  Devotion's  wings  arose. 
And,  reaching  Hea^en,  obtainM  the  world^s  repósa; 

Within  the  vast  expansion  of  the  sky, 
Where  orbs  of  gold  in  fields  of  azure  lie, 
A  glofious  palące  shines,  whose  sil^er  ray, 
Serenely  flowiug,  lights  the  milky^way^ 
The  road  of  angels.    Herę,  with  speedy  care, 
The  summon^d  guardians  of  the  world  repair. 
Wben  Bńtain's  angel,  on  the  message  sent, 
Speaks  Anna*s  prayers,  and  Heaveu*8  supremę  in^ 

tent; 
That  War'8  destmctiTC  arm  should  humble  Gaul, 
Spaio's  parted  realms  to  different  monarchs  fali; 
The  grand  alliancę  crown*d  with  glory  cease, 
.  And  joy  ful  Europę  find  the  sweets  of  peace. 
He  spoke :  the  smiling  hopes  of  man'8  repofte, 
The  joy  that  springs  from  certaiu  hopes  arose. 
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Diffustye  o'er  the  plact  ^  complaeeat  un, 
Sedately  sweet,  were  heard  within  the  spberes; 
And,  bowingy  all  adore  the  goyereign  miód,  / 
And  fly  to  execute  the  work  design^d. 

This  done,  the  guardian  on  the  wing  repairs, 
Where  Anna  sate,  Tevolv'mg  pubłic  cares 
With  deep  concem  of  thought.    Unseen  h»  stpod, 
Presenting  peacefiil  images  of  good ; 
On  Fancy^satry  stage,  retumingtrade, 
A  sunk  exchequer  filPd,  an  army  paid: 
Tlie  fields  with  men,  the  men  with  plenty  bless^d, 
The  towos  with  riches,  and  the  world  with  rett 
Such  pleasing  objects  on  her  bosom  play. 
And  give  the  dawn  »f  glory'8  golden  day ; 
Vnien  all  her  labonra  at  their  baryest  shown 
Sball,  in  her  (ubjects*  joy,  complete  her  own. 
Then  breaking  silenoe;  <*  T  is  enongh,'*  she  cries, 
**  Tliat  War  bas  rag'd  to  make  the  nations  wise. 
Heaven  prospers  annies  wfailst  tbey  fight  to  save. 
And  thirst  of  further  famę  destroys  the  brare; 
Tbe  TanąuishM  Oauls  are  humbly  pleasM  to  Utc, 
And  but  escap'd  the  chains  tbey  meant  to  giTc. 
Now,  let  the  powera  be  stiird,  ąnd  each  possessM 
Of  what  secures  the  common  safety  best.** 

So  spake  the  qoeen;  then,  fiU'd  witb  warmth  di- 
▼tne>  ' 

Sbe  cali'd  her  Oxford  to  the  grand  d^igo ; 
Her  Oxford,  pnident  io  aflbirs  of  state, 
Profoundly  thoughtful,  manifestly  g»«at 
In  eyery  turn,  wbose  steady  temper  st&en 
Ab0ve  the  reach  of  gold,  or  shock  of  feąrs ; 
Whom  no  blind  chance,  but  merit  understood. 
By  frequent  trials,  power  of  doing  good. 
And  will  io  execute,  advanc'd  on  high : 

Oh,  wmi  created  to  deaenre  the  sky ! 
Aad  make  tbe  nation,  crowu'd  with  glory,  sec 
How  much  it  rais'd  itself  by  raising  Łheel  * 

Now  let  the  schemes  which  labour  in  thy  breast, 
The  k>ng  alliaoce,  crown'd  with  lasting  rest, 
Weigh  all  pretences  with  impartial  IcWs, 
And  fix  the  separate  interests  of  the  causc ! 

Theae  tołU  tbe  gracefiil  BoHngbroke  attends, 
A  genius  fiashion^d  for  the  greatest  ends; 
Whose  itrong  perception  takes  the  swiflest  fligbt, 
And  yet  ita  sHiflness  ne*er  obscures  it^  sight: 
When  schemes  are  6x'd,  and  each  as8łgn'd  a  part. 
Nonę  serres  bis  country  with  a  nobler  hcnrt; 
Just  thoughts  of  honour  all  his  mind  control. 
And  expedition  wings  his  lively  soul. 
On  such  a  pntriot  to  confcr  the  trust, 
The  monarch  knows  it  safe,  as  well  as  just. 

Then  next  proceeding  in  her  agents'  choice, 
And  ev(  r  pleas^d  tbat  worth  obtains  the  roice,    < 
She,  from  the  voice  of  high-distinguisb'd  fam^, 
With  pious  Bristol,  gallant  Strafford  names : 
One  form'd  to  stand  a  cburch's  firm  support, 
Tbe  otber  fitted  to  adom  a  court: 
Both  TersM  in  business,  both  of  fine'  address. 
By  which  expenence  łcads  to  g-rt:at  success: 
And  both  to  distant  lands  the  nianan.*h  tends. 
And,  to  their  conduct,  Europe's  peace  commends. 

Now  ships  unmoor^d,  to  wafl  ber  agents  o*er, 
Spread  all  tlieir  sail,  and  quit  the  flying  shorej 
Tbe  foreign  agents  reaoh  th'  appointed  place, 
The  congrest  opens,  and  it  witl  be  peace. 
Methinksthe  war,  like  stormy  winter,  flies, 
When  furer  months  unveil  the  bluish  skies; 
A  ńowery  world  the  sweetest  season  spreads, 
And  doves,  with  brauches,  flutter  round   their 
heacis. 


Half-peopled  Gaul,  whom  ńnmeroiis  lOBdeńnfj 
With  wishfnl  heart,  attends  the  promis^d  joy. 
For  this  prepares  the  duke-^ah,  sadly  alain, 
'T  is  grief  to  name  him  whom  we  moum  in  vaia:  * 
No  warmth  of  ^erse  repairs  the  yital  flame. 
Por  Terse  can  oniy  grakt  a  life  in  famę; 
Yet  could  my  praise,  like  spicy  odours  sbed, 
In  evcrlasting  song  embabn  tbie  dead; 
To  realms  tbat  weeping  heard  the  loss  I  'd  tell, 
What  oourage,  sense,  and  fiiith,  with  Brandoti  ftll^ 

But  Biitain  morę  than  one  for  glory  breeds. 
And  polishM  Talbot  to  the  charge  succeeds; 
Whose  far-projecting  thoughts,  matarely  dear^ 
Like  glasses,  draw  their  distant  objects  near. 
Oood  parts,by  gentle  breeding  much  refinM, 
And  Stores  of  leaming,  grace  his  ample  mind; 
A  cautious  rirtue  regulates  his  ways. 
And  honour  gilds  them  with  a  thousand  lays. 
To  0erv«  his  nation,  at  his  queen'8  command, 
He  parts,  commissionM  for  the  Gallic  land : 
With  pleasure  Oaul  beholds  him  on  her  shore. 
And  leams  to  love  a  name  she  fear^d  before. 

Once  morę  aloft,  there  meet  for  new  dehatei, 
The  guardian  angels  of  Europa's  states: 
And  mutual  concord  shines  ia  every  face. 
And  erery  bosom  glows  with  hopes  of  peaoe; 
While  Britain'B  steps,  in  one  consent,  tbey  pfraŚK, 
Then  grarely  moum  their  other  realms*  d^ays; 
Their  doubtfiildaimsytbronghseas  of  blood  pinw 

sued, 
Their  fears  tbat  Oallia  fell  but  half  sobdned; 
And  all  tbe  reasonings  which  attempt  to  ahow 
Tbat  war  should  raTage  in  tbe  world  below. 
'<  Ah,  £airn  estate  of  man!  can  ragę  delight, 
Wounds  please  the  touch,  or  ruin  charm  tbe  sigfat ! 
Ambition  make unluvely  Miscbief  fair! 
Or  ever  Pride  be  ProTidence'8  care ! 
When  stera  oppressors  rańge  the  bloody  field, 
'T  is  just  to  conquer,  and  unsafe  to  yield: 
There  saye  the  nations;  but  no  morę  pursue. 
Nor  in  thy  tum  become  oppresson  too." 

Our  rebel  angels  for  ambition  fell, 
And,  war  in  Heaven  produc'd  n  6end  in  HelL 
Thus,  with  a  safl  concem  for  man's  repose, 
The  tender  guardians  join  to  moan  onr  woes; 
Then  awfiil  rise,  combin*d  with  all  their  might. 
To  find  what  fury,  'scap*d  the  den  of  nigbt, 
The  pleasing  labours  of  their  love  witbstands. 
And  spreads  a  wild  distraction  o*er  the  lands. 
Their  glitteńng  pinions  sound  in  yielding  air. 
And  watchful  Provtdence  approres  the  carr . 
In  Flandria's  soil,  where  camps  have  msik^d  tbe 

plain, 
The  fiend,  impetuons  Discord,  fix*d  her  reign; 
A  tent  her  ro5'al  seat.    With  ftdl  resort 
Stem  shapcs  of  Horrour  throng^d  her  busy  court; 
Blind  Mischief,  Ambnsb  close  conceaKng  Ire, 
liOudThreateuings,  RuinahnM  with  swo^andfire; 
Assaulting  Fieroenesf ,  Anger  wanting'  breath. 
High  reddeninsr  ftage,  and  yarious  forms  of  Death ; 
Dire  imps  of  darkness,  whom  with  gore  abe  feeds^ 
When  war  beyond  its  point  of  good  proceedi. 
In  Gullic  armour,  caird  withalter^d  name 
Great  lovc  of  empire,  to  the  field  she  came; 
Now,  still  supporting  feud,  she  strives  to  hide 
Beneath  tbat  name,  and  onIy  change  the  slder 
But,  as  she  whirrd  the  lapid  wheels  an>uiid« 
Where  mangled  limbs  in  heaps  pollute  tbe  grouod 
(A  suUen  joyless  sport) ;  with  searching  eyc, 
The  shining  chiefs  regaid  her  as  they  fly  ^ 
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Phen,  ]ioiTerin|r,dartt]ieirbeamcofheay«nly  light: 
ttie  atarts,  the  fury  stands  coQfe8s'dto  sight; 
knd  grieyes  to  leaye  the  soil,  and  yells  aload, 
ier  yells  are  aoswer^d  by  the  sable  crowd; 
^nd  all  on  bat-like  wings  (if  famę  be  troe) 
^rom  Christian  lands  to  northern  climates  flew. 

Bat  lising  murmors  from  Britannia*s  shore 
Vith  speed  recall  her  watohful  guardian  o*er. 
le  apreads  bis  pinions,  and,  approaching  near, 
rhe<e  hints,  in  scatter'd  words,  assault  his  ear: 
'The  peop]e's  power — The  grand  alliance  cro88'd, 
[Tie  peace  is  separate — Onr  religton  's  lost" 
^^by  the  blatantYoice  along  the  skies, 
le  comes,  where  Faction  over  cities  flies ; 
^  talking  fiend,  whom  niaky  locks  disgrace, 
ind  numerous  mouths  deform  her  dnsky  face; 
Vhence  lies  are  utter^d,  whisper  soliły  soonds, 
Uy  doubts  amaze,  or  inuendo  wounds. 
i^ithin  ber  śirms  are  heaps  of  pamphlets  seen, 
Ind  these  blaspbeme  the  Saviour,  those  the  ąueen; 
Maoctftte  vices:  thus  with  tongue  and  band, 
»he  shed  her  renom  o'&r  the  troubled  land. 
^ow  Tek'd  that  Discord,  and  the  baneful  train 
rhat  tenda  on  Discord,  fled  the  neighbouriog 

plain, 
the  rag^d  to  madness;  when  the  guardian  came, 
Lnd  downwards  drove  ber  with  a  sword  of  flame. 
1  mountain,  gaping  to  the  nether  Heli, 
lecei¥*d  the  fury,  railing  as  she  fell : 
rhe  mountain  closing  o'er  the  fury  Ues, 
\nd  stops  her  passage,  where  she  means  to  ńse; 
\Qd  when  she  striyes,  or  shifts  her  side  for  ease, 
%II  Britain  rocks  amidst  her  circling  seas. 

No  w  Peace,  retami  ng  afler  tedious  woes, 
il^stores  tbe  coniforts  of  a  calm  repose; 
rheo  bid  the  warriors  sheathetheir  sanguin^d  anns, 
Bid  angry  trumpets  cease  to  soond  alarms : 
3un8  leare  to  thunder  in  the  tortur*d  air, 
fted  streaming  oolours  furt  aroand  the  gpear; 
ind  each  contending  realm  no  longer  jar, 
But,  pleasM  with  rest,  unhamess  all  the  war. 

She  comes,  the  blessing  comes;  wh<ere'er  she 
mores 
!^ew-8pringing  beauty  all  the  land  impro^ies: 
^ore  bcaps  of  fragrant  flowers  the  field  adom, 
tdtore  sweet  the  birds  aalute  the  rosy  mom; 
tfore  liv«ly  green  refreshes  all  the  leayes, 
Ind  in  the  brueze  the  com  morę  thickly  wayes. 
>be  comes,  the  blessing  comes  in  easy  ^ate, 
Ind  forms  of  brightness  all  around  her  wait: 
lere  smiling  Safety,  with  her  bosom  bare, 
iecurely  walks,  and  cbeerful  Pienty  there; 
lere  wondrous  Sciences  with  eagles'  sight: 
rhere  Liberał  Arts,  which  make  the  world  polite; 
Ind  open  Trafflc,  joining  band  in  hand; 
HTith  honest  Industry,  approach  the  land. 

O,  welcome,  long-de8ir'd,  and  lately  found! 
3ere  fix  thy  seat  npon  the  Biitish  ground; 
rhy  shiniog«train  around  the  natiou  send, 
iVhile  by  degrees  the  loading  taxes  end : 
iVhUe  Caution  calm,  yet  still  prepar*d  for  arms, 
ind  foreign  treaties,  guard  from  foreign  hann^ : 
iVhile  equal  Justice,  bearing  every  cau^e, 
tfakes  every  sabjeet join  to  lorę  the  laws. 

Where  Britain*s  patriots  in  council  meet, 
Letpublic  Safety  rest  at  Anna's  feet: 
[^t  Oxford'«  schemes  the  path  to  Pienty  show, 
Ind  throngh  the  realm  increasing  Pienty  go. 
IM  Arts  and  Sciences  in  giory  rise, 
ind  pleaa^d  the  world  haf  leisure  to  be  wise; 


Arouod  their  Oxford  and  their  St  John  stand, 
Uke  plants  that  flouńsh  by  the  ma8ter'8  hand:  ' 
And  safe  in  hope  the  sons  of  Leaming  wait, 
Where  Leaming^s  self  bas  fix'd  her  fair  retreat. 
Łet  Traffic,  cherishM  by  the  senate*8  care. 
On  all  the  seas  employ  the  wasting  air: 
And  Indastry,  with  circulating  wing) 
Through  all  the  land  the  goods  of  Traffic  bring. 
The  blessings  so  d^spos-d  will  long  abide,      « 
Since  Anna  reigns,  and  Hartey's  thoughts  preside, 
Great  Ormond*8  arms  the  swerd  of  caution  wield, 
And  hołd  Britannia*s  broad-protocting  shjeld; 
Bright  BoUngbroke  and  worthy  Dartmouth  treat. 
By  fair  dispatoh,  with  eyery  fbreign  state; 
And  Harcourfs  knowledge,  equitably  shown, 
Makes  Justice  cali  his  firm  decrees  her  own. 
Thus  all  that  poets  fancied  Heayen  of  old, 
May  for  the  nation's  present  emblem  hokl: 
That  Joye  imperial  sway'd;  Minenra  wise, 
And  Ph<cbus  eloquent,  adoro'd  the  skies; 
On  arts  Cyllenius  flx'd  his  fiill  delight. 
Mars  rein'd  the  war,  and  Themi8Judg*dtberight: 
All  mortals,  once  beneficently  great, 
(As  Famę  reports)  and  niis'd  in  heavenly  state; 
Yet,  sharing  labours,  still  they  shann*d  repose. 
To  shed  the  blessings  down  by  which  they  rosę* 
Illustrious  ^ueen,   how  Heayen  hath  heard  thy 

prayers  1 
Wbat  Stores  of  happiness  attend  thy  cares! 
A  chunch  in  safety  fix'd;  a  state  in  rest, 
A  faithfiil  ministry,  a  people  blescM; 
And  kings,  submissiye  at  thy  foot-stool  throiTn^ 
That  others  rigbts  restore,  pr  beg  their  own. 
Now  rais'd  with  thankful  mind^  and  rolling  slow, 
In  grand  procession  to  tbe  tempie  go» 
Bysnow-whitehorsesdrawn;  while  soundiog  Famę 
Proclaims  thy  coming,  Praise  exalts  thy  name; 
Fair  Honour,  dressM  in  robes,  adoms  thy  state. 
And  on  thy  train  the  crowded  natious  wait; 
Who,  pressing,  yiew  with  what  a  temper^d  gracd 
The  looks  of  majesty  composetłiy  face, 
And  mingling  sweetuess  shines,  or  how  thy  dresi 
And  how  thy  pomp,  an  inward  joy  confess; 
Then,  filPd  witb  pleasures  to  thy  glory  due, 
With  shouts,  the  chariot  moying  on,  parsue. 

As  when  the  phenix  from  Arabia  fiown 
(If  any  phenix  were  by  Anna  known) 
His  spice  at  Phoebus'  shrine  prepai^d  to  lay, 
Wbere'er  their  monarch  cut  his  airy  way; 
The  gathering  biids  around  the  wonder  flew. 
And  much  admir'd  his  shape,  and  much  his  hue; 
The  tuft  of  gold  that  glowM  aboye  his  head, 
His  spacious  train  with  srolden  feather8  spread; 
His  gilded  bosom,  speck'd  with  purple  pride,    . 
And  both  his  wings  in  g^ossy  purple  dy'd:     • 
He  still  piirsues  his  way ;  with  wondering  eyes 
The  birds  attend,  and  JbUow  where  he  flies. 
Thrice  happy  Bńtons,  if  at  last  you  know 
'T  is  less  to  conquer,  than  to  want  a  fo^ ; 
That  tri umphs  still  are  madę  for  war's  decreaie, 
When  men,  by  conqaest,  rise  to  yiews  of  pćace; 
That  oyer  toils  for  peace  in  view  we  run, 
Which  gain'd,  the  world  i»pleas'd,  and  war  itfdono. 
Fam'd  Blenheim'8  field,  Raroillies'  noble  seat, 
61aregni'8  desperate  act  of  gałlant  beat, 
Or  wondrous  Winendale,  are  war  pnrsued, 
By  wounds  and  deaths,  through  plains  with  blood 

embmed; 
Rut  good  design,  to  make  the  world  be  sttU, 
With  bumaa  graee  adonu  the  neodful  ilL 
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This  end  olitaui'd,  we  cloie  the  soenes  of  lage. 
And  gentler  glońes  dec]^  the  ńsing  age. 
Such  gentler  glońes,  such  reTiviog  ihiys, 
T)ie  nation*s  wisbes,  and  the  statesinan*s  praise  ; 
Now  pleas*d  to  shine,  in  golden  order  throog, 
Demand  our  annals,  and  enrich  our  song. 
Then  go  where  Albion^s  clifls  approąch  the  skies 
(The  iame  of  Albion  so  desenres  to  ńse); 
And,  deep  engrav'd  for  time,  till  time  shall 
Upon  the  stones  their  fair  inscription  place. 
Iberia  rent,  the  power  of  Gallia  broke, 
BataTia  rescaed  from  the  threaten'd  yoke ; 
The  royal  Austrian  rai8'd,  his  realms  restor^, 
Great  Britain  arm'd,  triumphaut  and  ador^d; 
Its  State  enlarg'd,  its  peace  restor^d  againa 
Are  blessings  all  adoming  Anna'8  reign. 


70  DR.  SfFJFT, 

ON  BIS  -BIRTH-DAT,  ŃOYBMBBR  30,  1713. 

Uro*d  by  ihe  wanntlk  of  Friendship^s  sacred  flame. 

Bot  morę  by  all  the  glories  of  thy  hmt; 

By  all  tho^e  offttprings^of  thy  leamed  mind, 

In  judgment  solid,  as  in  wit  refin*dy 

ResoWd  1  sing.    Though  labouring  op  the  way 

To  reach  my  theme,  O  Swift,  accept  my  lay. 

Rapt  by  the  foroe  of  thought,  and  rais^d  abore, 
Through  Contemplation^s  airy  fi^^lds  1  roTe; 
Where  powerful  Fancy  purifies  my  eye. 
And  lights  the  beautieą  of  a  brighter  sky ;     [cend, 
Fresb  paints  the  meadows,  bids  green  shades  as- 
Clear  river8  wind,  and  opening  plains  estend ; 
Then  flUs  its  landscape  through  the  raried  parts 
With  Yirtues,  Oraccs,  Sciences,  and  Arts: 
Superior  forms,  of  morę  than  mortal  air, 
Morę  large  than  mortals,  morę  serenel^  fair. 
Of  these  two  chiefś,  the  gnardians  of  thy  name, 
Contpire  to  raise  Łhee  to  tha  point  of  feme. 
Ye  futurę  times,  1  heard  the  8ilver  sound ! 
1  saw  the  Graoes  form  a  cirde  round ! 
Each,  where  she  fix*d,.  attentire  seemVl  to  root. 
And  all,  b«t  Eloqttence  herself,  was  mute. 

High  iPer  the  rest  I  see  the  goddess  rise, 
Loose  to  the  breeze  ker  upper  garment  fltes: 
By  tums,  within  her  eyes  the  passions  burn. 
And  softer  passions  languish  in  their  tum : 
Upon  her  tongue  persuasion  or  command, 
And  dccent  action  dwells  npon  her  hand.       Pay) 

From  out  her  breast  (twas  there  the  treasure 
She  drew  thy  labours  to  the  blaze  of  day ; 
Then  gaz*d,  and  read  the  charms  she  could  inspire^' 
Atid  taught  tlie  listening  audienoe  to  admire, 
[Kow  strong  thy  flight,  how  iaige  thy  grasp  of 
thought, 
Tow just  thy  schemes,  how  regularly  wrought; 
How  surę  you  wouiid  when  ironies  deride, 
3^ich  most  be  seen,  and  feign  to  tum  aside. 

was  thus  explofing  she  rejoicM  to  see 
Her  brightest  features  dniwn  so  near  by  thee: 
**  Then  hcre/'  she  cries,  **  letfiiture  ages  dwell, 
Aod  leam  to  oopy,  where  they  ran*t  cKcel.** 

She  spake.    Applanse  attended  on  the  close : 
Then  PoiSsy,  her  sister-art,  arose ; 
Her  fairer  sister,  born  in  deepef  ease. 
Not  madę  so  much  for  business,  morę  to  please. 
Upon  her  cheek  sits  Beauty,  erer  young; 
The  lottl  of  Musie  waiblet  on  ber  tongOe ; 


Bright  in  her  eyef  a  plMńng  aMoor  gUwrf, 
And  firom  her  heart  the  sweetest  temper  flows: 
A  laareUwreath  adoms  her  cntls  of  bair. 
And  binds  their  order  to  the  dancing  air: 
She  shakes  the  colours  of  her  radiant  wing. 
And,  from  the  spheres,  she^akes  a  pitch  to  sing. 

**  Thrice  happy  genius  his,  whose  works  baYe  hit 
The  łucky  point  of  business  and  of  wit. 
They  seem  like  showers,  which  April  mootlis  pie- 
To  cali  theii^  6owery  glories  up  to  air:  [pnm 

The  drops,  descending,  take  the  paioted  bosr. 
And  dress  with  snnshine,  while  forgood  they 
To  me  retiring  oft,  hefinds  relief 
In  slowJy-WBSting  care  and  biting  grief: 
From  me  retreating  oft,  he  gives  to  Tiew 
What  eases  care  and  grief  in  others  too. 
Ye  fondly  grave,  be  wise  enough  to  know, 
'  Ufe,  ne'er  unbent,  were  but  a  life  of  woe.' 
Some,  fuli  in.  stretch  for  greatness,  some  for  galo* 
On  his  own  rack  each  puts  himsdf  to  pain. 
I  'U  gently  steal  you  from  yoar  toils  awdy, 
Where  balmy  winds  with  scents  ambrosial  play ; 
Where,  on  the  banks  as  crystal  riverB  flow^ 
They  teach  inmiortal  amaranths  to  grow : 
Then,  f^om  the  mild  indalgenoe  of  the  soene, 
Restore  your  tempers  strong  for  toils  agun«'* 

She  cea8*d.    Soft  musie  trembled  in  the  wind. 
And  sweet  delight  dif!us*d  tfirough  every  mind: 
The  little  Smiles,  which  stiU  the  goddess  grace, 
Sportire  arose,  and  ran  from  face  to  face. 
But  chief  (and  in  that  place  the  Yirtues  Ueas] 
A  gentle  band  their  eager  jo3rs  ezpress : 
Herę,  Friendship  asks,  and  ŁoTe  of  Merit  loqg« 
To  hear  the  goddesses  renew  their  soogs ; 
Herę  great  BeneTolence  to  Man  is  pleas'd; 
These  ewn  their  Swift,  and  grateful  hear  hijs 

prais'd. 
You  gentle  band,  you  well  may  bear  yonr  part, 
You  reign  superior  graces  in  his  heart. 

O  Swift !  if  fiune  be  life  (as  well  we  know 
That  bards  and  heroes  have  esteem'd  it  so)  ; 
Thou  caast  not  wholly  die.    Thy  works  will  shtne 
To  futurę  times,  and  life  in  famę  be  thine. 


ON  BISffOP  BtTRNETS  BEING  SET  OS^ 
FJRE  IN  HIS  CLOSET. 

FftOM  that  dire  era,  baae  to  Sarum*s  pride, 
Which  broke  his  schemes,  and  laid  his  ftiends  aside, 
He  talks  and  writes  that  Popery  will  return. 
And  we,  and  he,  and  all  his  works  will  bum. 
What  touch'd  himself  was  almost  fairly  provM: 
(Oł^  far  from  Britain  be  the  rest  remo^M !) 
For,  as  of  late  he  meant  to  bless  the  age, 
With  flagrant  prefaces  of  party-rage, 
0'er«wrought  with   passion,    and    the    ml]ject*s 
Lolling,  henoddedinbiselbow-seati        [weigbt. 
Down  fell  the  candle;  grease  and  zeal  consiMre, 
Heat  meets  with  beat,  and  pamphlets  Iram  their 

sire.  V 

Herę  era  wis  a  Prefiaoe  on  its  balfJwmM  maggots. 
And  there  an  Introduction  brings  its  faggots: 
Then  roars  the  prophet  of  the  northem  natkm, 
Sc<irch'd  by  a  flaming  speech  on  ntoderatioiu 

Unwam'd  by  this,  go  on,  the  realni  to  friglit, 
Thou  Briton  Taunting  in  thy  second-sight  1 
In  such  a  ministry  you  safely  tell, 
How  much  you  'd  suffer,  if  nsligion  felL 
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[n  airy  fields,  the  fields  of  bliss  below, 
Wliere  woods  of  myrtle,  set  by  Maro,  grow ; 
K^here  grass  beoeath,  and  shade  diffus^d  aboye, 
lefresh  tłie  fever«of  distracŁed  love:     ' 
rhcre,  at  a  solemn  tide,  the  beautiea,  slaih 
)y  tender  pa&sion,  act  their  fatcs  again, 
Phrough  gloomy  light,  that  just  betrays  tbe  gTOve, 
n  OTgies,  all  disconsolately  rove : 
Fhey  rangę  the  reeds,  and  o'cr  the  poppies  swe^, 
rbat  ńodding  bend  bencath  their  load  of  sleep, 
3y  łakea  subsiding  with  &  gentle  face, 
ind  riTers  gliding  with  a  silent  parę ; 
iiiniere  kings  and  swains,  by  ancient  authors  song, 
^ow  chang'd  to  flowereU  o'er  the  margin  Itune  ; 
The  self^^dmirer,  white  Narcissus,  60 
?ades  at  the  brink,  his  picture  fades  bclow : 
Q  bells  of  azure,  Uyacinth  arose ; 
n  crimson  pairited,  young  Adonis  glows; 
Phe  fragrant  Crocus  shone  with  golden  flame, 
\.nd  ledves  inscrib^d  with  Ajax'  haugbty  liaitie. 
%.  sad  remembrance  brings  their  lives  to  view, 
Ind,  with  their  passion,  makes  their  tears  renew; 
Jnwinds  the  yean,  and  lays  the  former  scenę, 
iVherey  after  deatb,  tbey  live  for  deaths  again. 

Lost  by  the  glories  of  ber  loyer^s  state, 
[>ełiided  Semele  bewails  her  iate ; 
Iml  nins,  and  seems  to  bum,  the  flam^  arise, 
\nd  fiin  with  idle  fury  as  she  flies. 

The  love]y  C^nis,  whose  transfurming  shape 
Iecur*d  ber  honpur  from  a  second  rape, 
^ow  moans  the  first,  with  ruffled  dress  appears, 
?eelts  her  whole  sez  return,  and  bathes  with  tears. 

The  jealous  Procris  wipes  a  seeming  wound, 
AHiose  trickling  crimson  dyes  the  bushy  ground; 
Cnows  the  sad  shaft,  and  calls  before  she  go, 
Po  kiss  the  fiBivourite  band  that  gare  the  blow. 
AThere  Ocean  fcigns  a  ragę,  the  Sestian  fair 
^olds  a  dim  taper  from  a  tower  of  air ; 
K  noiseless  wind  assaults  the  wavenng  light, 
riie  beauty  tunibling  mingles  with  the  night. 

Where  curling  shades  for  rough  I^ucnte  rosę, 
iV!th  Iove  distracted  tuneful  Sappho  goes ; 
Wngs  to  mock  clifls  a  mclancholy  lay, 
Vnd  with  a  lo^er^s  leap  affrights  the  sea. 

l'he  sad  Eryphile  retreats  to  moan,  [own; 

fVhat  wrought  her  husband's  deatb,  and  caus'd  her 
luryeys  the  glittering  vei),  the  bribc  of  fatd, 
ind  tears  the  shadow,  but  she  tears  too  Iate. 

Inthin  design,  and  airy  picture,  flcet 
Tbe  tales  that  stain  the  royal  house  of  Crete ; 
To  court  a  lovely  buli,  Pastphae  flies, 
The  snowy  phantom  feeds  before  her  eyes. 
jost  Ariadnę  ra^cs,  the  thread  rtie  borc 
frails  on  unwinding,  as  she  waiks  the  shore; 
knd  Phaedra,  desperate,  seeks  the  lonely  grovcs. 
Po  read  her  gnilty  Ictter  while  she  roves ; 
ted  shame  confounds  the  first,  the  sccund  weare 
1  fitariy  crown,  the  third  a  halter  bears. 
?nir  Leodamia  rooums  her  nuptial  night 
3f  love  defrauded  by  the  thirst  of  fight  j 
Tet,  for  another  as  dclusive  cries, 
ind,  dauntless,  sees  hor  hero's  ghcst  arise. 

Herę  Thisbe,  Canace,  and  0ido,  stand, 
VII  arm'd  with  swords,  a  fair  but  angry  band : 
rhis  sword  a  lover  ownM ;  a  father  gave 
Phe  next ;  a  stranger  chancM  the  last  to  ltave. 

And  thcre  ev'n  she,  the  połltless  of  the  grove, 
roin*d  with  the  phantom-fair?,  aflcct$  to  rove. 


As  once,  for  ŁatOios,  she  fbrsook  the  plain. 
To  steal  the  kisses  of  a  slombering  swain : 
Arouud  her  head  a  starry  fiUet  twines, 
And  at  the  front  a  silver  crescent  shinds. 

These,  and  a  thousand,  and  a  thousand  more» 
With  sacred  ragę  recall  the  pangs  they  borę, 
Strike  tbe  deep  dart  afresh,  and  ask  relief, 
Or  sooth  the  wound  with  sofieuing  words  of  grief. 
At  sucb  a  tide,  unheedful  Love  inyades 
The  dark  recesses  of  the  madding  shades ; 
Through  long  descent  he  fans  the  fogs  around; 
His  purple  feathers,  as  he  flie8,  resound. 
The  nimbie  beauties,  crowding  all  to  gazę, 
Perceivc  the  common  troubler  of  their  ease  ; 
Though  duHing  mists  and  dubious  day  deatroy 
The  fine  appearance  of  the  fluttering  boy, 
Tbough  all  the  pomp  that  glitters  at  his  side, 
The  golden  belt,  the  clasp  and  quiver  hide ; 
And  though  the  toreb  appear  a  gieam  of  white, 
That  faintly  spots,  and  move8  in  hazy  night, 
Yet  still  they  know  the  god,  the  generał  fbe. 
And  threatening  lift  their  airy  hands  below. 

From  hence  they  lead  him  where  a  myrtle  stood, 
Tlie  saddest  myrtlein  the  moumfiil  wood ; 
Devote  to  vex  the  gods,  't  was  berę  before 
HelPs  awfiil  empresssoft  Adonis  borę, 
Wben  the  young  hunter  scorn^d  hergraver  air. 
And  only  Yeuus  wann'd  his  sbadow  there. 

Fix'd  to  the  tnink  the  tender  boy  they'  bind, 
They  cord  his  feet  beneath,  łiis  hands  bebind; 
He  mourns,  but  yainly  mourns  his  angry  fiite, 
For  Beauty,,  still  rdentless,'  acts  in  faate. 
Though  no  oifencebe  done,  no  judge  be  nigh, 
Love  must  be  guilty  by  tb«  common  ery* 
For  all  are  pleasM,  by  partial  passion  lod. 
To  Shift  their  follies  on  anothet>s  head. 

Now  sharp  reproaches  ring  fheir  shrill  alarms. 
And  all  the  heroines  brandish  all  their  arms; 
And  every  heroinę  makes  it  her  decree, 
That  Cupid  suffer  just  the  same  as  she. 
To  fix  ^e  desperate  halter  one  essay^d. 
One  seeks  to  wound  him  with  an  empty  blade. 
Some  headlong  hang  the  nodding  rocks  of  air, 
They  &11  in  fancy,  and  he  feels  despair. 
Some  tofls  tho  hollow  seas  arouud  his  head 
(The  sesLa  that  want  a  wave  afford  a  dread  ). 
Or  shakc  the  toreb,  the  sparkling  fury  flies, 
And  flames  that  never  burn*d  aflSicf  his  eyes. 

The  mournful  Myrrha  bursts  her  rended  womb. 
And  drowns  bis  visage  in  a  moist  i>cifume. 
While  others,  seeming  miłd,  adviseto  wound 
With  humorous  peins  by  sly  derision  found. 
That  ptickling  bodkins  teach  tbe  blood  to  flow, 
From  whence  th&roseg  first  begin  to  glow; 
Or  in  their  flrynes,  to  singe  the  boy  prepare, 
That  all  should  choose  by  wanton  Fnncy  where. 

The  lovely  Vemis,  with  a  biceding  breast, 
She  too  securely  through  the  circie  prest, 
Foigot  the  parent,  urg*d  bis  hasty  fatc, 
And  spurr'd  the  female  ragę  beyond  debatę; 
0'cr  all  her  scenes  of  fraiity  swit^ly  runs,  * 
Abso1ves1ierself,  and  makes  the  crime  her  son*s, 
That  clasp'd  in  chains  with  Mars  she  chaucM  to 
A  noted  fable  of  the  laughing  sky ;       -  [Hp, 

That,  from  her  lo^e^s  intemperate  heat,  hegan 
Sicanian  £ryx,  born  a  sa^age  man ; 
Tlie  loose  Priapus,  and  the  roonster-wight, 
In  whom  the  sexcs  shamcfuliy  unitę. 

Nor  words  suflice  the  .goddess  of  the  fair, 
She  snnps  tHe  rosy  wreath  that  binds  ber  hair; 
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Then  on  fhe  god,  wBo  feaHd  a  fierćer  woe, 
Her  hands,  unpitying,  dealt  the  frcąuent  blow: 
From  all  his  teuder  skin  a  purple  dew 
The  dreadfiil  scourges  of  the  cliaplet  drew, 
From  wheuce  the  rosę,  by  Cupid  ting^d  befjoTe, 
Nuw,  doubly  tinging,  flamcs  with  lustre  morę. 

Herę  ends  Łheir  wruth,  the  parent  seems  severe, 
The  8trokc's  unfit  for  little  Love  to  bear; 
l'o  8ave  their  foe  the  melŁing  beautics  fly, 
And,  cruel  mother,  spare  ihy  child,  they  ery. 
To  Love*s  accouat  they  plac'd  their  death  of  late, 
And  now  transfer  the  sad  account  to  Fate : 
"^he  mother,  pleas'd,  beheld  the  storm  asswage, 
Thank'd  the  cahn  mournerSy.atid  dismiss^d  her 
ragę. 

Thus  Fancy,  once  in  dusky  sbade  expressM, 
Wifh  empty  terrours  work'd  the  time  of  rest. 
Where  wretched  Love  endur^d  a  world  of  woe, 
For  ail  a  winter^s  leiigth  of  night  below. 
Then  8oar'd,  as  sleep  dissoIv*dy  unchain*d  away,   • 
And  tbrough  the  port  of  ivory  reach'd  the  day. 

As,  mindless  of  their  ragę,  he  slowly  satls 
On  pinions  cumber'd  in  the  misty  rales; 
(Ah,  fool  to  light!)  the  nymphs  no  mora  obey, 
'  Nor  was  this  fegion  ever  his  to  sway : 
Cast  in  a  deepenM  ring  they  close  the  plain, 
And  seize  tbe  <god,  reluctant  all  in  vsdn. 


THE  JUDGEMENT  OF  PARIS. 

Where  waying  pines  the  brows  of  Ida  shade, 
Tbe  swain,  young  Paris,  half  supinely  laid, 
.Saw  the  loose  flocks  thróagh  shnibs  unnumber^d 

rove, . 
And,  pipingi  calPd  them  to  the  gladded  grore.  • 
'T  was  there  he  met  the  message  of  the  skies,. 
That  he,  thejndge  of  beauty,  deal  the  prize. 
The  message  known;  one  Ix)ve  with  anxiou8  mind, 
To  make  his  motber  guard  the  time  assign^d, 
Brew^forth  her  proud  white  swans,  and  trac'd  the 
7*hat  Wheel  her  chariot  in  the  purple  air:      [pair 
A  golden  bow  bebiud  his  shoulder  bends, 
A  golden  quiver  at  his  side  depends; 
Pointing  to  these  he  nods,  with  feariess  state, 
And  bids  ber  safely  meet  the  grand  debatę. 
Another  Love  proceeds,  with  anxiou8  care, 
To  make  his  ivory  sleek  tbe  shining  hair; 
Move8  the  loose  curls,  and  bids  the  forehead  show, 
In  fiłll  expansion,  all  its  native  siy>w. 
A  third  enclasp^  thcmany-colour^d  cest^ 
And,  rQl'd  by  Fancy,  seta  the  silver  vest; 
When,  to  her  sons,  with  intepoaingied  sighs, 
The  goddess  of  the  rosy  lips  applies: 

"  *T  is  now,  my  darling  boys,  a  *yme  to  show 
The  love  you  ieei,  the  filial  aids  you  owe : 
Yet,  would  we  think  that  any  dar'd  to  8trive 
For  charms,  when  Venus  and  her  Ło^e's  alire? 
Or  should  the  prize  of  beauty  be  denyM, 
Has  beauty's  empress  augbt  to  boast  beside  ? 
And,  ting*dwith  pcrison,  pleasing  wbilerit  harms, 
My  darts  I  trusted  to  your  in£uit  anns; 
If,  when  your  hands  have  arch'd  the  golden  bow, 
The  wor]d's  great  raler,  bending,  owns  the  blow, 
Let  no  contending  form  invad«  my  due, 
Tali  Juno's  mień,  nor  Pallas*  eyes  of  blue. 
But,  gracM  with  triumph,  to  the  Paphian  shore 
Your  Venus  beara  the  palms  of  conquest  o'er; 
And  joyful  see  my  hundred  altars  there, 
With  costly  gums  perfume  the  wanton  air.' 


While  tbbs  the  CapidshearŁbe  Cyprian  damep 
The  grores  resounded  where  a  goddess  came. 
The  wartłke  Pallas  march'd  with  mighty  stiide^ 
Her  shield  ibrgot,  her  helmet  laid  aside. 
Her  hair  unbound,  in  curls  and  ąider  flow*dy 
And  peace,  or  something  like,  hernsage  8bow*d; 
So,  with  her  eyes  serene,  and  hopeful  basie, 
The  Iong-stretch*d  alleys  of  the  wood  she  trac^d; 
But,  where  the  woodś  a  second  entrance  fimnd, 
With  sceptQr*d  pomp  and  golden  i^ory  cn>wn'd, 
The  stately  Juno  stalkM,  to  reach  the  seat. 
And  hear  the  sentence  in  the  last  debatę; 
And  long,  sererely  long,  resent  the  grore ; 
In  this,  what  boots  it  sbe^s  the  wife  of  Jore? 

Arm*d  with  a  grace  at  length,  secure  to  win, 
The  lovely  Venus,  smiling,  enters  in ; 
Ali  sweet  and  shining,  near  tbe  youtb  she  drew, 
Her  rosy  neck  ambrosiaj  odours  tbrew ; 
The  sacred  scents  diffas'd  among  the  lea^es. 
Ran  down  the  woods,  and  filPd  their  boaiy  ca.re^^ 
The  charms,  so  amorous  all,  and  each  so  great, 
The  conquer'd  judge  no  longer  keeps  his  seat ; 
Opprcss*d  with  light,  he  drops  his  weary'd  eyea. 
And  fears  he  should  be  thought  to  doubt  the  pnze. 


ON  MRS.  ARABELLA  FERMOR  LEAriN^ 

LONDON. 

From  town  fair  ArabelFa  flies : 

The  beaux  unpówdcr^d  grieve ; 
The  rivers  play  before  ber  eyes ; 
The  breezes,  sofUy  breathing,  rise  ; 

The  Spring  begins  to  Iifc. 

Her  lovers  swore,  they  must  expire  s 

Yet  quickly  find  their  ease ; 
For,  as  she  goes,  their  flames  retire, 
Love  thriyes  before  a  nearer  fire, 

FiSteem  by  distant  rays. 

Yet  soon  the  fair-one  will  return, 

When  Summer  quits  the  plain : 
Ye  riyers,  pour  the  weeping  urn  ; 
Ye  breezes,  sadiy  s'ghing,  moum; 

Ye  lovers,  bum  again. 

*T  is  constancy  enough  in  love 

That  nature^s  fairjy  shown: 
To  search  for  morę,  will  fruitless  prove; 
Romances,  and  the  turtle-dove, 

The  virtue  boast  alone. 


A  RIDDLE, 

Upon  a  bed  of  humble  day, 
In  all  her  garments  loose, 

A  prostitute  my  motber  lay. 
To  evcry  coiuer^s  use. 

Till  one  gallant,  in  heat  of  lorę. 
His  own  peculiar  madę  her  ; 

And  to  a  region  far  above, 

i\nd  flofter  beds,  convey'd  beri 

But,  in  his  absence,  to  his  place 

His  rougher  rival  came; 
And,  with  a  cold  constrain'd  embraoe, 

Begat  me  on  the  «lame. 
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I  then  appearM  to  public  y\ew 

A  creatare  wondrous  bright ; 
But  shortly  peńshable  too, 

nconstant,  nioe,  and  lif^t. 

On  ieathers  not  together  fast 

1  wildly  flew  about. 
And  from  my  fatber*s  country  pass*d 

To  find  my  motber  out. 

Where  her  gallant,  of  ber  beguird^ 
With  me  enamoui^d  grew. 

And  I,  that  was  my  motber*s  child^ 
Brought  forth  my  motber  too. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MR.  VINER, 

Is  Yiner  dead?  and  sball  each  Masę  becomd 

Silent  as  Deatb,  and  as  bis  mOsic  dumb  > 

Shall  be  depart  without  a  poet*s  praise, 

Wbo  oft  to  barmony  bas  tun'd  tbeir  lays? 

Shall  be,  wbo  kncw  the  elegance  of  sound, 

Find  no  one  voice  to  sing  him  to  tbe  ground } 

iMusic  and  Poetry  are  sister-arts. 

Show  a  Hke  genias,  and  conseńting  hearts: 

Af  y  soul  witb  his  ia  secretly  a]Iy'd, 

And  1  am  forcM  to  speak,  sińce  Yiner  dy'd. 

Ob,  tbat  my  muse,  as  once  his  notes,  could 
That  I  might  all  his  praises  fuUy  tell ;        [sweil ! 
Tbat  I  might  say  witb  ho  w  much  skill  be  play'd, 
How  nimbly  four  extended  strinf^s  survey'd  ; 
Ho  w  bow  and  fingers,  with  a  noble  strife, 
Did  raise  the  vocal  fiddle  into  life ; 
How  various  sonnds,  in  various  order  rangM, 
By  unob6erv'd  degrees  minutely  cbang'd, 
Through  a  vast  space  could  in  diyisions  run> 
Be  all  distinct,  yet  ail  agree  in  one: 
And  bow^e  fleeter  notes  could  swiftiy  pass, 
And  skip  altematel^ from  place  to  place; 
The  strings  could  with  a  sudden  impulsc  bound, 
Speak  every  touch,  and  tremble  into  sound. 

The  1iquid  barmony,  a  tuneful  tide, 
Now  seem'd  to  ragę,  anon  would  gently  glidej 
By  tums  would  ^bb  and  flow,  would  rise  and  fatl, 
Be  loudly  daring,  or  be  softiy  smali: 
Wbile  all  was  blended  in  one  common  na  me, 
WaTe  push'd  on  wave,  and  all  compos'd  a  stroam. 

The  different  tones  inelodiously  combin'd, 
Temper*d  with  arb,  in  sweet  confusioii  joinM; 
The  soft,  the  strong,  the  elear,  the  shrill,  ibc  decp, 
MTould  sometimes  soar  aloft,  and  sometimes  crecp; 
WhiJe  every  soul  upon  bis  motions  hnng, 
As  though  it  were  rn  tunefiU  concert  strung. 
His  touch  did  strike  tbe  fibres  of  the  beart. 
And  a  like  trembling  secretly  impart; 
Where  ^anoas  passions  did  by  turns  sucV?eed, 
He  madę  it  cbeerful,  and  he  madę  it  bieed ; 
Conid  wind  it  up  into  a  glowing  fire, 
Then  sbift  tbe  scenę,  and  tcacb  it  to  expire. 

Oft  have  1  seen  him,  .on  a  public  stagc, 
Alone  tbe  gaping  multitude  engaire ; 
The  eyes  and  ears  of  each  spectator  di-aw,   [law; 
Cornmand  tbeir  tboagbts,  and  give  their  passions 
While  other  musie,  in  obiiviuii  drown'd, 
Seem'd  a  dead  pulse,  or  a  neglected  sound. 

Alas  !  he>s  gone,  ourgreat  Ap«l!o's  dead,> 
And  all  tbat^s  sweet  and  tuneful  with  him  6ed; 
Hibernia,  witb  one  universal  ery, 
Łaments  the^oss,  and  speaks  his  eleg}\ 


Farewell,  thou  author  of  refinM^deligbt, 
Too  little  known,  too  soon  remov»d  from  sight ; 
ThoSfB  fingers,  whicb  such  pleasure  did  couvey, 
Must  now  become  to  stupid  worms  a  prey : 
Tby  grateful  fiddle  will  for  ever  stand 
A  silent  moumcr  for  its  master^s  band : 
Tby  art  is  only  to  be  match'd  above, 
Where  musie  r«i)cns,  and  in  that  musie  lovc : 
Where  thou  wilt  in  the  happy  chorus  join. 
And  ąaickly  tby  melodious  soul  refine 
To  tbe  exalted  pitch  of  ^rmony  divine. , 


EPIGRAM. 


Haitd  facile  eroergunt,  quorum  Tirtutibus  obstat 
Res  augusta  domi— - 

The  greatest  gifts  tbat  Naturę  does  bestow, 
Can*t  unassisted  to  porfection  grow : 
A  scanty  fortunę  elips  the  wings  of  hm^. 
And  checks  the  progress  of  a  rising  name : 
Eacfaidastard  yirtue  drags  a  captłve's  cbain. 
And  moves  but  slowly,  for  it  moves  with  pain : 
Domestic  cares  sit  bard  upon  the  mind,       [fin'd: 
And  cramp  those  thougbts  which  should  be  uncon- 
The  cries  of  poverty  alarm  tbe  soul, 
Abate  its  vigour,  its  denigus  control : 
Tbe  stings  of  want  inflict  the  woonds  of  death. 
And  motion  ąlways  ccases  with  tbe  breath. 
Tbe  love  of  friends  is  found  a  languid  fire, 
Tbat  glares  but  iaintly,  a»d  will  soon  expire ; 
Weak  is  its  force,  nor  can  its  warmth  be  great, 
A  feeble  Hght  begets  a  feeble  beat. 
Wealtb  is  the  iiiel  that  must  fced  the  flame, 
It  dies  in  rags,  and  scarce  dcser\'es  a  name.    ' 


02V:  THE  CASTLE  OF  DUBLIN,     1715. 

This  house  and  inhabitants  both  well  agrc^e. 
And  rescmble  each  other  as  near  as  can  be; 
One  balf  is  decay'd,  and  in  want  of  a  pn.>p, 
Hie  other  new-built,  but  not  finish'd  at  tup. 


LOVE  IN  DISGUISE. 

To  stifie  passion,  is  no  easy  thing; 
A  heart  in  love  is  always  on  the  wing; 
The  bold  betrayer  flutters  still. 
And  fans  tiie  breath  prepaWd  to  tell : 
It  melts  tbe  tongue,  and  tunes  the  throat^ 
Ai]^  movcs  the  lips  to  form  the  notę; 
And  wbeu  the  speech  is  lost, 
It  then  sends  out  its  ghoBt> 
A  little  sigh. 

To  say  we  die.  [provr; 

Tis  strange  tbe  air  tbat  cools  a   flapie  kbouid 
But  woudcr  not,  it  is  the  air  o^  iove. 

Yet,  Cbloris,  I  can  make  my  Iove  look  woli. 
And  cover bleedrag  wounds  I  canH  conceal; 
My  words  such  artful  accents  t)reak, 
You  tbink  I  rather  act  than  speak: 
My  sighs,  enlivcTiM  through  a  smile, 
Your  unsuspccting  thougbts  beguiie; 
My  eyes  are  vary*d  So, 

You  can't  their  wishes  know  ; 
And  I*m  so  gay, 
You  think  I  play. 
Happy  contrivilnce !  such  as  can'tbe  prizM, 
To  live  in  love,  and  yet  to  live  disgui6'd ! 


] 
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CHLORIS  APPEARTNG  IN  A  UOOKINO. 

aLAS& 

Orr  have  I  scen  a  piece  of  art, 

(>f  light  and  »hadu  thc  iułxture  fine»      "^  ' 
Spcak  ałl  the  passioiis  of  Łhe  bc-art, 

And  8ho«*  tiue  life  in  erery  linę. 

But  what  is  this  before  my  cyes, 

With  CTcry  featurc,  every  grace, 

That  stnkes  wiih  lovc  and  with  surprize^ 
And  gives  mc  al  I  Uie  vital  face  ? 

U  U  not  Cbloris :'  for,  beliold, 

Thc  Hhtftiog  phantom  comes  and  goes; 
And  when  't  is  herc,  't  is  pale  aud  cold, 

Nor  any  fenule  softness  knows. 

But  't  is  ber  image,  for  I  feci 

The  very  pains  that  Cbloris  give8 ; 

lier  cbanus  are  there,  1  know  thcm  well, 
1  see  wbat  in  my  bosom  livcs. 

Ob,  could  1  but  the  picture  savc ! 

'T  is  drawn  by  ber  uwn  tnatcbless  sklll ; 
Naturę  the  livcH\c"olours  gave, 

And  Bhe  need  only  luok  to  kill. 

Ab  !  fkir-one,  will  it  not  suffire, 

That  I  jłhould  oncc  your  victim  lie; 

Unless  you  multłply  your  eyes, 

And  8trive  to  make  me  doubly  die  ? 


•  ON  A  LADY  WITH  FOUL  BREATH. 

A  RT  thou  alive  ?  It  cannot  be, 

Tbere's  so  o\uch  rottennoss  in  tbee, 

Corruption  only  is  in  death ; 

And  «bat*s  morę  putrid  tban  tby  breatb  ? 

Think  not  you  live  becausc  you  speak. 

For  grave8  sucb  bollow  sounds  can  make; 

And  vespiration  can't  suffice, 

For  vapours  do  from  cavems  rise : 

Fromthee  sucb  noisome  stenches  couie, 

Tby  wouth  betrayt  tby  breast  a  tomb. 

Thy  body  is  a  corpse  that  gue<i, 

By  macic  rais'd  from  its  repose : 

A  pestilt:nce  that  nalks  by  day, 

fiut  falls  at  nigbt  to  worms  andclay.  , 

But  I  will  to  my  Cbloris  run, 

\^'ho  will  not  lot  me  beundone : 

The  swects  ber  virgin-breatb  oontaina 

Are  Atted  toremovemy  pains; 

liberę  will  I  bealing  uectar  sip, 

Aud,  to  be  say^d,  approacb  ber  lip, 

Tbough,  if  I  touch  the  roatcbless  damę, 

Vm  sute  to  bura  with  inward  flame. 

Thus,  wbcu  I  would  one  danger  sbun, 

Vm  straight  upon  anotber  throwu : 

I  seek  a  cure,  one  fore  to  ease,  • 

Yet  in  that  cure  's  a  new  disease : 

ButloYC,  thougb  fatal,  still  caubless. 

And  greater  dangers  bidę  the  less ; 

rU  go  whcre  pa&sioii^bids  me  fly. 

And  cboose  my  death,  sińce  I  must  die; 

As  dores  pursued  by  birds  of  prey^ 

Ycuture  with  milder  man  to  stay. 


ON  THE  NUMBER  TBREE. 

BtfAUTY  rests  not  in  one  fix'd  płace- 
But  seenis  to  reign  in  eyery  fSsce  ; 
*Tisnotbing  surę  but  fency  tben, 
In  yarious  forms,  bewitcbing  men  ; 
Or  is  its  shape  and  colour  fram*d, 
Proportion  just,  and  woman  nam'd^ 
If  fancy  only  rul'd  in  lpve, 
Wby  sbould  it  tbeń  ^  strongly  movc? 
Or  wby  sbould  all  that  look  agree. 
To  own  its  migbty  powcr  in  Tbree  ? 
In  Tbree  it  shows  a  different  face, 
EacK  sbining  with  peculiar  grace. 
Kindred  a  nattve  likeuess  gi^es, 
Wbicb  pleaaes,  as  in  all  it  liyes  ; 
And,  where  the  features  disagree. 
We  praise  the  dear  yariehr. 
Tben  beauty  surely  ne*er  was  yet, 
So  mucb  unlike  itself,  and  so  completew 


ES8AY  ON  THE  VIPFERENT  STYLES  OF 

POETRY^. 

TO  HENRY  LORD  YISCOURT  BOUROBROKS. 

— Yatibus  addere  calcar, 
Ut  ytodio  majore  petant  Helicona  TirentEin. 

Hor.  Ep.  U.  U 

I  HATB  tbe  tu] gar  witb  untunefiil  mind ; 
Hearts  aninspir*d,  and  senscs  uBre6n'd. 
Hence,  ye  propbane :  I  raise  tbe  soundin^  stńog. 
And  Bolingbruke  desoends  to  hear  me  sin^. 

'  Allegory  is  in  itself  so  retired  a  way  of  wrilw;, 
that  it  was  tbougbt  proper  to  say  somethiog  be- 
ibrehand  concerning  this  piece,  wbich  is  entirdy 
framed  upon  it.  Tbe  design,  tberefore,  is  to  abow 
tbe  several  styles  wbicb  bave  been  madę  uae  of 
by  tbose  wbo  have  endeavoured  to  write  in  rerse. 
The  scheme,  by  wbicb  it  is  carricd  oa,  sapposes 
an  old  Orecian  poet  coucbii^  bis  observaiioos  or 
instructions  witbin  an  allegory;  wbicb  allegoiy 
is  wrougbt  out  upon  the  single  word  flight,  as  in 
tbe  figur»tive  way  it  signifies  a  tbougbt  above  the 
common  levcl :  here  wit  is  roade  to  be  Pegasus, 
and  tbe  poet  bis  rider,  who  flies  by  seYerai  ooini- 
tries  where  be  must  not  toucb,by  wbicb  are  Bieant 
80  many  vicious  styles,  and  arriYes  at  łast  at  the 
sublime.  This  way  of  writing  is,not  only  veTj  en- 
gaginfc  to  the  fancy  wbenever  it  is  well  peifcwmed; 
but  it  bas  boen  tbougbt  also  one  of  the  fint  tfaat 
tbe  poets  madę  use  of.  Hence  aroee  man^  of 
tliose  stories  concerning  the  beathen  gods,  ivhich 
at  iirst  were  invented  to  iusiouate  trutb  and  mo- 
rality  morę  pleasingly,  and  wbicb  aftei  waids 
madę  poetry  itself  morę  solemn,  when  they  bap- 
peoed  to  be  received  iuto  tbe  beathen  diTinity. 
And  indeed  there  seems  to  be  no  liketier  way  by 
wbich  a  poetical  genlus  may.  yet  appear  as  aa 
ori£rinal,tban  that  be  sbould  proceed  wltb  a  fnll 
lompass  oi  tbought  and  knowledge,  eilher  to  de- 
sign  bis  plan,  or  to  beautify  tbe  parta  of  it,  in  an 
alicgorical  manner.  We  are  much  bebolden  to 
autiquity  for   thote  esoelle&t  compoatioiis  by 
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Wben   Greece  coald  tmth  in  mystic    fobie 

JBd  witb  deligbt  instructthe  listening  crowd, ' 
>n  aucieot  poet  (time  bas  lost  bis  naune) 
^iiyer^d  straios  on  verse  to  futurę  famę. 
till,  as  be  long,  be  toacb*d  the  trembling  lyre,     . 
|iid  felt  tbe  notes  a  rising  warmtb  inspire. 
'e  sweetening  graces,  in  the  musie  tbrong, 
^Bfcist  my  genius,  and  retrieve  tbe  song 
^rom  dark  oblirion.    See,  my  genius  goes 
o  oall  it  ibrtb.    Twas  tbus  the  poem  rosę. 

*'  Wit  is  tbe  Muses*  borse,  and  bears  on  bigK 
*hfe  daring  rider  to  the  Muses*  sky : 
yi^,  while  bis  strength  to  mount  aloft  be  tńes, 
(y  regions  varying  in  tbeir  naturę  flies. 

"At  first,  be  riseth  o'er  a  iand  of  toil, 
k  barren,  bard,  and  andesfrryingsoil, 
l^here  onlytreedsfrom  beavy  labour  grow, 
Vłuch  yet  tbe  nation  prune,  and  keep  for  sbów  ; 
V'here  couplets  jingling  on  tbeir  accent  run, 
Vhose  point  of  epigram  is  sunk  to  pun ; 
^'liere  wings  by  fancy  never  feather^d  fly*, 
l^here  lines  by  measure  form'd  in  batcbets  He ; 
Vb»we  ałtars  stand,  erected  porcbes  gapę, 
k.Dd  sense  is  cramp'd  while  wonls  are  par^d  to 
Vhere  mean  acrostics,  labóur^  in  a  fmme  [shape. 
>n scatterMietters,  raise  a  painful  scheme; 
ind,  by  eon/mement  in  their  work,  oontrol 
lie  greatenlargings  of  tbe  boimdłess  soul ; 
Vhere  if  a  warrior^s  elevated  fire 
^ould  aU  tbe  brigbtest  strokes  of  verse  rcquire, 
rhen  stiaight  in  anagram  a  wretched  crew 
Viii  pay  tbeir  undesenringpraises  too; 
Vhile  on  tbe  rack  bis  poor  disjointed  name 
tf  ust  tell  its  master^s  cbaracter  to  Famę. 
knd  (if  my  fire  and  fears  ańght  presage) 
rfae  labouring  writers  of  a  fature  age 

rhich  writers  at  present  form  their  minds ;  but 
t  is  not  so  much  required  of  usto  adhere  mereły 
o  tbeir  fables,  as  to  obsenre  tbeir  manner.  For, 
Twe  preclude  our  own  invention,  poetry  will  con- 
ist  only  in  expression.  or  simile,  or  tlie  applica- 
ion  of  old  storics ;  and  the  utmost  cbaracter  to 
i^bich  a  genius  can  arrivc  will  depend  on  imitation, 
r  a  borrowiug  from  others,  wbich  we  must  agree 
Dgether  not  to  cali  stealing,  because  we  take  only 
rom  tbe  ancients.  There  bare  been  poets  amoiigst 
•urselyes,  such  as  Spencer  and  Milton,  who  have 
uccessfiilly  Tentured  furtber.  These  instances 
nay  let  us  see  that  inrention  is  not  boundi  d  by 
irbat  has  b^en  done  before:  tbe}',inay  o{H>n  our 
oiasinations,  and  be  one  method  of  presening  us 
rom  writing  witbout  schemes.  A  s  for  wbat  relates 
ny  ftirther,  particulorly  to  tbis  poem,  tbe  reader 
rill  observe,  that  its  aim  ig  instruction,  Perhaps 
representation  of  seyeralmisunces  and  dif][icult- 
i9j  wbich  happen  to  many  wbo  write  poetry,  may 
leter  som"  from  attempting  wbat  they  have  not 
teen  madę  for:  und  jierbaps  the  description  of 
ieveral  beanties  belonging  to  it  may  afford  hints 
owyrds  forming  a  geoius  for  delighting  and  im- 
>roving  mankind.  If  eitberof  these  happen,  the 
x>em  18  usefiil ;  i^nd  upon  that  account  its  faults 
nay  be  morę  easily  excused.  Pąrvbix. 

*  These  and  tbe  likc  conceits  of  putting  poems 
nto  several  shapes  by  the  differentlengths  of  lines, 
ire  frequent  in  old  pocts  of  mostlanguages. 

Paamełł. 


Shall  elear  new  gronnd,'and  grots   and   caves 

To  civilize  the  babbiing  Echoes  there.         [repair, 

Thcn,  whiie  a  lover  treads  a  lonely  walk. 

His  voice  shall  with  its  own  reflection  talk| 

The  closing  sounds  of  all  the  Tain  device 

Select  by  trouble  frivoIous1y  nice, 

Resound  througb  rerse,  and  with  a  false  pretence 

Support  the  dialogue,  and  pass  for  sense. 

Can  tbings.  like  these  to  lasting  praise  pretend  ł 

Can  any  Muse  the  worthiess  toil  befriend  ? 

Ye  sacred  virgins,  in  my  thoughts  adorM, 

Ab,  be  forever  in  my  lines  deplor*d, 

If  tricks  on  words  acąuire  an  endless  name. 

And  trifles  merit  in  the  court  of  Famę !"  ,  ^ 

At  tbis  tbe  poet  stood  concem*d  a  while. 
And  view'd  bisobjects  witb  ascomf||l  smile: 
Then  otberimages  of  differentkind,  ' 
With  different  wofkings  enter'd  on  his  mind; 
At  wbose  approacb,  be  felt  tbe  fbrmer  gone, 
A»d  shirer^d  in  conceit,  and  tbus  went  on : 

•*  By  a  cold  region  next  tbe  rider  goes, 
Where  all  lies  coTer*d  in  etemal  snows ; 
Where  no  bright  genius  drives  the  cbariot  high. 
To  glitter  on  the  ground,  and  giid  the  sky. 
Bleak  level  realm,  where  frigid  styles  abound, 
Where  never  yet  a  daring  tbought  was  found. 
But  counted  feet  is  poetry  de6n*d ; 
And  8tarvM  conc  its,  that  chiłl  the  rcader^s  fnind. 
A  little  sense  in  many  words  imply, 
And  drag  in  loitering  numbers  slowly  by. 
Herę  dry  sententious  specchcs,  balf  asieep, 
Prolong*d  in  lines,  o*er  many  pages  creep; 
Nor  ever  show  the  passions  wcll  expre8S*d, 
Nor  raise  like  pansions  in  another's  breast.   - 
Herę  flat  narrations  fair  exploit8  debasc,^ 
Inmeasures  void  of  every  bhining grace; 
Which  never  arm  their  hero  for  the  ftoW, 
Nojr  with  prophetic  story  paint  tbe  shieid, 
Nor  (ix. the  crest,  nor  make  tbe  feathers  wave. 
Nor  with  their  charactere  rcward  the  brave ; 
(Jndeclird  they  stand,  and  unadoni'd  witb  praise. 
And  fail  topmfłt  whiinthey  fail  to  plcase. 
HereibrcM  description  is  so  strangely  wrought, 
It  nerer  stamps  its  ima«:e  on  tbe  thougbt ; 
The  lifeless  trees  may  stand  forever  bare, 
And  rivers  stop,  for  ougbt  the  readers  care ; 
They  see  no  branches  trembling  in  the  woods.     | 
Nor  hear  the  murmurs  of  increasing  floods, 
Which  near  the  roots  with  niffled  waters  łlow. 
And  shake  the  shadows  of  the  boughs  below. 
Ab,,  sacred  Vcrse,  replete  wh:hheavenly  flamc, 
Such  cold  endtavours  would  invade  thy  name! 
The  writer  fondly  would  in  these  survive, 
Which,  wantiug  spirit,  never  seemM  alive: 
But,  if  applause  or  famę  attend  bis  pen, 
j>tbreathles8  statues  passtforbreatbiug  men." 

Htre  8eem'd  the  singer  toucb'd  at  wbat  be  sung. 
And  grief  !>  wbile  delayM  his  hand  and  tongue : 
But  soon  tie  cbeck*d  his  fing^TS,  chosc  a  straln« 
And  flouri8h*d  shrill,  and  thus  arose  again : 

"  Pass  tbe  ncxt  region  which  appears  to  show : 
Tis  veiy  open,  unimprov»d,  and  Iow  ; 
No  noble  fligbts  of  elevatcd  thougbt. 
No  nervous  strength  of  sense  maturely  wrougbt, 
Possess  tbis realm ;  but  common  tuins  are  tl^re, 
Which  idly  sporti^e  mpye  with  childiBh  air. 
On  callow  wings^  and  like^łi  plague  of  flies, 
The  little  Fancies  in  a  poem  risc, 
Thejac^  reader  every  whereto  strike. 
And  move  his  passious  eyery  whcro  alike. 
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Tbere  all  the  graeeful  nymphs  are  forc'd  to  play 
Wbere  aiiy  water  bubbles  in  Łhe  way : 
Tbere  shaggy  satjm  are  obliged  to  roTe 
In  all  the  fieids,  and  oTer  all  the  grove : 
There  erery  star  is  sumznon'd  froin  its  sphere, 
Todressoneface,  and  make  Clorinda  fair: 
"Iliere  Cnpids  fling  tbeir  darts  in  every  song, 
While  naturo  stands  nes^lected  all  along : 
Ti  U  the  teazM  bcarer,  vex'd  at  last  to  find 
One  constant  object  still  assault  the  mind, 
Admires  no  morę  at  what  *s  no  longer  new, 
Andjiastes  to  shun  the  persecuting  Tiew. 
There  bright  surprises  of  poetic  ragę 
(Whose  strength  and  beauty,  morę  confirm'd  in 

[age 


Fot  łuiriog  lasted,  last  the  ionger  still) 
By  weak  attrmpts  are  imitated  Ul, 
Or  carried  on  heyond  thcir  proper  light^ 
Or  with  refinement  flourisbed  out  of  sighŁ 
There  metaphors  on  metaphors  abonnd. 
And  sense  by  differing  imagesconfonnd  : 
^       Strange  iiyudicious  management  of  thoughty 
'  Not  bom  t4>  ragę,  nor  into  method  brought. 

Ah,  sacred  Mu^e  !  fromsuch  a  realm  retreat. 
Nor  idly  waste  the  influenceof  thy  beat 
On  shallow  soils,  where  quick  producUons  rise, 
And  withcr  as  the  warmth  that  rais*d  tbem  dies." 

Herę  o^rhis  breast  a  sort  of  pity  rolPd, 
Which  Bomething  labouring  in  the  mind  controPd, 
And  madę  him  touch  the  loud  resounding  strings, 
While  Ihus  with  music*s  stronger  tones  he  sings : 
"  Mount  higher  still,  still  kecp  thy  failhful  8eat> 


Ahy  sacred  Yerse  !  lest  reason  qiłittb7 
Give  nonę  to  such,  or  give  a  gentler  beat.'' 

'Twas  here  the  singer  felt  his  temper  wrODgU 
By  fairer  prospects,  which  arose  to  Ukought  ^ 
And  in  himself  a  while  collected  sat. 
And  much  admir'd  at  this,  and  much  at  tbat^ 
Till  all  the  beauteous  forms  in  order  raD» 
And  then  he  took  tbeir  track,  and  thus  begao  : 

"  Above  the  beauties,  far  above  the  ahow 
In  which  weak  Naturę  dresses  berę  belomry 
Stands  the  great  palące  of  the  brtgbt  and 
Where  £ur  ideas  in  fuli  glory  shine  ; 
Eternal  models  of  ezalted  parts, 
The  pride  of  minds,  and  conąuerors  of 

"  Upon.the  first  arrival  here,  are  8e«a 
Rang*d  walks  of  bay,  the  Muses'  ever-greeny 
Each  sweetly  springing  from  some  sacred  bongh, 
,^hose  circling  shade  adom'd  a  poet*s  brow, 
"^  "while  throagh  the  leares,  in  uomolested  skies, 
The  gentle  bre^hing  of  appłauses  flies^ 
And  flattering  sounds  are  heard  within  the  breeze. 
And  pleasing  murmur  rons  amongthetrees. 
And  ialls  of  water  join  the  flattering  sounds^ 
And  murmur  softening  from  the  sbore  reboandŁ 
The  warbled  melody,  the  lovely  sights, 
Thecalms  of  solitmde  inspire  delights, 
The  dazzled  eyes,  the  iavishM  ears  are  caogbt, 
The  panting  heart  unites  ta  purer  thoui^bt. 
And  gratefUl  shiverings  wander  o^er  the  skio^ 
And  wondrous  extacie8  arise  within, 
Whence  admiration  overflow8  the  mind. 


>Iind  the  firm  reins,and  curb  thy  courser'8  beat;  J  AjUd  leaves  the  pleasure felt,  but undefin*d. 
Nor  let  him  touch  the  realnis  that  next  appear,      ^  "^^Yt  daring  rider,  now  no  longer  roTe  ; 


Whose  hanging  turrets  seem  a  fetl  to  fear; 
And  strangely  stand  along  the  tracts  of  air, 
Where  thnnder  rolls  and  bearded  comets  glare. 
l'he  thoiights  that  most  cxtravagantly  soar, 
The  words  that  sound  as  if  they  meant  to  roar; 
For  rant  and  noise  are  oirer'd  here  to  choice. 
And  stand  elected  by  the  public  yoice. 
All  schemes  are  slighted  which  attempt  to  shine 
At  once  with  strange  and  probaible  design  ; 
'Tis  here  a  mean  conceit,  a  yulgar  view, 
TbaŁ  bears  the  least  respect  to  seeming  tnie  ; 
While  evei7  trifling  tum  of  things  is  seen 
To  move  by  gods  desccnding  in  machinę. 
Here  swelling  lines  with  stalking  strut  proceed. 
And  in  the  clouds  terrific  rumblings  breed  ; 
llero  single  heroes  deal  grim  deaths  around. 
And  armics  perish  in  treniendous  sound; 
Here  fearful  monsters  are  preserv'd  to  die, 
In  siich  a  tumult  as  aifrights  the  sky ; 
For  which  the  golden  Sun  shall  hide  with  dread, 
And  NepŁune  lift  his  scdgy-matted  hcad, 
Admirc  the  roar,  and  dive  with  dire  dismay. 
And  seek  his  deepest  chambers  in  the  sea. 
To  raise  tbeir  subject  thus  the  lines  devise. 
And  faise  extravagancc  would  fain  surprise; 
Yet  still,  3*e  gods,  ye  live  untouch'd  by  fear. 
And  undisturb*d  at  bellowing  monsters^hcre : 
Rut  with  compąssion  gucrd  the  brain  of  men, 
If  thus  thcy  Ik'1Iow  through  the  poet's  pen  : 
So  will  the  reader's  eycs  dis(  ern  aright 
The  rashest  sally  from  the  noblest  flight. 
And  find  that  oniy  boast  and  sound  agree 
To  seem  the  life  and  voice  of  majesty, 
Wlien  wrltprs  rampant  on  Apollo  cali. 
And  bid  him  entcr  and  possrss  them  all, 
And  make  his  flamesaflfoTd  a  wild  pretencc 
To  keep  thcm  uurestrainM  b}'  coramon  sense. 


Now  pass  to  (ind  the  palące  throogh  the  growe : 
Whate^cr  you  see,  whate*er  you  feeft,  displa^r 
The  realm  you  sought  for  ;  daring  rider,  stay;. 

"  Here  various  Fancy  spreads  a  varied  sceoe. 
And  Judgment  likes  the  sight,  and  looks  serene. 
And  can  be  pleas'd  itself,  and  belps  to  please. 
And  joins  the  work,  and  rcgulates  the  lays. 
Thus,  on  a  plan  design'd  by  double  care, 
The  building  rises  in  the  glitteriug  air, 
With  just  agreement  framM  in  erery  part, 

TAnd  smoothly  polishM  with  the  nicest  art. 
"  Here  lanrel-boughs,  which  ancient  heroes  won^. 
Now  not  so  fading  as  they  prov'd  before, 
Wreath  round  the  pillars  which  the  poeta  rear, 
Aud  slope  tbeir  points  to  make  a  foliage  there. 
Here  chaplets,  puUM  in  gently-breathing  wind^ 
And  wrought  by  lovers  innocently  kind, 
Hung  o*er  the  porch,  their  iragrant  odonn  gtve. 
And  fresh  in  lasting  song  for  wer  Htc. 
The  shades,  for  whora  with  such  indulgent  care 
Famę  wreaths  the  boughs,  or  hangs  the  chaplets 
To  deathless  bonours  thus  preserv*d  above,  [there. 
For  ages  conquer,  or  for  ages  love. 

"  Here  bold  Description  paints  the  walls  withio, 
Her  pencil  touches^  and  the  world  is  seen : 
The  fields  look  beauteous  in  their  flowery  pride, 
Tłie  mountains  rear  aloft,  the  vales  subside: 
The  cities  rise,  the  rivers  seem  to  play. 
And  hanging  rocks  repel  the  foaming  sea; 
The  foaming  seas  thcir  angry  blllows  show, 
Currd  white  abore,  and  darkly  roIPd  below, 
Or  cease  thcir  ragę,  and,  as  Uiey  calmły  lie, 
Hetum  thepleaslug  pictures  of  the  sky; 
The  <ikies,  extended  in  an  open  ^iew^ 
Appear  ą  lody  distant  arch  of  blue, 
In  which  description  stains  the  painted  bow, 
Or  thickcns  clouds,  and  featheis-out  the  snów. 
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r  mingles  bloshes  in  the  morning  ray, 
r  gilds  the  noon,  or  tums  an  erening  gray. 
*•  Here,  on  the  pedestaU  of  War  and  Peace, 
i  differeDt  rows,  and  with  a  different  grace, 
ine  statues  proudly  ride,  or  nobly  stand, 
o  whicb  Karration  with  a  pointing  hand 
^irects  the  sight,  and  makes  examples  please 
y  boldly  venturing  to  dilatc  in  praise ; 
/'hile  chosen  beautics  lengthen  out  the  song, 
et  make  łier  hearers  never  think  it  long. 
^r  if,  with  closer  art,  nrith  sprightly  mień, 
carce  like  herself,and  morę  like  Actionfeen, 
he  bids  their  facts  iu  images  arise, 
Lnd  seem  to  pass  before  the  readers  eyes, 
"he  Yords  like  charms  enchanted  motioo  gWe^ 
Lnd  all  the  statues  of  the  palące  live. 
Then  hosts  embattled  stretch  their  line&  afar, 
'*heir  leaders'  speeches  animate  the  war, 
The  trumpets  sound,  the  feather'd  arrows  fly, 
The  sword  is  drawn,  the  lance  is  to8S'd  on  high, 
The  brave  press  on,  the  fainter  fbrces  yield, 
knd  death  in  difTerent  shapes  defoqns  the  field. 
>r,  shouid  the  shepherds  be  disposM  to  play, 
tmintor's  jolly  pipę  beguiles  the  day, 
Ind  jocund  Echos  dally  with  the  sound, 
\nd  nymphs  in  measures  trip  along  the  ground, 
Ind,  ere  the  dews  have  wet  the  grass  below, 
rum  homewards  singing  all  the  way  they  go. 

**  Herę,  as  on  circumstance  narrations  dwell, 
&nd  tell  what  moyes,  and  hanMy  seem  to  tell, 
The  toil  of  heroes  on  the  dusty  plains, 
3r  on  the  green  the  merriment  of  swains, 
Eleflection  speaks  :  then  all  tłie  forms  that  rosę 
in  life^s  enchanted  scenę  themseWes  compose: 
IVhilst  the  gravc{  voice,  controlling  all  the  spcUs, 
IVith  solemn  utterąnce,  tlius  the  morał  tells: 
'  So  public  worth  its  cnemies  destroys, 
Or  privaŁe  innocence  itself  eąjoys^' 

**  Herę  all  the  passions,  for  their  grcater  sway, 
[n  all  the  power  of  words  themselves  array ; 
^nd  httnce  the  soft  patłietic  gently  charms, 
^nd  henoe  the  bolder  fills  the  breast  with  arms* 
Sweet  loTe  in  numbers  finds  a  world  of  darts, 
And  with  desirings  wounds  the  tender  heaits. 
Fair  hope  displays  its  pinious  to  the  wind, 
And  flutters  in  the  lines,  and  lifts  the  mindJ 
Brisk  joy  with  transport  fills  the  rising  strain, 
Breaks  in  the  notes,  and  bounds  in  every  vein. 
Stern  courage,  glittering  in  the  sparks  of  ire, 
liiflames  those  lays  that  set  the  breast  on  fire. 
Aversion  Icams  to  fly  witli  swifter  will, 
In  numbers  taught  to  represent  an  ill. 
By  frightful  accents  Fear  produces  fears  ^ 
By  sad  expression  Sorrow  meits  to  tears  : 
And  dire  Amazement  and  Despair  are  brought  . 
By  words  of  borrour  through  the  wilds  of  thought 
Tłs  thus  turoultuous  passions  leam  to  roU; 
rrhus,  arm^d  with  poeUy,  they  win  thesoul. 

"  Pass  furtbcr  through  the  dome,  another  view 
Would  now  the  pleasures  oftł^  mind  renew,* 
Where  oft  Description  for  the  colours  goes, 
Whicłi  raise  and  animate  its  native  shows ; 
Where  oft  Narration  seeks  a  florid  grace 
To  keep  fVom  sinking  ere  *t  is  time  to  cease; 
Where  easy  tums  Rcflection  looks  to  find, 
W  hen  Moralsaim  at  dress  to  please  the  mind; 
Where  lively  figures  are  for  use  array^d, 
And  these  an  action,  those  a  passion,  aid. 

"  There  modest  Metaphors  in  oidersit, 
With  unaffected,  undisguisinf  wit. 


That  1eave  their  own,  and  seek  another*s  place, 
Not  forcM,  but  changing  with  an  easy  pace, 
Tó  deck  a  notaon  faintly  scen  before,  [morę. 

And  Truth  preser\'es  her  shape,  and'shines  the 
"  By  ^hese  the  beauteous  similes  reside,        "^ 
In  look  moreopen,  in  design  ally^d, 
Who,  fond  of  likeness,  from  another^s  face 
BHng  e^ery  fe§tttre's  correspondtng  grace, 
With  near  approaches  in  expression  flow. 
And  take  the  tum  their  pattern  Iove8  to  sliow; 
As  in  a  glass  thą  shadows  meet  the  fair, 
And  dress  and  practice  with  resembling  air. 
Thus  Truth  by  plaasure  doth  her  aim  pursue, 
Looks  brigbt,  and  fires  on  the  doubled  view. 

**  There  Repetitions  one  another  meet,  1- 

Expressiy  s^rong,  or  languishingly  sweet, 
And  raise  the  sort  of  sentiment  Łbey  please. 
And  urge  the  sort  of  sentiment  they  raise. 

**  There  close  in  order  are  the  Questions  plac*d, 
Which  march  with  artconcealM  in  shows  of  haste^ 
And  work  the  reader  till  his  mind  be  broughŁ 
To  make  its  answers  in  the  writer's  thougbt. 
For  thus  the  moTing  passions  seem  to  throng. 
And  with  their  quickness  force  the  9oul  along; 
And  thus  the  soul  grows  fond  they  sbould  prevai1, 
When  eveiy  question  seems  a  fair  apppal ; 
And  i(  by  just  dcgrees  of  strength  they  suar, 
In  steps  as  equal  each  alfects  thó  morę. 

"  There  stran^e  Commotion,  naturally  shown, 
Speaks  on  regardless  that  she  speaks  alone, 
Nor  minds  if  they  to  whom  she  talks  be  near. 
Nor  cares  if  that  to  which  she  talks  can  hear. 
The  wannth  of  Anger  dares  an  absent  foe ; 
The  words  of  Pity  speak  to  lears  of  Woe ; 
The  LoTe  that  bopes,on  errandssends  the  breeze; 
And  Lorę  despairing  moans  to  nakrd  trces. 

"There  stand  the  new  Creations  of  the'Muse, 
Poetic  persons,whom  the  writers  use 
Whene'cr  a  cause  magnificently  great 
Would  fix  attentiou  witb  peculiar  weight. 
'Tis  hence  that  humble  provinces  are  seeu 
TransformM  to  matrons  with  neglected  mień, 
Who  cali  their  warriors  in  a  mournful  sound, 
And  show  their  crowns  of  tiirrets  on  the  ground, 
While  over  nms  reclining  riyers  moan 
They  should  enrich  a  nation  not  their  own. 
*Tis  heńce  the  virtues  are  no  mor%  confin^d 
To  be  but  rules  of  rcasón  in  the  mind ; 
The  heavenly  fjrms  start  forth,  appear  to  breathe, 
And  in  bright  shapes  converse  with  men  beneath  ; 
And,  as  a  god  in  combat  Yalour  learls, 
In  council  Pradence  as  a  goddess  aids. 

**  There .Exclamations  all  the  voioe  employ 
In  sudden  flashes  of  conrern  or  joy : 
Then  seem  the  sluices,  which  the  passions  bound, 
To  burst  assunder  with  a  speechless  Found ; 
And  then  with  tumult  and  surprise  they  roli. 
And  shovr  the  case  important  in  the  soul. 

"There  nsing  Scnteuces  attempt  to  speak, 
Which  wonder,  sorrow,  shame,  or  anorer,  break; 
But  so  the  part  directs  to  find^thc  rcst, 
That  what  remains  behiud  is  morę  than  guessM. 
Thus  filPd  with  ease,  yet  left  unfinish'd  too, 
The  sense  looks  large  within  tbereader's  view: 
He  (reely  gathers  all  the  passion  meaus. 
And  artfal  silence  morę  than  words  explains. 
Mcthinks  a  thóusand  gra  ces  morę  I  sce, 
And  I  could  dwell— but  when  would  tbou^ht  be 
Engagiog  Method  ranges  all  the  band,         [frec  ? 
And  smooth  Tran^itionjoins  them  hand  in  hand: 
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LIFE  OF  SIR  SAMUEL  GARTH 


BY  DR.  JOHNSON. 


Samuel  Oarth  was  of  a  good  family  in  Yorkshire,  and  from  some  school  in  his 
own  country  became  a  student  at  Peter-house  in  Cambritlge,  wbere  he  resided  ti]l  he 
became  doctcM*  of  physic  on  July  the  7tby  l69l»  He  was  examined  before  the  college 
at  London  on  March  the  12th,  1691-2,  and  admitted  fellow  June  26th,  1693.  He 
was  soon  so  much  distinguished  by  his  conrersation  and  accomplishments,  as  to  obtain 
Tery  e^ten»ve  practioe ;  and,  if  a  pampblet  of  those  times  may  'be  credited,  had  the 
fayour  apd  confidence  of  one  party,  as  Radcliffe  had  of  the  other. 

He  is  always  mentioned  as  a  man  of  benevoIence ;  and  it  is  just  to  suppose  that  his 
(leńre  of  helping  the  helpless  disposed  him  to  so  much  zeal  for  the  Dispensary ;  an 
uiKlertaking,  of  which  some  account,  however  short,  is  proper  to  be  givcn. 

Whetlier  what  Tempie  says  be  true,  that  physicians  have  had  morę  leaming  than 
the  otfaer  faculties,  I  will  not  stay  to  inquire ;  but,  I  believe,  "i^Yery  man  has  found  in 
physicians  great  liberality  and  dignity  of  sendment,  very  prompt  efiusion  of  beneficence» 
and  willingness  to  exert  a  lucrative  art  where  there  is  no  hope  of  lucre.  Agreeably  to 
tbis  character^  the  college  of  physicians,  in  July  l687,  publisbed  an  edict,  requlring  all 
the  f^llows,  candidates,  and  licentiates,  to  give  gratuitous  advice  to  the  neighbouring 
poor. 

This  edict  was  sent  to  the  court  of  aldermen ;  and,  a  question  being  madę  to  whom 
the  appellation  of  the  poor  should  be^extended,  the  college  answered,  that  it  should 
be  sufficient  to  bring  a  testimoniat  from  the  clergyman  officiating  in  the  parish  where 
tbe  patient  resided. 

After  a  year*s  exper]ence,  the  physicians  found  their  charity  frustrated,  by  some  ma- 
ligDant  opposition,  and  madę  to  a  great  degree  vain  by  the  high  price  of  physic  ;  they 
therefbre  Yoted  in  August  1688,  that  the  laboratory  of  the  college  should  be  accora-/^ 
modated  to  the  preparation  of  medicines,  and  another  room  prepared  for  their  recep- 
tion  ;  and  that  Uie  contributors  to  the  expense  should  msfnage  the  charity. 

It  vras  now  expected,  that  the  apotliecaries  would  have  undertaken  the  care  of  pro- 
rklnig  medicines ;  but  they  took  an^f  Jier  course.   Thinking  the  whole  design  pemicious 
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to  tfaeir  iaterest,  they  endeaToured  to  raise  a  faction  against  it  in  the  college^  sad 
found  some  physicians  mean  enough  to  solicit  their  patronage^  by  betraymg  to  tlieal 
the  counsels  of  the  college.  The  griiater  part»  howeTen  enforced  by  a  new  edict,  m 
1694,  the  fórmer  order  of  1687,  and  sent  it  to  the  may  ór  and  aldermen^  who  appoiiited 
a  comniittee  to  treat  witli  the  college,  and  settle  the  modę  of  administering  the  cfaaiity. 

It  was  destred  by  the  alderinen,  that  the  testunonials  of  churchwardens  and  oYcrseus 
should  be  admitted ;  and  that  all  hired  servant8,  and  all  apprentices  to  handicraftanieB^ 
should  be  considcred  as  poor.    Tliis  likewise  was  granted  by  the  college. 

It  was  then  considered  who  should  distribute  the  m^icinissy  and  who  diould  settfe 
their  prices;  The  physicians  ptocured  some  apothecaries  to  undertake  the  dlsJKnsatioD. 
and  offered  that  the  %varden  and  company  of  the  apothecaries  shoold  adjust  tfae  piiee. 
This  ofTer  was  rejected ;  and  the  apothecarie^^^o  had  engaged  to  assbt  the  chaiity 
were  considered  as  traitors  to  the  company,  tłireatened  with  tlie  imposidon  of  trouUe- 
some  offićes;  and  deterred  fronl  the  performance  of  their  engagements.  The  apotbe- 
caries  ventured  upon  public  op|)osition,  and  presentcd  a  kind  of  remoostrance  agaiort 
the  design  to  the  conmiittee  of  the  city,  which  the  physicians  condescended  to  cODfiite) 
and  at  least  the  traders  seem  to  have  prevailed  among  the  sons  of  trade ;  for  the  pio^ 
posal  of  the  college  having  been  considered^  a  paper  of  approbation  was  drawn  up,  bot 
postpóned  and  forgotten;  , 

The  physicians  still  persisted ;  and  in  1696  a  subscripticm  was  raised  by  themadws^ 
according  to  an  agrecmeut  preiixcd  to  the  Dispensary.  The  poor  were,  for  a  tioK, 
sopplied  wiih  medicineś ;  for  how  long  a  time,  I  know  not.  The  medicłnal  chaiity, 
likc  others,  bcgau  with  ardour,  but  soon  remitted,  and  at  last  died  gradually  away. 

About  the  tiinc  of  the  subscription  begins  the  action  of  the  Dispensary.     The  pooi^ 
^s  its  sabject  was  present  and  popular,  co-operated  with  passions  and  prejudices  then 
prevalent,  and,  with  such  auxiliaries  to  its  intriusic  merit,  was  uuiversally  and  hbeffall^ 
applaudcd.    It  was  on  the  side  of  charity  against  the  intrigues  óf  interest,  and  of 
fcgular  learning  against  liceutlous  usurpation  of  medical  authority,  and  was  therefeif 
^  uaturdlly  fatourcd  by  thosc  who  read  and  can  judge  of  poetry. 

^/      i  In  )6979  Garth  spóke  that  which  is  now  called  the  Uarveian  Oration ;  which  the 

autbors  of  tlie  Biographia  ńiention  with  morę  praise  than  the  passage  ąnoted  in  tfaea 
notes  will 'fullyjustify.  Garth,  speaking  of  the  miscliiefs  doue  by  (|uacks,  has  theae 
expressions :  ^'  Non  tamen  telb  vulnerat  ista  agyrtarum  coiluvies,  scd  thtńack  ąuldam 
magb  perniciosaii  non  pyrio,  sed  pulvere  nescio  quo  exotico  ceitat,  non  globuiis  pIoBi- 
beis,  sed  pilulis  aeąue  letlialibus  interficit."  This  was  certmiily  thought  fine  by  tfae 
author,  and  is  still  admired  by  his  biographer.  In  Oćtober  l/O!^,  he  becanne  one  of 
the  censors  of  the  college. 

Garth,  being  an  activc  and  /ealous  Whig,  was  a  member  of  tlie  Kit-cat  club,  and,  by 
conscquence,  familiaily  known  to  ullllie  grcat  men  of  that  deuomination.  In  17 10,  wbea 
Ihe  govenimeut  fell  iuto  otber  hands,  he  writ  to  lord  Godolphin,  ou  his  dismission,  a 
short  poeni,  which  was  criticised  in  the  £xaiiiiiier,  and  so  successfully  eitber  defended 
or  excused  by  Mr.  Addison,  that,  for  tlie  sake  of  the  yindication,  itought  to  bepreservedt 

At  the  accessictu  óf  tlic  present  family  his  merits  were  acknowledged  and  rewaided. 
He  was  knighted  with  the  sword  of  his  bero,  Marlborough;  and  was  madę  phyakitf 
iu  orditrjry  to  the  king,  and  pliybiciau-general  to  the  army. 

Ile  tlieu  undertook  an  cditiori  ł>f  Ovid*$  Melamorphoses,  translated  by  Beveral  han^j 
which  he  recommended  by  a  prefact?^  wńlten  widi  morę  ostcntaUon  ihan  abOity ;  hi^ 
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notions  aie  balf-formed,  and  bis  materials  immethodicalK  confused.  This  was  his  last 
wodc.  He  died  January  18,  1717-18,  and  was  buried  at  Ilarrow-on-tlie-Hill. 
C  His  penonal  cb^cter  seems  to  bave  tieeii  social  and  liberał.  He  communicated 
himaelf  through  a  yery  wide  extent  of  acquaintance ;  and  thougb  firm  iu  a  party,  at  a 
time  wben  firmness  included  rirulence,  yet  be  imparted  bis  kindness  to  those  wbo  were 
not  sa]^po0ed  to  fa^our  bis  principles.  He  was  an  early  encourager  of  Pope,  and  was  at 
ooce  tbe  friend  of  Addison  and  of  Granviile.  He  is  accased  of  Yoluptuousness  and 
irreligion;  and  Pope,  wbo  says,  **  tbat  if  ,ever  tbere  was  a  good  Christian,  without 
koowing  himsetf  to  be  so,  it  was  Dr.  Gartb,"  seems  not  ablę  to  deny  wbat  be  is  angry 
to  hear,  and  lotb  to  confess.  * 

Pope  afterwards  declared  bimself  convinoed,  tbat  Gartb  died  in  tbe  communion  of 
tłie  cfaurch  of  Ron*e,  having  been  privately  reconciled.  It  is  observed  by  Lowtb,  tbat 
there  is  less  distance  tban  is  tbougbt  between  scepticism  and  popery ;  and  tbat  a  mind, 
wearied  witb  perpetual  doubt,  willingly  seeks  repose  in  tbe  bosom  of  an  infallible 
church. 

His  poetry  bas  been  praised  at  least  equally  to  its  merit  In  tbe  Dispensary  tbere  is 
a  strain  of  smootb  and  free  versification ;  but  few  liocs  are  eminently  elegant.  No 
passagfs  fali  below  mediocrity,  and  few  rise  much  above  it.  The  plan  seems  formed 
without  just  proportion  to  tbe  subject ;  tbe  means  and  end  bave  no  necessary  connectioa- 
Resnely  in  his  preface  to  Pope's  Essay,  remarks,  tbat  Gartb  exb[bits  no  discrimination 
of  characters ;  and  tbat  wbat  any  one  says  might,  \vith  equal  propriety,  bave  been  said 
by  another.  Tbe  generał  design  is,  perbaps,  open  ią  criticisra ;  but  tbe  cpmposition 
can  seldom  be  charged  witb  inaccuracy  or  negligence.  Tbe  author  never  slumbers  in 
oelf^indulgence ;  bis  fuli  yigour  is  always  exerted ;  scarcely  a  linę  is  lefl  unfiDished ; 
nor  is  it  easy  to  fiod  an  expre89ion  used  by  eonstraint,  or  a  tbougbt  imperfectiy  ex- 
pressed.  It  was  remarked  by  Pope,  tbat  tbe  Dispensary  bad  been  corrected  in  eyery 
edition,  and  tbat  every  change  was  an  improvement.  It  appears,  bowever,  to  want 
sometbing  of  poetical  ardour,  and  something  of  generał  delectation ;  and  therefore, 
sińce  it  bas  been  no  longer  supported  by  accidental  and  intrinsic  popularity,  it  bas  been 
scarcely  able  to  support  itself. 


TO 


ANTHONY  HENLEY,  ESQ. 


A  MAN  of  your  qharacter  can  no  morę  preyent  a  dedication,  than  he  would 
encourage  one;  for  merit,  like  a  virgin*s  blasbes,  is  still  most  discoyered, 
when  it  labours  most  to  be  concealed. 

It  is  bard,  tbat  to  tbink  well  of  you,  sbould  be  but  justice,  and  to  tell  you 
SD,  sbould  be  an  ofFence:  tbus,  ratber  than  yiolate  your  modesty,  I  must  be 
wanting  to  your  otber  yirtues;  and,  to  gratify  one  good  quality,  do  wrong  to 
a  thousand. 

The  world  generally  measures  our  esteem  by  the  ardour  of  our  pretences; 
and  will  scarce  belieye  tbat  so  mtich  zea}  in  tł^  heart,  can  be  consistent  with 
80  much  faintness  in  the  expression ;  but  when  they  reflect  on  your  readiness 
to  do  good,  and  your  industry  to  hide  it;  on  your  passion  to  obUge,  and 
your  pain  to  hear  it  owned ;  the/  will  conclude  tbat  acknowledgments  would 
be  ungrateful  to  a  person,  who  eyen  seems  to  receiye  the  obligations  he  eon- 
fers. 

But  though  I  sbould  persuade  myself  to  be  silent  upon  all  occasions ;  those 
morę  polite  arts,  which,  till  of  late,  haye  languished  and  decayed,  would  ap- 
pear  under  their  present  adyantages,  and  own  you  for  one  of  their  generous 
restorers ;  insomuch,  tbat  sculpture  now  breathes,  painting  śpeaks,  musie  ra- 
yisbes;  and  as  you  belp  to  refine  our  taste,  you  distiuguish  your  own. 

Your  approbation  of  this  poem,  is  the  oniy  exception  to  the  opinion  *the 
world  bas  of  your  judgment,  that  ought  to  relish  nothtng  so  much  as  what 
you  write  yonrself :  but  you  are  resolyed  to  forget  to  be  a  critic,  by  remem- 
bering  you  are  a  friend.  To  say  morę,  would  be  uneasy  to  you;  and  to  say 
less,  would  be  unjust  in 

'  Your  humble  senrant. 
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OINCE  this  fbllowing  poem  in  a  manner  stole  into  the  world,  I  could  not  be  surprised  to  fiod  it  un- 
correct:  thoagh  I  can  no  morę  say  I  was  a  strang^r  to  its  cnmiog  abroad,  than  that  I  approved  of  the 
publisbei^s  precipitation  in  doing  it:  for  a  hurry  ia  the  execution  generally  produccs  a  leUure  in 
reflectłoa ;  so  when  we  run  the  fastest,  we  stamble  the  oftenest  However,  the  errours  of  the  printer 
liave  not  been  greater  than  the  candour  of  ^he  reader :  and  if  1  could  but  say  the  same  of  the  defecta 
of  the  anthor,  he  wouM  need  no  justiflcation  against  the  cavils  of  some  furioos  critićs,  who,  1  ain  surę, 
wotild  hare  been  better  pleased  if  they  had  met  with  morę  faults. 

Their  grand  objection  is,  that  the  fury  Disease  ia  an  improper  machinę  to  recite  characters,  and  re. 
commend  the  examp1e  of  present  writers :  butthough  I  had  the  authority  of  some  Greek  and  Latiu 
poets,  upon  paraliel  instances,  to  jnstify  the  design;  yet  that  I  might  not  introduce  any  thing  that 
aeemed  inconsistent,  or  haid,  I  started  this  objection  myself,  to  a  gentleman,  very  remarkable  in  this 
•ort  of  crittcism,  who  would  by  no  means  allow  that  the  contrłvance  was  forced,  or  the  conduct  in- 
congruous. 

Bisgise  is  represented  a  fury  as  well  a8.£a£y :  she  is  imagined  to  be  forced  by  an  incantatiou  from 
her  reoess ;  and,  to  be  revenged  on  the  exorcist,  mortifies  him  with  an  introduction  of  sereral  pcrsons 
eminent  in  an  aocomptishment  he  has  madę  some  adranoes  in.  .  -  * 

Nor  is  the  compliment  less  to  any  great  geoius  mentioned  there ;  sińce  a  very  fiend,  who  naturally 
lepines  at  any  escellency,  is  forced  to  cooiess  how  happiiy  they  bave  all  succeeded. 

Their  next  objection  is,  that  1  have  imitated  the  Lu^ńojofjybonsieur  Boiieau.  I  must  own,  T  am 
pioud  of  the  imputation^  unless  their  ąoarrel  be,  that  I  hare  not  done  it  enough :  but  he  that  wili 
gire  himself  the  trouble  of  examining,  will  find  1  have  copied  him  in  nothttig  but  in  two  or  three 
tines  in  the  complaint  of  Molesse,  Canto  II,  and  in  one  in  his  first  Canto;  the  sense  of  whioh  linę  is 
eatirely  his,  and  I  could  wish  it  were  not  the  oniy  good  one  in  minę. 

1  ha^e  spoke  to  the  most  materiał  objections  I  have  heard  of,  and  shall  tell  these  gentlemen,  that  for 
CTery  fault  they  pretend  to  find  in  this  poc*m,  I  will  undertake  to  show  them  two.  One  of  tbese  cu- 
rioua  persons  does  me  the  honour  to  say,  he  approveii  of  the  conclosion  of  it ;  but  I  snpposc  it  is  upon 
BO  other  reaaon,  but  because  it  is  the  conclosion.  Howerer,  1  should  not  be  much  concerned  not  to  be 
thoaght  exceUent  in  an  amusement  I  hare  ^ery  little  practised  hitherto,  nor  perhaps  ever  shall  again. 

Reputation  of  this  sort  is  rery  hard  to  be  got,  and  yery  easy  to  be  lost ;  its  pursuit  is  painful,  and 
its  possession  unfraitftil ;  nor  had  I  ever  attempted^any  thing  in  this  kind,  till  finding  the  animosities 
among  the  members  of  the  college  of  physicians  increasing  daily  (notwithstanding  the  frequent  ex- 
hortations  of  our  worthy  president  to  tbe  contrary),  1  was  persuaded  to  attempt  something  of  thi« 
naturę*  and  to  endeavour  to  railly  some  of  our  disaifected  members  into  a  sense  of  their  dnty,  who 
haye  hitherto  most  obstinately  opposed  all  manner  of  union ;  and  hare  continued  so  unreasonably  re- 
fractory,  that  it  was  thought  fit  by  the  college,  to  reinforce  the  obteryance  of  the  statutes  by  a  bond, 
which  ąome  of  them  would  not  comply  witb,  though  nona  of  them  had  refused  the  cei'emony  of  tbe 
cnstomary  oath ;  like  some  that  will  trust  their  wiyes  with  any  body,  but  their  money  with  nonę.  I 
was  sorry  to  find  there  could  be  any  constitution  that  was  not  to  be  cured  without  poison,  and  that 
there  should  be  a  prospcct  of  effecting  it  by  a  less  gratefiil  method  than  reason  and  persuasion. 

The  original  of  this  difference  has  been  of  some  standing,  though  it  did  not  break  out  to  fury  and 
exce88,  until  the  time  of  erecting  the  Dispensary,  being  an  apartment  io  the  college,  set  up  for  the 
jelief  of  tbe  sick  poor,  and  managed  ever  sińce  witb  ao  intrgrity  and  disinterest  suitabłe  Ło  so  cha* 
titable  a  design. 
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If  any  penon  would  be  morę  ftiHy  inibrmed  abont  tbe  particnlan  of  bo  pioof  a  woilct  I  referbki 
to  a  treatise,  setfbrth  by  tbe  anthority  o^ the  president  and  oenson,  in  tbe  year  97.  It  ia  called,  A 
•bort  Account  of  tbe  Proccedingi  of  tbe  College  of  PhysicianSy  Łondoir,  in  Relation  to  the  tick  Foor« 
Tbe  reader  may  tbere  not  only  be  infonned  of  the  rise  and  piogress  of  thit  lo  public  an  undeitakipg; 
but  aiso  of  the  concarrence  and  euooaragement  it  met  with  finom  tbe  best,  as  weil  as  the  most 
members  of  the  society,  notwithstandiog  tbe  vigoroiis  oppoaition  of  a  few  men|  wbo  thongfat  It 
interest  to  delbet  so  laudable  a  design. 

The  intention  of  this  prefkce  is  not  to  penoade  mankmd  to  enter  into  oar  qiiarrels,  but  to  Tindicste 
the  anthor  from  being  oensnred  for  taking  any  indecent  liberty  with  a  (acnlty  be  bas  the  hoDOor  to  be 
a  member  of.  If  tbe  satire  may  appear  directed  at  any  particular  person,  it  is  at  sacb  only  ss 
presumed  to  be  engaged  in  disbonoorable  confederacies  for  mean  and  meroenary  ends,  against  tiie 
nity  of  their  own  profession.  But  if  tbere  be  no  sucb,  tben  these  characters  art  b6t  imaginaiy,  and 
by  consequence  ought  to  give  nobody  offence. 

^The  description  of  the  battle  is  gronnded  upon  a  feud  that  bappened  in  the  Dispenaary,  betwizt  a 
member  of  the  college  with  his  retinoe,  and  some  of  the  semuits  that  attended  tbere  ta  diapeaae  the 
medicinesj  and  is  so  far  real,  though  the  poetical  relation  be  fictitious.  I  hope  nobody  will  tbinktfae 
author  too  undecently  reflect^ng  throogh  the  wh<^e,  wbo,  being  too  liable  to  iaults  bimselfp  oiug;fat  to  be 
less  se^ere  upon  the  miscarriages  of  oUiere*  Hiere  is  a  character  in  this  tri^ial  performance,  whkb 
the  town,  I  find,  applies  to  a  particular  person :  it  is  a  reflection  which  1  should  be  sorry  sfaoaM  giie 
offence;  being  no  morę  than  what  may  be  said  of  any  physician  remarkable  for  much  practioe.  Tle 
killing  of  numbeis  of  patients  is  so  trite  a  piece  of  raillery,  that  it  ought  not  to  make  the  leswt  imprefc 
sion,  either  upon  the  reader,  or  the  person  it  is  applied  to;  being  one  that  I  think  in  my 
a  very  able  physician,  as  well  as  a  gentleman  of  extmordinary  leaming.  If  I  am  hard  upon  amy 
it  is  my  reader:  but  some  worthy  gentlemen,  as  remarkable  for  their  humanity  as  their 
parts,  haye  taken  care  to  make  him  amends  for  it,  by  prefinng  something  of  their  own. 
.  I  confess,  those  ingenious  gentlemen  bave  done  me  a  great  honour;  but  while  they  design  an  b 
-  ginary  panegyric  upon  me,  they  haye  madę  a  real  one  upon  themsdyes;  and  by  saying  how 
this  smali  performance  exceed8  some  others,  they  oouTince  the  world  how  hr  it  fiUls  short  of  theits. 


THB  COPT  OF  AM  IRSTRUHElfT  8UBSCRIBBD  BT  THB  FEBflDBIIT,  CBHtOM*  MOST  OF  THE  tJJECn, 
8BKI0R  FBŁŁOWS,  CAMOIDATB8,  &C.  OF  THB  C0LŁB6B  OF  raftlCIANt,  IB  ftBŁATHHI  TO  THB  HCI 
POOR. 

Whbreas  the  several  orderi  of  tbe  College  of  PhysiciaBS»  London,  for  prescribing  flMdktnes  gntii 
to  the  poor  slck  of  the  cities  of  London  and  Westminster,  and  parts  a^jaocnt;  as  aiso  propoaak  madę 
hy  the  said  college  to  tbe  lord  mayor,  court  of  ałdermen,  and  conunon  cooncil,  of  London,  in  par- 
suance  thereof;  hare  hitberto  been  ineffiectual,  for  that  no  method  bath  fieen  takien  to  liimiafa  the  poer 
with  medicines  for  their  cure  at  Iow  and  reasonable  rates;  we  therefore,  wboae  names  aie  here  onter 
written,  fellows  and  members  of  the  said  coUege,  being  willing  efiectually  to  promote  so  great  a  cbarity, 
by  the  counsel  and  good-liUng  of  the  preadent  and  college  declared  in  their  comitia,  bereby  (to  vi^ 
each  of  us  seyerally  and  apart,  and  not  the  one  for  tbe  other  of  us)  do  obliga  oorseWes  to  pay  to  Dr. 
Thomas  Burwell,  fellow  and  elect  of  the  said  coUege,  the  sum  of  ten  pounds  apiece  of  lawfoł  nioney 
of  Kngland,  by  such  proportions,  and  at  such  times,  as  to  the  major  part  of  the  snlMciibers  bere  ^ill 
seem  most  conrenient:  which  money,  when  receiyed  by  tbe  said  Dr.  Thomas  Burwell,  is  to  be  by  bim 
expended  in  preparing  and  delirering  medicines  to  the  poor  at  their  intrinsic  yalue^  in  soch  mancicr, 
and  at  such  times,  and  by  such  orders  and  directioiu,  as  by  tbe  major  part  of  the  aobseribers  boeft 
shall  in  writiog  be  hereafter  appointed  and  directed  for  that  puipose. 

In  witness  whereof  we  bave  hereunto  set  oar  hands  and  seals,  this  twenty-seoond  day  of  December, 
1696. 

Tho.Miniogton,prsBses.  John  Bateman. 

Tho.  Burwell,  elect.  and  censor.  Walter  Mills. 

Saro.  Collins,  elect  Dan.  Coxe. 

Edw.  Browne,  elect  Henry  Sampson* 

Rich.  Torless,  elect  and  censor.  Thomas  Gioson. 

Edw.  Httlie,  elect  Charles  Oood^ll; 


ThOb  6iU,  oeoBor. 
WUL  Dawei,  oensor. 
JaHotton. 
Rob.  Biady. 
HansSloane. 
Rich.  Morton. 
John  Hftwyg. 
Cłu  Harel. 
DaTid  Hamilton. 
Hen.  Morelli. 
Walter  Harrii. 
Wtlliam  Briggg. 
Th.  Colladon. 
Martin  lister. 
Jo.  Colbatch. 
Bernard  Connon 
W.  Cockbutn. 
J.  le  Feure.        "* 
P.  SyWestre. 
Ch.  Morton. 
Rich.  Robinion* 

The  design  of  printing  the  fahteriben 
nuKtion  of  a  college  act;  and  that  it  is 
tlMit  oppofle  it  woold  o^Justly  imuniate. 
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Edm.King. 
Sam.  Garth. 
Bamh.  Soame. 
Denton  Nicholas. 
Joseph  Gaylard. 
John  WooUastoOi 
Steph.  Hant. 
OiiTer  Horseman. 
Rich.  Morton*  jan. 
Walter  Charlion. 
Phineas  Powke. 
ThOb  AlTery. 
Rob,  Graj. 
John  Wright, 
James  Drakę. 
*x   Sam.  Morris. 
John  Woodward. 
—  Norris. 

Geoige  Colebrook.  ^ 

Gideott  Harrey. 

aametf  U  te  show,  that  the  Ute  nndertaking  bas  tlie 
not  a  piojeet  carried  on  by  flre  or  <ix  members,  as  thoae 


VERSES  TO  DR.  GARTH^ 


TO  DR.  GARTW, 

CPOn  THE  DiaPBNSART. 

Os  that  śome  genius,  whose  poetic  rem 
Łike  Montague'8  coutd  a  jusi  piece  sustain, 
Woiild  learch  the  Grecian  and  the  Latin  storę, 
And  thence  present  thee  with  the  purest  ore : 
In  lasting  numbers  praise  thy  whole  design^ 
And  manly  beanty  of  eaćh nenrous  linę: 
Show  how  yodr  pointed  8atiTe'8  sterling  wit, 
poes  only  knaves  orformal  blockheads  hit; 
Who're  gravely  duU,  insipidly  serene, 
And  carry  all  their  wisdom  in  their  mień; 
Whom  thoa  expo8'd,  thus  stńpp^d  of  their  disguise. 
Nonę  will  again  admire,  most  will  despise ! 
Show  in  what  noble  rerse  Nassau  you  sing, 
How  such  a  poet^s  worthy  such  a  king! 
When  Somers'  channlng  eloąuence  you  praise^ 
How  loftily  yoar  tuneful  yoice  you  raisc ! 
Bat  my  poor  feeble  Muse  is  as  unfit 
To  praise,  as  imitate  what  you  hare  writ. 
Artists  aloue  should  yenture  to  commend 
What  Deonis  can*t  condemn,  nor  Dryden  mend: 
What  nrast,  writ  T-ith  thąt  fire  and  with  that  easc, 
The  beaux,  the  ladies,  dnd  the  criticsi,  please.  ~ 

C.  BotŁK. 


TO  MY  FRIEND  THE  AUTBOR, 

DBilRINO  MY  OPINIOM  OF  Hit  rOBM. 

AsK  me  not,  friend,  what  I  approre  or  blame; 

Perhaps  1  know  not  why  I  like,  or  damn; 

I  can  be  pleasM;  and  1  dare  own  I  am. 

I  read  thee  over  with  a  lover's  eye; 

Thou  hast  no  faults,  or  1  no  faults  can  spy ; 

Thou  art  all  beauty,  or  all  bltndness  L 

Critics  and  aged  beaux  of  fancy  chaste^ 

Who  ne*er  had  fire,  or  eise  whose  fire  is  past, 

Must  judge  by  rules  what  tbey  want  force  to  taste. 

1  would  a  poet,  like  a  miBtres.s,  try. 

Not  by  her  hair,  her  hand,  her  nose,  her  eye; 

But  by  some  uameless  power,  to  give  me  joy. 

Hie  nymph  has   Gnlfton's,  Cecirs;  ChilrćhUl*s 

charms, 
if  with  resistless  fires  my  sonl  she  wamis, 
With  baimppon  her  lips,  and  raptures  in  her  artns. 
Such  is  thy  gei)ids,  and  such  art  is  thine, 
Some  secret  magie  works  in  every  iine; 
We  judge  not,  but  we  feel  the  power  di\rioe. 
Where  al]  is  just,  is  beauteuos,  and  is  fair, 
Distinctions  Yanish  of  pecuhar  air. 
Lost  in  our  p]casure»  we  erjoy  in  you 
i^cretius,  Honice,  Sheffield,  Montagucw 


And  yet  >tis  thooght,^  Mme  erities  in  thii  town^ 
By  ndes  to  all,  bot  to  themseWes,  unknown. 
Will  damn  thy  YersĄ  and  justify  their  own. 
Why  let  them  damn :  were  it  not  wondrwii  haid 
Facetious  Mirmil'  and  the  city  bard, 
So  near  aily'd  in  leaming,  wit,  and  skiil, 
Should  not  ha?e  leave  to  judge,  ai  well  as  kill? 
Nay,  let  them  write;  let  them  their  forcer  join, . 
And  hope  the  motley  piece  may  rival  thine. 
Safely  despise  their  malioe,  and  their  toU, 
Which  Tulgar  ears  alone  will  reach,  and  will  deAIe. 
Be  it  thy  generous  pride  to  please  the  best, 
Whose  judgment,  and  whose  friendship,  is  a  test. 
With  learned  Hans  thy  healing  cares  be  join'djj 
Search  thoughtfhl  Ratclifts  to  his  inmost  mind; 
Unitę,  restore  your  arts,  and  sare  mankind; 
Whilst  all  the  busy  Mirmtls  of  the  town 
Envy  our  health,  and  pine  away  their  own. 
Whene^er  thou  would'8t  a  tempting  Muse  engage, 
Judicious  Walsh  can  best  direct  her  ragę. 
To  Somers  and  to  Dorset  too  submit. 
And  let  their  stamp  inraaortalise  thy  wit. 
ConsentiDg  Phoebus  bows,  if  they  approTe, 
And  ranks  thee  with  the  foremost  bards  above. 
Whilst  these  of  right  the  deathless  laurel  send. 
Be  it  my  humble  business  to  commend 
The  &ithfui,  honest  man,  and  the  well-natar'd 
friend. 

Cha.  Codrikoton. 


TO  MY  FRIEND  DR.  GAR7H, 

THB  AOTHOR  OF  THB  DlftPBHSARt. 

To  praise  your  healing  art  would  be  in  Tain; 
The  health  you  give,  prerents  the  poefs  pen. 
SufUciently  confirm'd  is  your  renown. 
And  I  but  flU  the  chorus  of  the  town. 
That  let  me  wave,  and  only  now  śdmiie 
The  dazz^ing  rays  of  your  poetic  fire: 
Which  its  difiusive  virtue  does  dispense^ 
In  flowing  Terse,  and  elerated  sense. 

The  town,  which  long  has  8waUow'd  foolish 
verse, 
Which  poetasters  eyery  where  rehearse. 
Will  mend  their  judgment  now,  reflne  their  taste^ 
And  gather  up  th'  applause  they  threw  in  waste. 
Ttie  play-house  sban*t  encourage  fialse  sublime^ 
Aborttve  thoughts^  with  decoration-rhyme. 

The  satire  of  vil6  scribblers  shall  appear 
On  nonę,  except  upon  themselves,  severe : 
While  yours  contemns  the  gali  of  Tulgar  spite; 
And  When  you  seem  to  smile  the  most,  you  bite. 

Tho.  Cubbk. 

*  Dr.  Gibbou9. 
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10  MYFBIBND, 


Af  when  the  people  of  tbe  DortberB  zonę 
Tind  the  appitwch  of  the  leroiriog  Son, 
PIcM^d  ftod  mrWd,  thejr  fee  tbe  new-bom  h^d, 
Aad  dread  no  morę  Henitf  of  ntglrl: 

TbiM  we»  who  latdy,  af  of  fumoner^s  heat, 
Have  feH  ft  dcarth  of  poetrjr  and  wH, 
Onoe  feai^d,  Apollo  woald  retom  no  morę 
From  wanner  climes  to  ao  nogratefiil  ibore. 
Bot  yoo,  tfae  &Toante  of  Łbc  tmiefal  Ninę, 
Hare  mńde  tbe  God  in  hii  liall  luftre  tbine; 
Oor  nigbt  hmre  chaog'd  iato  ft  jdoriooa  daj  ; 
And  reach'd  peifection  in  yoor  fint  eteny. 
80  tbe  yooog  eairle,  tbat  bU  force  woold  try» 
Facci  tbe  Son^and  towen  it  to  tbe  iky. 


Otbert  pnoeed  to  ait  by  dov  dep«e% 
A  wfcwaid  ai  fint,  at  lei^ltb  tbey  fiiuitly  fileaRf 
Andatill,  wbate'er  tbeir  firatefloftaprodnot, 
nris  an  aboftiTey  ot  an  mhnt  Mnae: 
Wbibt  yoan,like  Pallas,  firocD  tbe  bend  ofJon^ 
Steps  ooŁ  fidl-gnnm,  vitb  noMest  poee  to 
Wbat  ancientpoeti  to  tbeir  snfejectiaiwc^ 
b  biseniYCfted,  aad  tbis  oaresto  yoa: 
Yoalbund  it  Ikde,  bnt  ha^e  madę  it  grem, 
Tbey  cooid  describe,  bot  yoo  alooe  crente. 

Now  let  yoor  Mnae  riae  witbezpanded 
To  aingthefate  ofeaipiiea  andof  kings; 
Gnat  William't  Tictońes  ibell  nest 
And  niae  a  ttopby  of  immortal  Tene: 
Tbnt  to  yoor  ait  propoctioa  tbe  design. 
And  migbty  tbiągi  vitb  migbty  nnmbers  join, 
A  iiMnd  Namnr^OT  a  liitnre  Boyne. 

IŁBUMSC 


POEMS 


OF 


SIR  SAMUEL  GARTH, 


TBE  DtSPENSARY, 

A  POm  IH  UX  CAJITM. 


— Jffi 


Hoft.  de  Arte  Poet 

CAfrro  I. 

iFEAK,  Oodden!  aincetis  thoathat  beii  canst 
Iow  ancient  toagoes  to  modem  disooid  felł ;    [tell, 
ind  why  physiciaiig  wens  lo  cantioos  gnmu 
X  otheń*  Inrei,  aad  laTish  of  their  owa  ; 
iSw  by  a  jouiney  to  th'  Słyiiao  plain 
leace  trinu^d,  and  pld  Tiaie  i«t«rn'd  again. 

Not  lar  from  that  mort  celebrated  place, 
RHiere  aagry'  JosUce  thows  ber  awfbl  £ue^ 
THiera  little  riliains  tnutt  nibmit  to  iate^ 
n^t  great  ones  maj  eąjoy  tbe  worid  in  state;  10 
rCere  stands  a  done*,  migestic  to  tbe  sigbt, 
iod  sumptaous  arcbes  beur  its  OTal  heig^t; 
L  golden  globe,  plaCd  hi^  witb  artfiii  skill, 
leonsy  to  tbe  distaot  aight,  a  gUded  pili: 
rhis  pile  was,  by  tbe  pious  patron*B  aim, 
lai8'd  ibr  a  use  aa  noble  as  its  fnune; 
ior  (Ud  tbe  leani'd  society  decline 
rbe  propagation  of  tbat  gieat  design; 
n  all  ber  mases,  Nature'8  fiu:e  tbey  view'd, 
kod,  as  sbe  disappc^ir^d,  their  scarcb  pursued.  SO 
Ntig^  in  tbe  sbade  of  nigbt  tbe  goddess  lies, 
fet  to  tbe  leam'd  unreils  ber  dftrk  disguise, 
lat  sibuns  tbe  gross  access  0f  Tolgar  eyes. 

Now  sbe  nnfolds  tbe  fiunt  and  dawning  strife 
>f  infiuit  atoms  kindling  intO  life  j 
Iow  doctile  matter  new  meanders  takes, 
ind  slender  trains  of  twisting  6bre8  makei; 
ind  bow  tbe  viscous  seeks  a  closertone, 
)y  jnst  degress  tobarden  into  bonę; 
9Vbile  the  morę  loose  flow  from  tbe  vital  urn,    30 
\nd  in  ftill  tides  of  purple  streams  return; 
3ow  lambent  flames  from  life'sbńgbt  lamps  arise, 
ind  dart  in  emanations  tbrougb  tbe  eyes ; 
3ow  from  eacb  sinice  a  gentle  torrent  poors, 
Poslake  afeverisb  beat  witb  ambient  sbowers; 
^bence  tbeir  mecbanic  powers  tbe  spirits  claim* 
Iow  great  tbeir  force,  bow  ddicate  tbeir  frame; 
Iow  tbe  same  nenres  are  fiubionM  to  sastain 
rbe  greatestpleasnre  and  tbe  greatest  pain; 

YAKIATIOm. 

^er.  19.  .tbey  stiU  porsned. 

rbey  find  ber  dobious  now,  and  tben  as  plaiUj 
ilere  sbe 's  too  fqparii)g;  tbere  proliisely  Tain. 

>  Old  Baiiey.         *  Cottogt  of  Pbysiciaas. 


Wby  bilioosjuioe  a  golden  tigbt  puts  on^  40 

And  floods  of  cbyle  iu  8ilver  currents  iun;^ 
How  tbe  dim  speck  of  entity  bcgan 
T*  extend  its  recent  form,  and  stretcb  to  manf 
To  bow  minutę  an  origio  we  owe 
Young  Ammon,  Cssar,  and  tbe  great  Nassaoj 
Wby  paler  looks  impetoous  nge  proclatm. 
And  wby  cbill  liigins  redden  into  flame; 
Wby  envy  oft'  traosfohns  witb  wan  disguise. 
And  wby  gay  mirtb  sits  smiling  in  tbe  eyes;^ 
Ali  ice  why  Lucrece ;  or  Semproniia,  fire;  50 

Why  Scarsdale  rages  to  sorvive  desire; 
When  Milo*8  vigour  at  tb'  Olympic  's  sbown, 
Wbence  tropes  to  Finch,  or  impudence  to  Sloane| 
How  matter,  by  tbe  vary'd  sbape  of  pores,      \ 
Ór  idiots  frames,  or  solemn  senators.  ^ 

Hence  'tis  we  wait  tbe  wondrous  cause  to  £nd» 
How  body  acts  upon  impassiFe  mind; 
How  fumes  of  winę  tbe  thinking  part  can  fire. 
Past  bopes  reWye,  andpresentjoys  insptre; 
Why  our  complexions  oft  our  soul  declare,        (j/^ 
And  bow  tbe  passions  in  tbe  feature  are; 
How  touch  and  harmony  arise  between 
Corporeal  figurę,  and  a  form  unseen; 
How  quick  their  fiu:ulties  tbe  limbs  fiiilfil. 
And  act  at  every  summons  of  the  will; 
Witb  mighty  truths,  mjrsterious  to  desery* 
tjflDiich  in  the  womb  of  distant  causes  lie. 

But  now  no  grand  inąuiries  are  dcscry'd, 
Mean  fiiction  reigns  where  knowledgc  should  pre*> 
side, 
s  are  increas'd,  and  leaming  laid  aside.      70 

ius  sjmods  oft  concem  for  faitb  conceal, 
nd  for  important  nothings  show  a  zeal : 
^  drooping  sciences  neglectcd  pine. 
And  Pean*s  beams  with  fading  lustre  shine. 
No  readers  berę  with  bectic  looks  are  found. 
Nor  eyes  in  rbeuin,  through  midnight-watching, 
The  lonely  edifice  in  sweats  complains  [di^own'd| 
Tbat  notbiog  tbere  but  suUen  silence  reigns. 

Tbis  place,  so  fit  for  undistarfo'd  repose, 
Tbe  j^  of  Sloth/or  his  asylum  chose,  80 

Upon  a  couch  of  down  in  theseabodes, 
Supine  with  folded  arras  be  thougbtless  nods; 
Indulging  dreams  his  godhead  luli  to  ease, 
Witb  mnrmuTs  of  soft  rills,  and  whispcring  trees« 
The  poppy  and  eacb  numbtng  plant  dispense 
Tbeir  drowsy  yirtue,  and*dull  indolence; 

YARIATIOIIS. 
Ver.  53.  Wby  Atticus  polite,  Brutus  serers, 
Why  Methwin  rouddy^  Montague  why  clear^ 
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No  pafisłODS  interrapt  hit  eaiy  reisrn. 

No  proUems  puzzle  his  lethargic  brain; 

But  dark  obli^ion  guąoji  ju«  peacsfiiUia^ 

And  lazy  fogs  hang  lingering  o*'er  hia  heęA.         90 

As  at  fuUlens^h  the  pamper*d  monaich  lay, 
Battening  in  ea«e,  and  slumbeńng  life  away ; 
A  spiteful  nołse  his  dońliLpiUUps  unties, 
Uastes  forwanl,  and  increases  as  it  flies.. 

First,  some  to  cleave  thc  stubbom  ^  flint  en- 
Till,  urg^d  by  blows,  it  spąrkles  into  ragę :    [ga^e, 
Sonie  temper  lute,  some  spacious  Te^śels  mofwe; 
Hiete  furnaces  erect,  and  those  approTe; 
Herc  phials  in  nice  discipline  are  set, 
There  galtipots  are  rang'd  in  alphabet.  lOO 

In  this  place,  magazioes  of  piUs  you  spy ; 

/Ia  thatjjikfifiicacf^iierbs  in  bundles  lie; 
^hiilc  lifted  pestlcs,  brąndish'd  in  the  air, 
C^end  to  peals,  and  ciril  wars  dcclare. 
ESud   strokes,  with  poundlng  spice,  the  fabric 
And  ar<Anatic  clonds  in  spires  ascend.  [cend, 

"*      S(i  wben  thc  Cyclops  o^er  thcir  an?ils  sweat, 

'^.Aud  8vtłirm^  siuews  echoing  blows  repeat; 

*   From  the  volcanoę  gross  eruptions  rise. 
And  curling  sheet^i  of  smoke  obscure  the  skies.  110 

Thc  slumbeńng  god,  amaz'd  at  this  new  din, 
Thrice  strove  to  rise,  and  thrice  snnk  down  again. 
ListlesB  he  stretch*d,  and  gaping  rubb'd  his  eyes, 
Tben  falter'd  thus  betwixt  half  words  and  sighs: 

<*  How  impotent  a  deity  am  I ! 
With  godhcad  bom,  but  curs'd,  tbat  cannot  die ! 
Through  my  indnlgence,  mortals  houriy  share 
A  grateful  negtigence,  and  easc  from  carc. 
I^nllM  in  my  arms,  how  long  have  I  withheld 
The  noi-them  monarchs  from  the  dusty  field !  120 
Him  I  bare  kept  the  British  fleet  at  ea^^e, 
Frum  tcmpting  the  rough  dangers  of  thc  seas ! 
Hibemta  owns  thc  mildm*s8  of  my  reign,     ^ 
And  my  diviniŁy  's  ador*d  in  Spain. 
I  Kwaiiis  to  sy]van  solitudes  convey, 
When-,  strrtchM  on  niossy  beds,  thcy  waste  away 
In  gentle  joys  the  night,  in  vows  the  day. 
What  markś  of  wondrous  clemency  1  Vc  shown, 
Some  revereud  worthies  of  the  gown  can  owo: 
'l'ii«mphąnt pleaty,  with  a cheerful  grace,        130 
Baskst  in  tbeir  eyes,  and  sparkles  in  their  face. 
TTow  slcek  their  looks,  how  goodly  is  their  mień, 
Wlien  big  thcy  stnit  behind  a  double  chin ! 
*El:ch  facuUy  in  blandishments  they  luli, 
Aspiring  to  be  venerably  duli; 
No  learnM  ilc-bates  molest  their  downy  trance, 
Or  discomposf, their  pompous  ignorance; 
But,  und;sturb*d,  tbey  loiter  life  away, 
So  withtr  greeił,  aud  blossom  in  dccay; 
Deep  i^uukiu  down,  the}*,  by  my  gciitle  care,  140 
Avołd  th*  incleraencics  of  morninj;  air,  , 
And   leave   to  taUeiM^  crape  thc   drudgery  of 
prayer. 
"  Urim  5  was  civil,  and  not  void  of  sense, 
Had*lunbour,  aiid  a  courteous  confidence : 
So  spruce  he  movcs,  so  gracefully  he  cocks, 
ThehallowM  rosę  declarcs  bim  orthodox: 
He  pass'd  his  easy  hours,  instead  of  praycr, 
In  madrigals,  aud  phillysing  thc  fair; 
<;on<itant  ąt  feasts,  aud  cach  decorum  knew, 
'jAnd,  soon  as  thc  dcssert  appearM,  withdrew  j  150 
jRt^ays  obliging,  and  without  offence. 
And  faucy'd,  for  his  gay  impertinence. 

'  Thp  building  of  the  Dispensary. 

4  6ee  Boileau's  Lutrin.  5  Dr.  Atterbary. 
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But  aee  how  iU-nustaken  paiti  sneoeed;     .  ^ 

He  threw  off  my  doaunioo»  and  wonld  lead^ 

Engag^d  in  controveny«  wrangled  well ; 

In  couTOcation  langnage  could  czod; 

In  Yolumes  proT'd  the  chuich  withont 

By  nothing  gnarded  bat  by  Piovidenoe  ; 

How  grace  rad  moderation  disagree  ; 

And  Tiolenoe  adrances  charity. 

Thus  writ  till  nonę  would  read,  becoming  tooA 

A  wretcbed  scnbbler,ofa  rare  bnffiMm. 

*  Mankiod  my  Ibnd  pro^^ons  power  has  tiyM, 
Too  oft  to  own,  too  mucl\  to  be  deny 'd. 
And  all  I  ask  are  shadea  and  sileni  bowers» 
To  pass  in  soft  forgetfiłlness  my  hours. 
Oft  have  my  fears  some  distant  Tilla  chose, 
0*er  their  ąoiejtos  where  fiit  jodges  dose. 
And  luli  their  cough  and  coilscience  to  repoae: 
Or,-irsome  cloister^s  refii^e  1  Imj^Ion^  170 

Where  holy  drones  o'er  dying  tapers  snore» 
The  peals  of  ^Nass«a>8  arms  these  eyet  onchMe^ 
Minę  he  molests,  to  give  the  world  n^OK.  ^     .  ^-^ 
That  «ąse  {  offer  with  contempt  be  flies,    ^^7^ 
His  couch  a  trencb,  his  canapy  the  sikies. 
Nor  climes  nor  seasons  his  resolyes  contro!. 
Tli*  eąuator  has  no  beat,  lio  loe  the  pole. 
With  arms  resistless  o'er  the  globe  be  flies. 
And  leaves  to  Jore  the  empire  of  tbe  akies." 

But,  as  the  slothfiil  God  to  yawn  begun,      180 
Ho  shook  off  the  duU  mist,  and  thus  went  00 : 

**  *Tv^s  in  this  reTersnd  dome  I  sought  fepose»  ^^ 
These  walis  wete  that  asylnm  I  had  choae.      u  -' 
Herę  have  I  ral'd  long  andistnib'd  with  broiła. 
And  laugh'd  at  beroes,  and  their  glońoas  toilb 
My  aoDAls  are  in  moóldjr  mildews  wroaght»v    ^ 
With  easy  insigntlicance  bf  thonght.       „^^'^^ 
But  now  some  busy,  enterpiising  brsin 
lnvents  new  faneies  to  renew  my  pain. 
And  labours  to  distoWe  my  easy  reigi^'* 

With  tliat,  the  god  his  dariing  phantom  calls. 
And  from  his  faltering  lipt  this  mesasge  faUs: 

«  Since  moitals  will  dispute  my  poWer,  I  'U  tiy 
Who  has  the  greatesŁ  empire,  thćiy  or  I. 
/Find  Envy  out,  some  prinoe*s  conrt  attend, 
'Most  Ukely  there  you  *U  meei  the  fiunish'd  fiend ; 


VARIATIOHS. 

Ver.  170.  Sometimes  among  the  Caffusn  di&  t 

crfep, 
Where  solitary  bats  and  swallows  sleep; ' 
Or,  if  some  cloister^s  refiige  I  implore, 
Where  holy  drones  o*er  dying  tapers  soorte, 
Still  Nassau's  arms  a  soft  repoae  deny, 
Ke^p  me  awake,  and  fbllow  where  1  fly. 

Since  be  has  bless'd  the  weary  worid  with  peace, 
And  with  a  nod  has  bid  Bellona  cease; 
1  sought  the  coveit  of  some  peaceftil  celi, 
Where  silent  shades  in  harml^sa  raptores  dwdl; 
That  rest  might  past  tcanquiUity  restore. 
And  mortal  never  interiupt  me  moie. 

Vcr.  183.  Nought  undemeath  this  roof  bat  dampi 

are  found, 
Nou^bt  lieard  butdrowsy  beetles  buzzing  round.  ^ 
Spread  cobt^ebs  hide  the  walls,  ańd  dost  the  floor^ 
And  midnight  silenoe  goards  the  noiteless  doors. 

Yer.  196.  Or  in  c»bals,  or  cattips,  or  at  the l«r, 
Or  where  ill  poets  peńriylessconfer, 
Or  in  the  senate-hoase  at  Westmiiifter. 

«  See  BoileKu*8  Lutńn, 
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Or  WberedulI  cr\tłCt  authon'  iate  foretell; 
pr  wbere  stale  maids,  or  meagre  cunucbs,  dwell; 
Tflil  Łhe  bleak  fury  what  new  projects  reign 
Amon^  the  homicides  of  Warwick-lane;  200 

And  what  th'  event,  unless  she  straight  yiclines 
To  btast  their  hopes,  and  baffle  tbeir  designs." 
Morę  he  had  spoke,  but  sudden  vapuurs  riae, 
And  ^th  tbeir  silken  coids  tie  down  his  eyes. 


CANTO  U. 


Sooit  as  tl)e  eyening  ▼eU'd  the  monntaina  heads, 
4iid  winds  lay  hnshM  in  subterran^n  bed^i; 
HThilst  sickeniiig  flowen  drink  ap  ttie  8ilver  dew, 
And  beaiix  fór  sóme  assembly  dress  anew ; 
rhe    city.  saints.^^^  PJ^SfiiS.  Aiul  ..iUaj(-b|Miae 
rhe  rich  to  dinner,  and  the  poor  to  rest:    [hastę; 
rh*  officiotts  phantom  then  preparM  with  care 
Po  slide  on  tender  pinions  through  the  air. 
!>ft  he  attempts  the  summit  of  a  rock,  , 

ind  oft  the  hoUow  of  some  blasted  oAk  •  10 

it  length  approaching  where  bicak  Enry  lay ; 
t*be  bissing  of  ber  snakes  procIaim'd  the  way. 

Beneath  the  gloomy  covert  of  an  yew, 
rbat  taints  the  grass  with  siekły  sweats  of  dew; 
9o  Tcrdant  beauty  entertains  the  sight, 
)at  baneful  hemlóck,  and  cold  aconite; 
n  a  dark  grot  the  baleful  haggard  lay.* 
Ireathing  black  vengeance,  and  iiifecnhg  day. 
fot  how  dcformM,  and  wom  with  spitetiil  woes, 
^hen  Accius  bas  applause,  Dorsennus  sbows.  SO 
rhe  cheerful  blood  ber  meagre  cheeks  forsook^^ 
ind  basłłisits  satę  broóding  in  ber  look;        /^ 
L  tmid  aiłU  bloated  toad-stooi  rais^d  her  head; 
rtie  plumes  of  boding  rarens  were  her  bed: 
ftotn  ber  cbapp'd  nosirils  scalding  torrents  fatll, 
Ind  her  su  ok  cyes  boil  o*e'r  in  (loods  of  gali. 
^olcanos  labonr  thus  with  inward  pains,       \ 
Vhile  seas  of  melted  ore  lay  waste  the  plains; 

Around  the  fiend  in  hideous  order  sate, 
Coul  bawling  Infemy,  and  bold  Debatę ;  80 

SruffDiscontent,  through  Ignomnce  misled, 
Lnd  clamorous  Faction  at  hcr  party'8  head  i 
Łestless  Scdition  still  dissembling  fear, 
Lnd  sly  Hypocrisy  with  pious  leer. 

doutin;?  with  sullea  spite  the  fury  siiook 
ler  clotted  locks,  and  blasted  with  each  look ; 
!lien  tore  with  cankei^d  teeth  the  pregnant  scrolls, 
IThere  Famę  thie  acts  of  deihigods  cprols  i 
knd,  as  the  rent-i-ecords  in  pieces  feil, 
Sach  acrap  did  some  immortal  action  tell.         46 
~  lliis  show*d,  how  fix'd  as  fate  Turquata8  stood, 
"liat,  the  iam*d  passage  of  the  Granic  flood  j 
The  Julian  eagles,  berę,  their  wings  display, 
Lnd  there,  like  setting  stars,  the  Decii  lay ; 
*hi8  does  Camillu&as  a  god  ext(>1, 
""Iiat  points  at  Manlius  in  the  Ćai^itol ; 
Iow  Cocles  did  tne  Tiber^s  surges  brave^ 
Iow  Curtius  plung*d  into  the  gaping  grav(e: 
IreatCyrus,  berę,  the  Medes  and-Persians  join, 
Lod,  there,  th'  immortal  battle  of  the  Boyne.  50 

As  the  light  messeoger  the  fury  spyM, 
Lmrhile  his  cnrdling  blood  forgot  to  glide : 
U>nfusioD  OD  his  fainting  vitals  hung, 
Lud  faltering  accents  ilatter*d  on  his  tońgue : 
Lt  length,  asniming  conrage,  he  conTey*d 
lis  errand,  then  he  shrunk  into  a  shade; , 

Tbe  hag  lay  long  TeyoIving  what  migbi  be 
fae  bleaC  erent  of  sucki  an  ettibassy  i 

voi«.  f  Jt. 


Then  blazoni  in  dread  smiles  her  hideotis  form; 

So  lightaing  gilds  the  unreleuting  storm.  6Ó 

Thus  she—."  Mankind  are  biest,  thi^  not  still 

Unboonded  in  £Zfirbjt»nce  of  ill. 

By  dcYastation  tbe  it>'ugl)'  M^arrlSI'  gains, 

^\nd  farmers  fatten  must  when  f^mine  reigns  ; 

For  siekły  seasons  the  physicians  wait. 

And  politicians  thń^e  in  broils  of  state; 

Tbe  lovcr  's  easy  when  the  fiiir-one  sighs. 

And  gods  subsięt  not  but  by  sacri/ice. 

"  Each  other  being  some  indulgence  knows :  r  . 
Few  are  my  joys,  but  iufinite  my  woes.  70 

My  present  pain  Britannia'8  genius  wills, 
Aud  thus  the  Fates  |iecord  my  futurę  ills. 

"A heroinę  sball  Albion's sceptre  bear,  [prayer'. 
With  arms  shall  Taoąuish  Earth;  and  Heaven  with 
She  on  the  wbrld  her  ciemency  shall  shower, 
And  only  to  presenre  esert  ber  power. 
Tyrants  shall  then  their  impious  ańns  foihear, 
And  Blcoheim^s  tbdndcr  morę  than  ^^na*sfear. 

"  Sjpce  by  no  orts  L  therefore  can  defeat 
Jbe  bap[>y  enterpńscs  of  the  t^eat,  8Ó 

Pil  calmly  stoop  to  morę  inferior  things, 
Ąnd  try  if  my  lov'd  snakes  have  teeth  or  stings:*' 
/  She  said;  and  straight  shrill  Ćolon*8^  person 
In  morals  lqośe,  but  mostprecise  m"Tpo1E.   [took^ 
jStack-friars^  anńals  latdy  pleas'd  to  cali 
Him  warden  of  Apothecaries-hall ; 
And,  when  so  dignify*d,  did  not  fdrbear 
^hat  operation  wbich  the  leamM  declare 
Giyes  colics  ease,  and  makes  the  ladies  fair. 
In  trifiing  sho&  his  tinsel  talent  lies;  90 

And  form  tbe  waut  of  intellects  suppUes. 
In  aspect  grand  and  goodly  he  appears, 
.Rev6fd  as  patńarchs  in  primeval  years. 
(Hourly  his  leam'd  inipertinence  affords 
^  barren  superfluitjr  of  words; 
Tbe  putient*s  eąrs  remorseless  be  assails, 
Wurders  with  jargon  wbei%  his  med'cine  fails. 


▼ABIATIoflS. 


Ver.  6b.  Then  śbe:  "  Aląs!  how  Ipng  in  Tain  haye  1 

Aim'd  at  these  noble  il\ś  the  Fates  deny } 

Within  this  isle  for  ever  must  1  find 

Disasters  to  distract  my  restless  mind? 

Good  Tenison's  celest'al  piety 

At  last  bas  raisM  him  to  the  sacred  see. 

Somen  does  sickening  equity  restore, 

And  helpless  orphans  are  oppressM  no  morę. 

Pembroke  to  Britąii^  endless  blessings  brings^ 

He  spoke;  and  Peace  clapp'd   iier  triumphani 

wingsl 
Great  Ormond  shines  illustriously  bright 
With  blazes  of  bereditar)'  right. 
The  noble  ardour  of  a  royal  sira 
Inspires  the  gcnerous  bireast  bf  Deronsbirel 
And  Macclesfield  is  active  to  defend 
His  country  with  thr  zeal  he  loves  his  friend^ 
Like  Leda's  radiant  sons  divinely  elear, 
Portland  and  Jersey  deck»d  in  rays  appeaii 
To  gild  by  tums  the  idallic  hemisphere. 
Wortb  in  distress  is  rais'd  by  Montague; 
Angustus  listens  if  Maecenas  sue; 
And  Vcmon*s  vigilance  no  sliimber.  takeS, 
Wbjlst  fkction  peeps  abroad,  and  aiiarchy  awakes.^^^ 

Ver.  95.    In  hastę  he  stridea  along,  to  rccomperise 
The  want  of  husiness  with  its  vain  pretencc. 

^  Lee^  an  apothecary. 

F  F 
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The  fury  thul  assuming  Colon'8  ^race, 

So  sluog  her  arms,  so  Bhuffl'd  in  ber  pace. 

Onward  sbc  l;ai;ten8  to  the  fam'd  abade«,         100 

Where  HoiSJtfSUB^*  inrtokes  th'  iofemal  gods; 
^  And  reaćh'd  the  mansion  wh^re  tbe  wlgar  run, 

"^or  ruin  tiirong,  aitd  pa^Jo  bjs.iiiidQ|ie. 
This  Tisiunary  yarious  projerts  tri«i| 

And  knows  that  to  be  ricb  is  to  be  yvm. 

By  usefitl  observations  be  can  tell 

The  sacred  charms  that  in  tme  sterling  dwell; 

iluwguld  makes  a  patiician  of  a  &tave, 

A  flVir)  an  Atlas,  a  Tbersites  brave. 

It  raiłccU  all  defrcts,  and  in  tbeir  place  1 10 

Finds  sense  iu  Brownlow,  charms  in  lady  Grace; 

']t  gułdes  the  fancy,  and  dtrects  the  mind; 

No  baokrupt  ever  found  a  fair-one  kind. 
So  truły  Horoscope  its  virtuei  knows, 

To  this  lov>d  idol  Hit,  alone,  be  bows; 

\Aaó  fancies  sucb  bright  beraldry  can  proTe, 

*T|ie  vile  plebeiau  but  the  tbird  from  Jore. 
Long  has  be  been  of  that  afppbihim^g  fry, 

Bold  to  prescribe*  and  bosy  to  apply. 
'~^łs  shop  the  gazing  irulgai^s  eyes  employs      120 

With  foreign  trinkets,  and  domestic  toys. 
'    Heie  muminies  lay  most  reverendly  stale ; 

And  there  tbe  tortoise  hnng  her  coat  of  mail ; 
>    Not  fnr  from  some  buge  shark^s  derouring  bead 

The  flying  fisb  tbeir  finny  pintons  spread; 

Aloft  in  rows  large  poppy  heads  were  stning. 

And  near,  a  scaly  alligator  bung; 

In  this  place,  dnigs  in  musty  heapsdecayM ; 
I    In  that,  dry*d  bladders  and  drawn  teeth  were  laid. 
"~^    Ani nner room receiTes tbe  nnmerous sfaoals  1  SO 
Of  sucb  as  pay  to  be  reputed  foola. 
Globes  stand  by  globes,  voIumes  on  Tolnme^  iie. 
And  planetary  schemes  amuse  the  eye. 

i^lie  sagę,  in  velvet  chair,  here  loUs  at  ease» 

Wo  promiy  fiiture  hcaJth  for  presępŁ  fppg; 
Then,  as  Irom  tripod,  solem n  sbame  revcals, 
And  what  the  stars  know  nothiog  of,  foretels. 

One  asks  how  soon  Panthea  roay  be  won» 
And  longs  to  feel  tbe  marriage-fetters  on: 
Otbcrs,  ronvinc*d  by  roelancholy  proof,  140 

Inąuire  whcn  courteous  fetes  will  strike  them  oif. 
Some,  by  what  means  they  may  redress  tbeir 

wrong, 
When  fsthcrs  the  pofsession  keep  too  long. 
And  somewould  know  the  issue  of  tbeir  cause. 
And  whether  gold  can  solder  up  its  fiaws. 
Poorpregnant  Lais  his  advice  would  hare. 
To  lose  by  art  what  fruitiiil  Naturę  gave; 
And  Portia,  old  in  expectation  grown, 
I^meiits  ber  barren  curse,  and  begs  a  son : 

I  Whilst  Iris  his  cosmetic  wash  would  try,         150 

I  To  make  her  bloom  revive,  and  lorers  die. 
Some  ask  for  charms,  and  others  philtres  choose, 
To  gain  Corinna,  and  tbeir  quartans  lose. 

f  Young  Hylas,  botch'd  with  stains  too  foul  to  name, 

•    In  crwlle  here  renews  his  voutbful  firame: 

I    Cloy*d  with  degire,  and  surfeited  with  charms, 
A  bot-house  he  prefers  to  Julia*s  arms. 
^  .  And  old  Lucullus  would  tb*  arcanum  prove, 

lQf  kindling  in  cold  Yeins  the  sparks  of  love. 

Bleak  (Uivy  these  duli  frauds  with  pleasore  sees, 
And  wonders  at  the  senseless  mysteries.  161 

In  Colon's  voice  she  thus  calls  out  ałoud 

^On  Horoscope  envirou*d  by  the  croud  : 

\    "  Foibtar,  forbear,  thy  vain  amuseraents  cease, 
>lrby  woodcocks  from  tbeir  gins  awbile  release; 

^  Dr.  Baruard. 


And  to  that  dire  raisfortane  listen  well, 

Which  tliou  should'st  fear  to  know,  or  I  to  tófl. 

*Ti8  tme,  thou  erer  wast  esteem'd  by  me 

The  great  j&l£ides  of  our  company. 

When  we  with  noble  scom  resolv*d  to  ease      110 

Oun:elves  from  all  parocbial  olBcea; 

And  to  our  i^ealthier  patients  left  tbe  «are 

And  draggled  dignity  of  scavenger; 

Sucb  zeal  in  that  aflfair  thou  didst 

Nougbt  could  be  equal,  but  the  grcftt  i 

Now  cali  to  mind  tby  generons  -prowcss  past. 

Be  what  thou  sbonld^st,  by  thinidng  wfaat  tbm 

wast: 
The  facnlty  of  Warwick^ańe  design, 
not  to  storm,  afleast  to  undermine. 
heir  gates  each  day  ten  thousand  nit^nt-et^ 

crond, 
nd  morttcsLutter  their  attempts_ą|ond.  181 

If^thcy  sbould  once  ónmaslToMir  mystery, 
Each  nurse,  ere  long,  would  be  as  leiuii*d  as  we; 
Our  art  expasM  to  every  vulgar  eye ; 
And  nonę,  in  complaisance  to  us,  wouM  dje. 
^Wh9t  if  we  claini  their  right  t*  assassinatejL 
'MuFt  they  needs  tum  apothecartes  str^^gbŁ^ 
T*revent  it,  gods !  all  stratagems  we  tiyL    *^ 
To  crowd  with  new  inhabitants  yonr  i^eyL 
T  is  we  who  wait  tbe  Destiniesi'  commMo,      190 
To  purge  the  troubled  air,  and  weed  the  land.  ^, 
And  dare  the  college  insolently  aim        "^  ^  £ 
To  equal  our  fratemity  in  famę?       *^        .. 
Then  let  crabs^yes  with  pearl  for  virtne  tcf, 
Or  Highgate-hiirwith  lofty  Pindus  vie ! 
So  glow-worms  may  compare  with  Titan*s  beain^ 
And  Hare^ourt  pump  with  Aganippe's  streams.  ' 
Our  mannfactures  now  they  meanly  sdl. 
And  their  tme  value  treacberously  tell ; 
^a|^  they  disco^er  too,  their.spitc  is  such,    Ml 
Xbat  bealth,  than  crowns  morę  valued,  costs  bs( 

V  ^     much ; 
Whilst^we^nst  steer  onr  conduct  by  these  rufc^ 
To  cheat  as  tradesmen,  or  to  stanre  as  fools.** 
^  At  this  fam'd  Horoscope  tu™*d  pale,  and  stiaigU 
Imsilence  tumbled  from  bis  chair  of  state: 
1  nc  crowd  in  great  confiision  sought  tbe  door. 
And  leil  the  magus  fainting  on  the  floor; 
Whilst  in  bis  bit;ast  the  fury  breath*d  a  stonn, 
Then  sought  ber  celi,  and  re-assum'd  ber  form. 
Thus  from  the  sore  aithough  the  insect  flies»    SIO 
It  leaves  a  bmod  of  roacgots  in  disenise. 

Officious  Squirt'  in  baste  fbrsook  bis  skop^ 
To  succour  tbe  espirmg  Horoscope. 
Oft  be  essay'd  tbe  magus  to  restore. 
By  saltof  soccinum's  prevaiłingpower;         ;  ^ 
Yet  still  supine  the  solid  lumber  lay, 
A 11  ima^  of  »carce-animated  day; 
Till  Fates,  indulgent  when  disasters  cali. 
By  Squirt*s  uice  band  app!y*d  a  urinaL 
Tbc  wight  no  sooner  d  d  tbe  stream  recei^e,    220 
But  n>uz'd   and  blessM  the  stale  restoratire. 
The  springs  of  Ufe  their  former  Tigoiir  feel; 
Such  zeal  he  had  for  that  rile  utensil. 

S*;  when  the  great  Pelides  Thetis  found, 
He  knew  tbe  ^ea-weed  soent,  and  th'  aznre  god- 
des8  0wn'd. 

YASIATIOMS. 

Ver.  809.    Whilst  we,  at  our  ezpenae,  omst  per- 

seyere. 
And  for  anotber  worid,  be  niin*(ł  here. 

*Dr.  BarQatd'8  man- 
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CANTO  UL 

Alł  night  the  sagę  in  pensire  tumulU  lay, 
Complaining  of  the  slow  approach  of  day ; ' 
Ott  tanCd  him  ruuod,  and  strove  to  think  oo  morę 
Of  what  !thriU  Colon  »aid  the  day  belbre. 
Cowslips  and  poppies  o*eT  his  eyes  he  spread, 
And  .Salaum^s^orks  he  laid  beneath  his  head.     ^ 
Bttt  those  bless'd  opiates  sUll  in  yain  he  tiies_**' 
Sleep>s  gentle  image  his  embraces  flies :      /v\^ 
TuDiultuoM  cares  lay  roUing  in  his  breast; 
And  thas  his  anxioas  thoughts  the  sagę  exprest.  10 

«  Oft  has  chis  planet  rolPd  aroand  the  Sun, 
Since  to  consnlt  the  skies  1  first  begun : 
h  my  applause,  so  mighty  my  success, 

ime  granted  my  predictions  morę  than  goess. 

'    doabtiU]  as  1  am,  I  'U  entertain 

Efiiith,  there  can  be  no  mistake  in  gain. 
the  duli  vi'orld  musŁ  honour  pay  to  those, 
on  their  understanding  most  impose. 
k^rst  man  creates,  and  then  he  fears  the  elf; 
rhus  othen  cheat  him  not,  but  he  himself ;      SO 
^e  lotbes  the  substance,  and  he  loves  the  shoir; 
You  *ll  ne*er  con?ince  a  fbol,  himself  i^  so: 
He  hates  realities,  and  hugs  the  cheat, 
And  still  the  only  pleasure^s  the  deceit. 
Bo  meteora  flatter  with  a  dazsling  dye, 
Wliich  no  existence  has,  but  in  the  eye. 
Aa  distant  prospects  please  us,  but  when  near     • 
We  find  but  desert  rocks  and  fleeting  air; 
Prom  stratagem  to  stratagem  we  run, 
And  he  knows  most,  who  latest  is  undone.         dO 

**  Mankind  one  day  ftrene  and  free  appear; 
The  next,  they*re  cloudy,  sullen,  and  severe: 
ffew  passions  new  opinions  still  excite ; 

what  they  like  at  noon  ihey  Ieave  at  night. 
/  gain  with  labour  what  they  quit  with  ease; 
id  heaJth,  for  want  of  chonge,  becomes  diseaae. 
Jigion's  bright  authority  they  darę, 
A  nd  yet  are  slares  to  superstitious  fean 
rhey  coonsel  others,  but  themselves  deceire; 
&nd  though  thęy  ^re  cozen'd  still,  they  still  belie?e. 
'  '*  So  fialse  their  censure,  fickle  their  esteem,  41 
FbM  hourthey  worship,  and  thenextbla8pheme. 

**  Shall  1  then,  who  with  penetrating  sight" 
Inspect  the  springs  that  guide  each  appetite; 
Who  with  udfathom'd  śearches  hoarly  pieitre 
The  dark  recesses  of  the  univer8e; 
Be  aw^d,  if  puny  ęmmcts  would  oppress: 
Dr  fear  their  fury,  or  their  name  caress  ? 
ff  all  the  fiends  that  inlow  darkness  reign 
Be  not  the  fictions  of  a  siekły  b»in, 
rhat  prospect,  the  Dispentiary  they  cali, 
Before  the  Moon  ran  blunther  homs,  shall  fali.*' 
■^  With  that,  a  giance  from  mild  Aurora's  eyes 
ShooU  through  the  ery  stal  kingdoms  of  the  skies. 
rhe  aaTage  kiod  in  forests  cease  to  roam, 
%.nd  sots,  o^erchargM  with  nauseoas  loads,  leel 
borne;  rpa*>>^> 

Onims,  trumpets,  bautboys,  wake  the  slumbering 
F^hilst  bridegroom  sighs,  and  thinks  the  bride  less 
fair;  *  •  [spread, 

Li^t'8  cheerful  smiles  o'er  th'  azure  waste  are 
knd  Miss  from  inna  of  court  Bolts  out  unpaid;  60 
fhe  sagę,  transported  at  th*  approaching  hour, 
iperiousty  thrice  thunder*d  on  the  floor; 
Kcious  Squirt  that  moment  had  acceis, 
9  tmst  was  great,  his  vigilance  no  less. 

him  thus  Horoscope : 
**  My  kind  companion  in  this  dire  affair, 
miich  is  morelight,  sińce  you  amume  a  share; 


J 


Fly  with  what  hastę  yoo  us'd  to  do  of  old> 
When,clx£Ur  was  in  danger  to  be  cold ; 
With  expedition  on  the  beadle  cali,  70 

To  summon  all  the  company  to  th'  Hall." 
/  Away  the  frieudly  coadjutor  flies, 
Kwia  as  from  phial  cteams  of  harts-hom  rise. 
^HShe  magus  iu  the  interim  mumbles  o'er 
'  Vile  terms  of  art  to  some  infernal  power, 
'  And  draws  mysterious  circles  on  the  floor. 
But  from  the  gloomy  vault  no  glaring  sprigfat 
Ascends,  tu  blast  the  tender  bloom  of  light. 
No  mystic  sounds  from  Heirsdetested  womb 
In  dusky  exhalations  up\irards  come.  80 

And  now  to  raise  an  altar  he  decrees, 
ITo  that  devouriog  harpy  calPd  Disease : 
(Then  flowers  in  canisters  he  hastes  to  bring, 
iThe  wither>d  prodoct  of  a  blighted  spring; 
r^ith  cold  solatium  from  the  Pontic  shore, 
The  roots  óf  mandrake  and  black  heilebore; 
Thę  griper  senna,  and  the  puker  rue, 
The  sweetener  sassafras,  are  added  too  j 
And  on  the  stnicture  ncxt  he  heaps  a  load 
Of  sulphur,  turpentine,  and  mastic  wood ;       90 
Gums,  iossili  too,  the  pyramids  increas'd; 
A  mummy  next,  once  monarch  ot  the  east; 
Then  from  the  compter  he  Łakes  down  the  file. 
And  with  jtc^ciptłons  lights  the  solęmn  pilet 
Feebly  the  flames  on  clumsy  wings  aspire^ 
And  smothering  fogs  of  smoke  beuight  the  fire. 
With  sorrow  he  beheld  the  sad  portent, 
Then  to  the  hag  these  orisons  he  sent: 

*'  Disease  1  tbou  erer  most  propitious power;. 
Wliose  kind  indulgence  we  discern  each  hour !  1 00 
Tbou  well  canst  boast  thy  numeruus  pedigree^ 
Begot  by  Sloth,  mainUin*d  by  lAUury. 
In  giided  palaces  thy  prowess  reigns, 
But  fljes  the  humble  sheds  of  cotuge  swains. 
To  you  such  might  and  energy  belong, 
You  nip  the  bloomłng,  and  unnerve  the  atrong. 
The  purple  conąueror  in  chains  you  bind. 
And  are  to  us  your  Tassals  only  kind. 
/"  If,  in  return,  all  diligence  we  pay 
o  fix  your  empire,  and  conflrm  your  sway,    110 
ar  as  the  weekly-bills  can  reach  around, 
_      Kent*street  end,  to  fam*d  St.  Giles's  pound ; 
Behold  this  poor  libation  with  a  smile, 
And  let  auspicious  Ught  break  through  the  pile." 
He  spoke ;  and  on  the  pyramid  he  laid 
y-leaves  and  ripers-hearts,  and  thus  he  said: 
As  these  consume  in  this  mysterious  ikrę, 
let  the  curs^d  Dispensary  expire! 
[d  as  those  crackle  in  the  flames,  and  die, 
So  let  its  vesBel8  burst*  and  głasses  fly !  ^'  120 

But  a  siiiister  cricket  straight  was  heard; 
The  altar  fell,  the  oflering  disappear^d.. 
As  the  famM  wight  the  omen  did  regfet, 
Squirt  brooght  the  news  the  company  was  met. 
Nigh  wheie    Fleet>ditch  d^scends    in    sublc 
streams, 
To  wash  his  sooty  Naiads  in  theThames; 
There  stands  a  structure  on  a  rising  hi  11, 
Where  Tyros  take  their  free<lom  out  to  kill. 
Some  pictures  in  these  dreadful  sbamblas  telli 
How,  by  the  Delian  god,  the  Pytlion  fell;         130 
And  how  Medea  did  the  philtre  brew, 
That  could  in  j£son's  Teins  young  force  renew; 


▼ARIATIOMS. 

Ver.  101.    Tbou  that  would*st  Uy  whole  statet  an  A 

regions  waste, 
Sooner  than  We^  thy  Cormo<ants,  shpuld  fast. 
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How  moaniful  Myrrlm  for  her  crimes  appears, 
And  heals  hyiiteric  inatrons  ntiil  wtth  tears; 
How  Mentha  and  Altkea,  nymphs  no  raom, 
Revive  in  saored  plants,  and  boilth  restore ) 
How  sanguine  swaius  tbeir  amorous  houra  repent, 
When  plcasure^s  past,  and  pains  are  permanent ; 
And  how  frail  nymphs  oft,  by  abortion,  aim 
To  loM  a  eubstance,  to  prcuenre  a  name.  140 

Soon  a9  each  member  in  his  rar^k  was  plaoM, 
The  asfcmbly  Diasenna  ^  thns  address^d: 

"  My  kind  confederates,  if  my  poor  intent, 
A«  *t  łs  sincere,  had  been  but  prevalent. 
We  faere  had  met  on  aome  morę  safe  design. 
And  on  no  other  business  but  to  diiie; 
The  faculty  had  still  maintain'd  their  sway^ 
And  interest  then  had  bid  us  but  obey; 
This  only  emołation  we  had  known,  149 

Who  best  conld  fili  his  purse,  and  thin  the  towu. 
But  now  frotn  gatheriog  cFouds  destroction  pours, 
Which  ruins  witb  mad  ragę  oor  halfijcon  hours : 
Mists  from  black  jcalousies  the  tempests  form, 
Whłlttt  late  di^isions  reinforce  tbe  atom.  \3 

Know,  when  these  feuds,  like  those  at  law,  werl 

past, 
(Die  winners  will  be  lotert  at  the  łasi 
Ijka  heroes  in  sea-fiybts  we  seek  renown; 

o  tire  some  hostile  ship,  we  barn  our  own. 

boe*er  throws  dust  against  tbe  wind,  descries 
He  throws  It,  in  effect,  bat  in  hiseyes.  160 

That  jugglor  which  another^s  sleight  will  show, 
But  f eaches  how  the  worid  his  own  may  know. 

<<Thńće  happy  were  those  golden  days  of  old, 
When  dear  as  Burgundy,  ptisans  were  sold; 

hen  f  atients  chose  to  die  with  bettbr  wHI, 

han  bix»the,  and  pay  th'  apothecary'8  bill : 
cheaper  than  for  our  assistance  cali, 

ight  go  to  A  ix  or  Bourbon,  spring  and  fkU. 

ien  priests  increasM,  and  piety  decay^d, 
Churchmen  the  church»8  punty  betray'd, 
Tticir  lives  anddoctrineslaTea  andatbeists  madę, 
The  laws  were  but  the  hireling  judge^s  sense; 
Juries  were  8way'd  by  venal  evidence. 
Fools  were  promoted  toihe  council^board, 
Toolfi  to  the  bench,  and  bnllies  to  the  siirord* 
Pensionsin  private  were  the  senate*s  aim  $ 
A  ud  patriots  for  a  piace  abandon^  farae.  ^^ 

'*  But  now  no  influencing  art  remains. 
For  Soinen  hds  the  seal,  and  Nassan  r^gni. 
And  we,  in  spite  of  our  rcsolyes,  must  bow,      180 
And  sudei'  by  a  reformadon  too. 
For  now  late  jars  our  practices  detect, 
^  And  mines,  when  oncediscovered,  lose  ćffect: 
r  Dissensions,  like  sinall  Streams,  are  first  begun, 
i  Scarae  seen  they  rise,  but  gatłier  as  they  run: 
8o  lines  that  frbm  their  parallel  declinc^ 
Morę  they  prooeodj  the  morę  they  stUł  di^oin. 

tARIATIOMft. 

Ver.  182.  '*  But  now  late  jars  our  practices  detect, 
For  mines^  when  once  discover*d,  lose  th'efiiBCt 
Dissensions,  like  smali  streams,  are  first  begua^ 
Scarce  scen  they  rise,  but  gather  as  they  run. 
^  lines  that  from  their  parallel  decline. 
Morę  they  adTance,  the  morę  thay  still  disjoin. 
'T  ih  therefore  my  advioe,  in  hastę  we  send, 
And  beg  the  focolty  to  be  our  friend.»» 
As  he  revolvmg  stood  to  say  the  rest, 
Rough  Colocynthus  thus  his  ragę  exprest. 

*  Gtlstorpy  an  apothecary^ 
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'T  ŁS  thorefore  my  adrice,  in  basta  we  aeiid, 
Aad  beg  the  faculty  to  be  our  friend; 
Sf nd  swarms  of  patients,  and  our  quarrels  end. 
So  awful  Ueadlca,  if  the  vagrant  treat, 
S^raigbt  tum  familiar,  and  their  fai>ces  quit 
In  vain  we  but  contend,  that  planet's  pawer 
hose  vapours  caii  dispersc  it  rais'd  before." 
As  he  prepar*d  the  mischief  tu  recite, 
een  Colocynthus  ^  pausM,  and  foam'd  witb  spite, 
ur  ferments  on  his  shining  surface  swim, 
up  the  froth,  and  huU>le  o'er  tbe  brim: 
beatitles  fret  so  much  if  freckles  come, 
nose  should  ceddeo  in  thedrawing-room;   200 
lovers  that  mlstake  Łh*  appointe d  hour* 
in  the  łucky  tnihute  want  the  power. 
hus  b^— *'  Thou  scandal  of  great  P9an'8  ait, 
hy  approabh  the  springs  of  Naturę  start, 
ner\'es  Unbraco:  nay,  at  the  sight  of  tbee^ 
ratćh  tums  cancer,  itch  a  leprosy. 
'st  thou  propose,  that  wei  the  fi  iends  of  Fatei^ 
fili  churchyards,  and  who  unpeople  statea, 
bafflc  Naturę,  and  dispose  of  Iłves,    ,       S09 
t  RusseP,  as  we  please,  ol"  stahres  o#tliii?es 
\  e*cr  tiubmit  to  their  despotic  will, 
hoVnit  of  coniiolation  scarce  can  kill  ?    ; 
^The  t«wering  Alps  shall  sooner  Sink  to  ^dlea. 
And  l6eches,  ifa  our  glsnes,  fiwcll  to  whaJes; 
Or  Norwich  trade  in  iustruments  of  &teel. 
And  Birmiugham  in  stuib  and  dru^getii  deal  t 
AUeys  at  Wappi ng  furnish  us  new  mode$. 
And  Moomouth-«treet,    Yersaillte  with  ridio^  j 

^foods! 
Tbe  sick  to  tii*  Hundreds  in  pale  Chrcmgt  fetkair, 
And  change  the  Grarcl-pits  for  Kentish  airl 
Oor  properties  must  on  our  arms  dependi 
'T  is  next  to  conąuer,  brarely  to  defend;       .^ 
'T  is  to  the  Tulgar  death  too  haish  appears  ; 
Tbe  ill  we  feel  is  only  in  our  fearS. 

*  '*  To  die,  is  landing  on  some  siletit  shore^ 
Where  billows  nevcr  break,  nor  tempests  roar : 
Ere  well  we  fecl  the  friendly  stroke,  »tis  o*cr. 
rThe  wise  through  tbought  th*  insults  of  death  d^j 
The  fools,  through  bicst  insensibility. 
'T  is  what  the  guilty  fcari  the  pious  ctare  ;      M 
^ought  by  the  wretch,  and  vanquish'dby  the  brat^ 
It  eases  lover8,  sots  the  captire  free  j 
.And,  though  a  tyrant,  ofTers  liberty.       ,^^.^    .^ 
X**  Sound  but  to  arms,  the  foe  shall  soon  confest 
^  Our  forco  incrcases,  as  our  funds  grow  leai ; 
And  what  requir'd  such  industry  to  raise» 
We  Ml  scatter  into  oothing  aS  we  please; 
Thus  they  Ml  acknowledge,  to  ailnihilate  - 
Shows  no  less  wondrous  power  than  to  cre^te. 
We  'U  raise  our  numcrous  cohorts,  and  oppoae 
Tbe  fęeble  forces  of  our  pigniy  f  jcs  ;  S41 

f||l>gious  of  quack8  shall  join  ns  on  tbe  place, 
"^rom  great  Kirleus  down  to  doctor  Case. 
Though  such  Tłle  rubbiih  sink,  y6t  we  ahall  riaa; 
Directors  still  secore  the  greatcst  prize. 
Such  poor  supports  serre  only  like  a  stay  ^ 
The  tree  once  Ax'd,  its  rest  is  tom  away, 

<*  So  patriots,  in  time  of  peace  and  ease, 
Forget  tbe  fory  of  the  late  disease : 
On  dangers  past  screnely  think  no  morp,  9$0 

And  curse  the  hand  that  heaPd  tbe  wound  before. 
<f  Ann  therefore,  gallant  friends,  't  is  boisayr*! 
Or  Ig^usholdly  fight,  orboiTely  fali!**  Icall) 


■^.  .••  * 


*  Dare,  an  apothćcary. 

^  A  oeŁebrated  uudertaker  of  fiinenls. 
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To  this  the  scsńon  8eem*d  to  give  consent. 
Much  Iik'd  the  war,  butdreaded  much  th*  event. 
^t  length,  the  growing  ditiercnre  to  compoie, 
Fwo  brotbera,  namM  Aacarides4,  aro«c. 
Both  had  tbe  vul»bility  of  tongae, 
In^eaoing  fiiint,  but  in  opinion  strong. 
lospeak,  tbey  both  a.<»ninM  a  like  pretence^  260 
rbe  elder  gain*d  bis  just  pre-eDiincnce. 

Thus  be:  *'Tł9  true,  wlien  privtlege  and  right 
ft.re  oace  invaded,  bonour  bids  a.«  right. 
5ut  cpe  we  once  engage  in  honour^s  caiise, 
First  know  what  bonour  i8,and  whence  it  was. 

*'  S<;prn'd  by  the  base,  'tis  oourted  by  tbe  brave, 
rhc  bero*8  ty  ront,  and  tbe  coward'8  slave; 
Born  in  the  noisy  camp,  it  Uves  on  air;  ^c   •'''*"  * 
%iid  both  exist9  by  hope  and  by  despair  źA 


f^Rfy  wbene'er  a  momenfs  eąve  we  gain/  .    27i 


ind  reconcil'4  at  our  returns  of  pain.      \'i^M 

lidk: 


t  liyet,  wben  in  death^n  arms  the  bero 
^»t  wben  bis  safety  be  consulta,  it  diei. 
Bl|roted  to  this  idol,  we  disclaira 
2&t,  health,and  ease,  for  nothing  but  a  name. 

*'  Tben  let  u8,  to  tbe  field  bcfore  we  inove, 
fCnow,  if  tbe  gods  our  enterprise  approve. 
>uppoae  th'  unthinkiag  faculty  unvcil 
l^hat  we,  through  w  i  ser  condnct,  woułd  cooccal : 
!a  't  reason  we  should  ąuarrcl  with  the  glass    280 
Cbat  showi  tbe  mooHtrooa  features  of  our  face? 
!>r  grant  some  grare  pretendcrt  have  of  late 
Phought  fit  an  innovation  to  create  ; 
k)on  they  11  repent  what  rashly  tbey  hegan : 
rbough  projects  plcase,  projectomareundonc. 
kil  noyeltiet  must  tbis  sncccss  expect, 
WTben  good,  onTenvy;  and  when  bad,  neglect; 
f  reason  could  direct,  ere  now  each  gate 
iad  born  some  tropby  of  triumpbaJ  state ; 
remplei  had  told  how  Greece  and  Belgia  owe  390 
Proy  and  Na  mur  to  Jove  and  to  Nassau. 

"  Tben,  sińce  no  reneration  \%  allow'd, 
>r  to  the  real,  or  th*  appearing  good  j^ 
Phe  project  that  we  \'aio]y  apprebend^ 
tfnst,  as  it  bltndly  rosę,  as  vilely  end^ 
ttymb  members  of  the  faculty  there  ire, 
^o  injmst  prudently  to  (j^jji^  prcfer. 
>ar  fnendship  with  feign'd  airs  theypoorlycourt, 
kod  boast,  their  politics  are  our  support : 
Pbem  well  comult  about  this  enterprise,         300 
ind  bokRy  execute  what  they  advisc.'> 

But  from  below,  wbile  such  resoWcs  they  took, 
>oine  Annim  Fukiimans  the  iabric  sbook. 
rbe  championspdaunted  at  the  crack,  rctrcat, 
(ejRud  their  safety,  and  their  ragę  foi-get. 

So  wben  at  Bathos  £arth'8  big  ofl&prinff  9trove 
Po  scalę  the  skies,  and  wagę  a  war  with  Jove; 
loon  as  the  ass  of  old  Silenus  bray*d, 
rbe  trombling  rebels  in  confusion  fled. 
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ToT  far  finom  tbat  fTequen^ed  tbeatrr, 
Vbere  wanderitig  punks  each  ntie^t  at  fivc  repair ; 
Vbere  purple  emperors  in  buskins  tread,- 
Ind  nile  imaginary  worlds  for  bread; 

YARIATIONS. 

rer.  288.     If  things  of  use  were  valued,  tiiere  had 

been 
iome  workbouse  wbere  tbe  Monument  is  seen. 

«  The  Pcarccs,  apothecsrics. 


Wbere  Bentley  *,  by  old  writers,  wealthy  grew. 

And  Briscoe  ^  lately  was  undone  by  new; 

There  triumphs  u  pbysician  of  renawn. 

To  nonę,  but  such  as  rust  in  beałth,  unknown. 

Nonę  e*er  was  placM  morę  fitly,  to  impart 

His  known  eKpwience,  and  bis  healing  art.       ]0 

When  Bui^ss  deafensall  thę  listening  press 
.  With  peals  of  most  seraphic  emptincss  ; 
yOrwhen  mysterioiis  Prcenuin  mounts  on  high, 
I  To  preach  his  parish  to  a  lethargy ; 
hThis  .£sculaptiis  waits  bani  by,  to  ease 
ITbe  maityrs  of  such  Christian  cruelties. 
V  Ix>ng  bas  this  dariing  quarter  of  the  town, 
.For  lewdness,  wit,  and  gallantry,  been  known. 
\\\l  sorts  meet  here,  of  whatsoe'er  i\,cgtee. 
To  blend  and  justle  into  harmony.  20 

~he  critics  each  adveuturous'  author  scan,  '.    r-A  ^.-^ 
nrfpraise  or  ccnsure  as  they  like  tbe  maiy      n 

he  weeds  of  writings  for  the  flowers  tbey  cull  ;•• 
So  ntcely  tasteless,  so  correctly^duU.! 
The  politicians  of  Pamatsus  prate,^   ■ 
And  poets  canvass  the  af&irs  of  state  j^ 
Thc£iJ;s  ne*er  talk  of  tnide  and  stock;4>nt  tell 
H)w  Yirgil  writ,  how bravely  Turnus  fell. 
Tbe  couutry-dames  dcive  to  Hippolito's, 
"irst  find  a  spark.  and  after  lose  a  nose.  30 

e  lawyer  for  lac*d  coat  tbe  robę  does  quit, 

le  grows  a  madnuin,  and  tben  tams  a  #it. 

Ud  in  th'  cloister  pensive  Strepbon  waits, 
Till  Cloe*8  hackney  couies,  and  tben  retrcats ; 
Aud  if  th'  ungenerous  nymph  a  shaft  Icts  fly. 
Morę  iatally  than  from  a  sparkling.cye, 
Mirmillo^  that  fam*d  Opifer,  is  nigh. 

The  trading  tribe  oft,  thither  tbroag  to  dine, 
•And  ii-'an)jiJ[jglhQK-£iK)m  supply  in  lyo^ 
'^loyM  with  variety,  tlićy"8uneit  there,  40 

V^hilst  the  wan  patients  on  thin  gmel  farę. 
*Twas  here  the  champions  of  the  party  met, 
Of  their  beroic  enterprise  to  treat. 
Each  bero  a  tremendous  air  put  on, 
And  Stern  Mirmillo  in  these  wordt:  begun : 

"  »Tis  withcoucem,  my  friends,  1  meet  you  here; 
grievance  you  can  know,  but  (  must  share. 
^is  płain,  my  interest  you  *Te  advanc'd  so  long, 

eh  fee,  though  I  was  mule,  wonld  fmd  atonguc. 

nd,  in  return,  though  1  have  8troveto  rend      50 
Those  statutesy  wbich  on  oath  I  should  defcnd ; 
Snch  arts  are  triflcs  to  a  geni-rous  mind  : 
Great  services;  as  grcat  returos  should  find. 
And  you  'U  perceive,  this  band,  wheu  glory  calls* 
Cun  brandish  arms  as  well  as  urinals. 

*'  Oxford  and  all  ber  pas^in^-bells  can  tell,i^ 
By  this  ńght-ann  what  mighty  numbers  fell. 
Whilst  others  meanly  askM  w  hole  mooUb^t^lay, 
I  oft  dispatcTfĄjthejyiticat  in  a-^ay : 
Witb  pen  in  haiid  I  pushM  to  that  degree,        60 
I  Bcarce  had  left  a  wretob  to  givc  a  fee. 
Some  fell  by  laudanum,  and  some  by  steel. 
And  death  in  ambush  lay  iu.eY$2r^4lUI» 
For,  save  or  slay,  this  privłlcge  we  claim, 
Tbousrh  credit  sufFors,  the  reward*8  the  same. 

"What  though  the  art  of  healing  we  prctcud, 
He  that  designs  it  least,  is  mo<iŁ  a  friend. 
Into  the  right  we  err,  and  must  confess 
To  OYersights  we  often  owe  success. 
Thus  Bessus  goŁ  the  battle  in  the  play ;  70 

His  glorious  cowardice  restoi-^d  the  day. 

*  Two  booksellers. 
«  Dr.  Gibbons. 
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So  Łhe  famM  Grecian  piece  owM  iU  desert 
To  chanc«,  and  not  the  laboar*d  strokes  of  art. 

**  Physicians,  if  they're  wise,  should  ncvcr  tbink 
Of  any  anns  but  such  afr  pen  and  ink : 
But  tV  enemy,  at  their  expense,  shall  find 
When  honour  calls,  Vl\  scorn  to  stay  behind." 

He  said  and  sealM  tb'  engagement  witb  a  kiss, 
Which  was  retum^d  by  younjfer  Ascaris  ^j 
Who  tbiM  advanc'd :  "  Each  word,  Słr,you  impart, 
Has  something  killing  in  it,  Hke  your  art.  80 

Hpw  much  we  to  your  boundless  friendship  owe, 
Our  flies  can  speak,  and  your  prescriptions  show. 
Your  ink  descends  in  such  exce8sive  showen, 
^Tis  plain,  you  can  regard  no  health  but  ours. 
/SVhilst  poor  pretenders  puzzle  o*er  a  case, 
\ou  but  appear,  and  gi^e  the  cuup  de  grace. 
Othat  near  Xanthus'  banks  you  had  but  dwelt, 
^^  When  Uium  first  Achaian  ftiry  fclt ! 
jr  ^  Tbc  horned  river  then  had  cursM  in  vain    [&lain: 
^  -''  ^foung  Peleus*  arm,  that  chok'd  his  stream  with 
^    ćy^o  trophies  you  had  lefi  for  Greeks  to  raise;     91 

\y>^   JU*'""  ^*'"  ycars  toil,  you'd  finish*d  in  ten  dąys, 
l^  ^  rkte  smiles  on  yoorattempts;  and,  when  you  list, 
•^     In  vain  the  cowards  fly,  or  brave  resist. 
/",'         Tben  letus  arm,  we  need  notfear  success} 
No  labour«  are  too  hard  for  Hercules. 
Our  military  ensigns  wtfll  display ; 
Conquest  pursues,  wherecourage  leads  the  way." 

To  tbis  design  shrill  9uerpo  ^  did  agree, 
A  zealons  member  of  the  &culty  {  100 

His  8ite*s  pretended  pious  steps  he  treads. 
And  wbere  the  doctor  fails,  the  saint  succeeds. 
A  conyentide  flesh'd  his  greener  years. 
And  bis  fuli  agethe  righteous  rancour  shares. 
Thus  boys  hatcb  game-eggs  under  birds  of  prey. 
To  make  the  fowl  morę  furious  for  the  fray. 

Slow  Ca.-usS  uext  di5coverM  his  intent, 
With  painful  pauses  muttering  what  he  meant. 
His  sparks  of  life.  in  spite  of  drugj,  retreat, 
So  cold,  that  only  cjilentuces  can  beat.  1 10 

In  his  chill  vcins  tTic  sluggish  puddle  flows. 
And  loads  with  lazy  fogs  his  sable  brows. 
Legions  of  łunatics  about  him  press; 
His  provinre  is,  lost  reason  to  rinlress. 
So  when  perfiimes  thdr  fragrant  scent  give  o*er, 
Nought  can  their  odour,  like  a  jgkfis,  restore, 
When  for  advice  the  vnlgar  throng,  he*s  found 
With  lumber  of  vile  boęks  bcseij^M  around. 
The  gazFng  tTifońg  ackiiowlojg  •  th^TTsurprise, 
Aiłd.  d«»af  to  reason,  still  cnnstilt  their  eves.     120 
]Wt\\  hv  perceires,  the  world  will oftcn  (ind, 
Xp  catch  the  eye  is  to  convince  the  mind. 
Thus  a  wrak  state  by  wiscdistrust  inclines 
To  numrruus  storcs,  and  str^n^th  in  ma.eazines. 
So  fhols  are  ałways  most  profiM^e  of  words, 
And  cownrds  ne\'er  fail  of  Imjrcst  swords. 
AbandonM  authors  here  a  rcfuge  meet. 
And  from  the  world  to  dust  and  worms  retreat 
Here  drejis  and  sedtmcnt  of  auctions  reign, 
Kefiise  of  fairs,  and  gleanings  of  Duck-lane.     130 
And  up  thcse  walls  much  Gothic  lumber  climbs, 
With  Swiss  philosophy,  and  Rhunic  rhymes. 
Hither,  rc  trievM  from  rooks  and  procers,  come 
Mcde*^  works  entire,  and  endk  ss  n-ams  of  Blome. 
Whcre  would  the  long  nerlectrd  Collins  fly, 
If  bountcous  Carus  should  refuse  to  buy  ? 
But  each  vilc  scribbler*s  happy  on  tbis  score : 
HeMl  tind  some  Carus  still  to  read  him  o»er. 

*  Mr.  Parrot.    4  Dr.  Howe.     5  Dr.  Tyson. 


Nor  must  we  the  obseqnlons  Umbra  ^  spare, 
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Who  soft  by  natnre,  yet  declaf^d  for  war. 
But  when  some  ri^al  power  invades  a  rigfaC, 
Flies  set  on  flies,  and  turtles  turtle*  fight. 
II  se  courteous  Umbra  to  tbe  last  bad  beeo 
^epurely  meek,  insipidly  serene. 

ith  him,  the present  still  8omevirtn<s  hawe; 
The  vain  are  sprigfatly;  mnd  the  stupid  grBve; 
Tbe  slotbful,  negligent;  the  foppish,  neat ; 
The  lewd-are  airy ;  and  the  sly,  discreet; 
A  wren,  an  eagle ;  a  baboon,  a  bean ; 
Colt** ,  a  Lycuiguś;  and  a  Phoeion,  Rowe*.  150 

Heroic  ardonr  dow  th'  assembly  wanns, 
Rach  oombatant  breathes  nothing  bat  alanni. 
For  futurę  glorj'  while  the  scheme  is  laid, 
FąmVl  Horoscopethus  oflers  to  dissuade  : 

"  Since  of  each  enterprise  th'  event*s  anknowa, 

'eMI  quit  the  sword,  and  hearken  to  tbe  gowa. 

igh  ltves  Yagellius*,  one  reputed  long 
^or  strength  oflungs,  and  pltancy  of  toDgae. 
fees.  to  any  form  be  moulds  a  cause, 

le  worst  has  merita,  and  the  best  has  flaws.  166 

ve  guineas  make  a  criminal  to-day  ; 
And  ten  to  morrow  wipe  the  stain  away. 
WhateTer  he  affirms  is  undeny^d, 
Milo*s  the  letcher,  Clodtus  th*  homiokie; 
Cato  pemicious,  Cataline  a  saint, 
Orford  suspected,  Duncomb  innocent. 
To  law  then,  flriends,  for  *tis  by  Fate  decreed, 
Vagellius,  and  our  money,  shall  suoceed. 
Know,  when  I  ilrst  inrok*d  disease  by  duurnw 
To  prove  propitious  to  our  futurę  arms,  I*i9 

III  omens  did  the  sacrifice  attend, 
Nor  would  the  Sybil  from  ber  grot  ascend.** 

As  Horoscope  urg'd  farther  to  be  heard, 
He  thus  was  interhipted  by  a  baid  ' : 

"  In  vain  yourmagic  mysteries  yoa  ase, 
Such  sounds  the  SibyPs  sacred  ears  abuse. 
These  lines  the  pale  djvintty  shall  raiae, 
Such  is  the  power  of  aonnd,  aud  force  of  layi. 

*  Arms    meet  with  anns,  Cauckiona  witb  fes- 

chions  clasb,"  JK 

And  sparks  of  fire  struck  out  from  armoor  llaah. 
Thick  douds  of  dust  contending  warriors  raiae, 
^  And  bideous  war  o^er  alt  the  region  braya. 
Some  raging  ran  with  huge  Herculean  clubs, 
Some  massy  balls  of  brass,  some  migbty  tatŃi 
Of  cinders  borę. — 

^Nakod  and  half-bumt  hiUs  with  hideous  wrcck 
Affright  the  skies,  and  firy  the  orean*8  back.* 
As  hewent  nimbling  on,  the  fury  straight 
CrawPd  in,  ber  limbs  could  scarce  aupport  hcr 

weight. 
A  rur  ful  rag  ber  mengre  fbrehoad  bound,         190 
And  faintly  herfurr^d  lips  these  acoents  soand: 

"  Mortal,  howdaf^stthouwith  such  linea  addrm 
My  awful  seat,  and  trouble  my  recess  ? 
In  Essex  marsby  hundreds  is  a  celi, 
Where  lazy  Fog«  and  drizziing  Yaponrs  dwdl: 
Thither  raw  Damps  on  drooping  winjrs  repatr, 
.nd  shiverine  ^uartans  shakethe  siekł v  air. 
'here,  when  fatiguM,  some  silent  hours  I  pass, 

substitule  physicians  in  ray  place, 
"hen  dare  not,  for  the  futurę,  oncc  rehearse    9C0 
The  dissonance  of  such  untuneful  ver6C ; 

6  I>r.  Gould.  '  Sir  H.  Dutton  Cdt 

*  Mr.  Anthony  Rowe.     9  Sir  Barth.  Show  r. 

I  Sir  Richard  Blackmore.^  King  Arthur,  p.  SOT. 

*  King  Arthur,  p.  .S27.    ^Prince  ,\rth«r,  p,l30. 
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Bat  in  your  lines  let  energry  be  fooiid, 
And  learn  to  risein  senne  and  sinic  in  sound. 
Hareh  wbids,  thougfa  pertinenl,  uncoiitli  appear; 
None  please  the  fancy,  who  offend  the  ear. 
In  sense  and  numbers  tf  you  would  excel,  ^1Kiv^*^h^ 
Il«id  Wycher!#»y,  considt-r  Dryden  well.      f_it  ^  "^ 

ine  !l  ~"         ^ 


'  In  one,  what  vi;corou8  turus  of  fancy  sh 
I  In  th»  other.  Syrena  warble  iu  each  linę.  209 

i  If  Dorset'8  sprightly  Muse  but  tourh  the  lyre, 
I  The  Smiles  and  Graces  melt  in  loftdesire, 
I  And  little  Love8  confess  their  amorous  fire. 
7*he  gentle  Isis  claims  the  ivy  crown,  - 
To  bind  th*  immortal  brows  of  Addison. 
As  tanefbl  Coiigreve  tries  his  rural  itrains, 
Pan  quit8  the  woods,  the  listcning  Fawn«  the 

plains; 
And  Philomel,in  notes  like  his,  complains. 
And  Britain,  sińce  Pausanias ''  was  writ, 
Knows  Spartan  vtrtue,  and  Atbenian  wit. 
>     When  Stepney  paints  the  frodłike  acŁs  of  kinc^, 
\     Or,  what  Apollo  dictates,  Prior  sinfl^ ;  1290 

LTbe  baniu  of  Rhine  a  pleas^d  attention  show, 
^ndsih/er  Sequana  forgts  to  flow. 

"  Sucb  just  examples  carcfully  read  o*er, 
Slide  without  fiedliug;  without  straining  soar. 
Oft  though  yoiir  strokcs  ilkirprise,  you  should  not 
A  theme  so  migbty  for  a  virgin  Muse.       [choose 
Łong  did  Apelles  his  fam'd  piecfe  decline ; 
His  AIexaoder  was  his  last  design.  ^ 

^'is  Montaguc^s  rich  vein  alonc  roust  prove,   830 
lit^ne  but  s  Phidias  should  attempt  a  JoTe." 

The  fury  pausM,  till  with  a  frightful  sound 
*A  risinff  whirłwind  burst  th'  unhallow^d  gxx)uud. 
Then  she  -"The  deity  we  Fortune  cali, 
Though  dlstant,  rulęs  aad  MiAiiences  all. 
Straieht  for  her  favour  to  her  court  repalr ; 
Important  embassies  ask  wiogs  of  air." 

Each  wondering  tftood ;  buŁ  Horoscope*s  great 
soul, 
That  dangurs  ne*er  alarm,  nor  doubts  controI» 
Rais'd  on  the  pinious  of  the  bounding  wind,  ,  240 
Out-flcw  the  rack,  and  left  the  hours  bchind. 
f     7*he  erentng  now  with.  blusbes  warms  the  air, 
\    The  steer  resigns  the  yoke,  the  hind  his  care. 
•   The  cłofids  above  with  golden  edgings  glow. 
And  folii  ng  dews  refinesh  the  earth  below.'         245 
The  bat  with  sooty  wingsflits  through  thegrove, 
The  reeds  scarcc  rustle,  nor  the  aspines  Diove, 
,  And  all  the  feathcrM  folks  forbear  their lays  of 
^*"'>^  Iove. 

Throngh  the  transparent  region  of  the  skies, 
Swift,  as  a  winh,  the  misKionary  flies :  S50 

!With  wondcr  he  surveys  the  upper  air, 
And  the  sray  giWed  mcteors  sporting  Ułore ; 
łfovk'  lambeiit  jclties.  kindling  in  tbe  night, 
Shoot  through  th**  ethtr  in  a  trail of  light ; 
now  rising  t>tcams  in  th'  azurc  fluid  blend, 
>  Or  fleet  in  olouds,  or  soft  in  sbowers  descend; 
• 

YARfATIOMS. 

After  ver.  212,  tliesc  linę*  are  omitted: 
The  Tibrr  now  no  gentje  Gallus  soes, 
But  smiiing  Thames  eitjoys  her  Normanbys. 

Ver.  332.     The  Fury  said  ;  and  vanishing  from 

sight, 
Cry*d  out,  to  arms ;  so  left  the  rralms  of  light. 
The  combatants  to  th*  enterprizc  consent, 
A  ud  the  next  day  smilM  on  the  great  evcnt. 

*>  Pausaniai,  writtoii  by  Mr.  Norton. 


Or,  if  the  stubbom  ragę  of  cold  prerail, 
In  flakes  they  fly,  or  fali  in  rooulded  hall ; 
How  honey-dews  embalm  the  fragrant  tnorn, 
And  the  fair  oak  with  luscious  sweeta  adom ;  260 
ijL{«iIow  beat  and  moisture  mingle  in  a  mass, 
r  beich  in  thunder,  or  in  lightning  blaze; 
Why  nimbie  corruscations  strike  the  eye. 
And  bold  tomados  bluster  in  the  aky ; 
Why  a  prolific  aura  upwards  tends, 
Ferments  and  in  a  living  shower  descends  ; 
How  vapours  hanging  ón  the  towering  hillt 
In  breezes  sigb,  or  weep  in  warbliug  rilłs; 
Whence  infant  winds  their  tender  pinions  ti^^, 
And  river-gods  their  thirsty  urns  supply.         270 


I 


Tbe  wondering  sagę  piirsues  his  airy  flight. 
And  brayes  the  chill  unwholeeome  dnnipsof  night': 
He  view8  the  tracts  wbere  luininaries  rove, 
To  settle  seasons  here,  and  lates  above; 
To  bleak  Areturus  still  forbid  the  seas, 
The  stormy  K}ds  the  weeping  Hyades; 
The  shinins  lyre  with  strains  attracting  morę 
Heaven's  glittering   manslons  now  than   Hell*s 
Glad  Cassiopeia  circiing  in  the  sky,  [before; 

And  each  fair  Churchill  of  the  galaxy.  280 

Aurora,  on  Elesion  breezes  borne, 
With  blushing  lipsbreathesoutthe  sprightly  mom: 
Each  flower  in  dew  their  short*liv*d  empire  wceps. 
And  Cyotbia  with  her  lovM  Endymion  slecps. 
As  through  the  gloom  the  magus  cuts  his  way 
Impęrfiect  objects  tell  the  doubtful  day ; 
Dim  he  discerns  majestic  Atlas  rise,  | 

And  bend  beneath  the  burden  of  the  skies ;  I 

His  towering  brows  aloft  no  tcmpests  know,     •       \ 
Wfailst  lightning  flies,  and  thunder  rolls  below.2^ 

Distant  from  hence  beyond  a  waste  of  plains^^ 
Proud  Teneriff,  his  giant  hrother,  reigns ;    . 
With  breathmg  fire  his  pitchy  nostriU  glow, 
As  from  his  sides  he  shakes  the  fleecy  snów. 
Around  this  boary  prince,  from  watery  beds. 
His  subject  islands  raise  their  Terdant  heacW; 
The  waves  so  gently  wash  each  rising  hill> 
The  land  seems  floating,  and  the  ocean  stilL^^   . 

Eternal  spring  with  smiiing  verdure  here 
Warms  the  mild  air,  and  cruwns  thoyautbfulyear. 
From  ery  stal  rocks  transparent  rivuiets  flow;  3Ut 
The  tuberose  ever  breathes,  and  violets  błow; 
The  vine  undressM  her  swelling  olusters  b/ars, 
The  labouriug  hind  the  mcllow  olive  eheers ; 
Blossoms  and  frnit  at  once  the  citron  shows. 
And,  as  she  pays,  discorers  still  she  owes. 
Tlie  orange  to  her  sun  her  pride  displays. 
And  gilds  her  fragrant  apples  with  his  rays. 
No  blasts  e*er  discorapose  the  peacefUI  sky, 
The  springsbut  murm^ir,  and  the  winds  but  sigh. 
The  tunefal  swans  on  gliding  rivcrs  float,       [310 
And  warblingdirges  die  on  evcry  notę. 
Where  Flora  treads,  her  zephyr  garlauds  fliugs, 
AndscattersoHourrifrom  hispurple  winspB;[grove8 
Whiist  birds  from  woodbine  bowers  and  jasmine 
Chant  their  glad  nuptials,  and  unenvyM  lovc8. 
Mild  seasons,  risinirhills,  and  silent  dales, 
Cool  gTottoB,  silver  brooks,  and  flowery  vale9, 
GroTes  filPd  with  balmy  s^rubs,  in  pomp  appcnr, 
A  nd  scent  with gales  of  sweeU  the  circiing  y ca r. 3 20 
These  happy  isles,  where  endless  pieasures  wait, 
Are  stylM  by  tuneful  bards — ^theJgj^fitiWAto. 
On  Iłigh,  where  no  hoarse  winds  norcIoirU  resort, 
The  hoodwinkM  goddess  keeps  her  parŁial  court* 
Tpoii  SI  Wheel  of  amethyst  she  sits, 
Gives  and  resum^s,  and  siuiles  and  frowns  by  fits. 


łt 


-rr 


\ 


•j" 


440 


GARTH'S  POEMS. 


( 


In  this  stłll  Iftbyrinth,  aitmnd  her  lie '  \1  Have  I  madę  Sonth  and  Sberiock  diiagree^ 

SpelU,  phiłteriiy  głobe«,  andscheines  of  palmistry:   ^And  puzzle  trutli  with  learii'd  obwurity? 


^ 


Ą  ligiMn  Łhii  hand  the  gipsy  beara, 

la  fiC  ótber  a  propbctic  sieve  afid  sbeen, 

The  damę,  by  diYiuation,  koew  that  soon 
The  magus  would  appear^^^^nd  then  begun : 
*'  Hail  sacred  leer!  tby  embassy  1  know: 
Wars  must  ensue,  the  Fates  will  bave  it  m. 
Dread  feats  shall  follow,  and  disasters  great, 
'     l*ills  charge  on  pills,  and  bolus  bolus  roeet : 
Both  sides  shall  coDquer,  and  yet  both  shall  fiul ; 
Tbe  mortar  now,  and  then  the  urinal. 
i       "  To  tbee  aloue  my  influence  I  owe; 
I  Where  Natare  has  deny^d,  my  favours  flow.    S40 
;    T  is  1  that  gire,  so  mighty  is  my  power/ 
V  J^aith  to  the  lew,  complexion  to  the  Moor. 
'    1  am  the  wretcb^s  wisb,  the  rook^s  pretence, 
I     The  słiigganl's  ease,  .the  cozcomb^s  proyide^cc. 
'     Sir  Scrapc-qni!l,  once  a  supple  smiling  slave, 
Łooks  lofty  now,  and  insoletitly  gi:ave ; . 
Ćuilds,  settles,  purchases,  and  has  each  oour 
Caps  froro  the  rich,  and  curses  from  the  poon 
Spadillto,  that  at  table  ser^M  of  late, 


And  does  the  faithful  Fei^gason  profesa 
liis  ardour  still  for  animosities  ? 
Have  I,  Britannia's  rafety  to  ensnre, 
Expos'd  ber  nak^d  to  be  most  secnre  ? 
.     Hare  1  madę  parttea  opposite/nnite, 
^  In  monstnms  leagues  of  amicable  s^te. 
V  ^To  cufse  their  country,  i^tlllSt  Uie  'cuukflRKi  ery 
Is  freedom ;  bat  their  aim  tbeministry  ?  4Ql 

And  shall  a  dastard^s  cowardice  prerent 
The  war,  ao  long  I  've  łabour^d  to  fcmient  ? 
No,  'tis  re3iolT*d,  be  either  shall  comply, 
Or  I  Ml  renounce  my  wan  divinity." 

With  that,  the  hag  appraach>d  Mirmillo*!  bed. 
And,  Łaking  daerpu*s  meagre  sh^pe,  she  said : 

"  At  noon  of  ni^t  !  basten,  to  di&pel 
Those  tuonilts  in  your  pensiTc  bosom  dwdU 
I  dreamt  but  now  I  heard  your  heaving  sigha* 
Nay,  saw  the  teara  debating  in  your  eyea.        50, 
O  that  ^  were  but  a  dream  !  but  threats  1  find 
ijour  in  your  łooks,  and  raukk  in  your  mind. 
Speak,  whence  it  is  this  late  disorder  flows, 


« 


Souls  heavenly  bom  my  faithless  boons  de^; 
The  brave  is  to  himself  a  deity. 
Though  blest  Astrea*s  gone,  some  soil  remains 
Where  Fortune  is  tbe  slave,  and  Merit  reigns. 

"  The  Tiber  boasts  his  Julian  progcny, 
Thames  his  Nassau,  the  Nile  his  Ptolemy^ 
Iberia,  yet  fur  futurę  sway  designM, 
Shall,  for  a  Hesse,  a  greater  Mordaunt  find. 
Thus  Ariadnę  in  prond  triomph  rode ; 
Che  lost  a  bero,  and  she  found  a  god." 


350 


Mnksrichtockay  himself,  andeates  in  plate;  ^0  /t)^^  shakes  your  soul  and  troubles  your  repoae. 

Has  levees,  ^illas,  mistresses  ^n  storę,  ^ .  i^Mistakes  in  practice  scarcecould  giTe  yoapain; 

And  owns  the  racers  which  he  rubb*d  befbre.     ^.^  \j[op  well  you  know  the  dead  will  ne*er  complaSn. 

'*  What  looks  discorer,  said  the  homicide, 
Would  be  a  fraitless  industry  to  hide. 
My  safety  first  I  must  oon&ult,  and  then 
1 11  8erve  our  suffering  party  with  my  pen.**      60 
"AU  should,'*   Teply'd  the  hag,  "  their  talent 
The  most  attcmpting  oft  the  least  discern.  ^lean; 
I^t  Peterborough  speak,  and  Yanbrugh  Write, 
Soft  AcoA  court,  and  rough  Ciecinna  fight : 
Such  must  succeed ;  but  wfaen  th'  enervate  aim 
r  Beyond  their  fórce,  they  still  contend  for  ahame, 
Had  Coldbatch  printed  nothing  of  his  own» 
He  had  not  been  tbe  ^affuld  of  the  town. 
Asses  and  owls,'  unseenfttRfir  klnd  betray» 
If  these  attempt  to  hoot,  or  those  to  bray.         TOt 
Had  Wbsley  nerer  aim'd  in  rerse  to  please. 
We  had  not  rank'd  him  with  our  OgilhiUk 
Still  censures  will  on  duli  prctenders  fali ; 
A  Codrus  should  expect  a  Jutenal.  m 

III  lines,  but  like  Ul  paintincs,  are  allow'd,^  - 
To  set  ofT,  and  to  recommend  the  good. 
So  diamonds  take  a  justre  from  their  fui^; 
And  to  a  ficntley  't  is  we  owe  a  Boyle, 

"  Consider  well  the  talent  you  possess ; 
To  8trive  to  make  it  morę,  would  make  itless:  SO 
And  recollect  what  gratitudo  is  due. 
To  those  whose  party  you  abandon  now. 
To  them  you  owe  your  odd  magniGcence, 
But  to  your  stars  your  magami nc  of  senae. 
Haapt  in  a  tombril,  awkward  have  you  shinM, 
With  one  fat  slave  before,  and  nonę  bebind. 
Then  hastę  and  join  your  trae  iotrapid  frieuds, 
Sucoess  on  vigour  and  dispatch  depends.** 

Labouring  in  doubts  Mtrmillo  stood  ;  tlkm  sfidt 
**  'T  is  bard  to  nndertake,  if  gain  dissuade ;      ^ 


CANTO  V. 

Wheh  the  still  HTight,  with  peaceful  poppies 

crown'd, 
Had  spread  her  shady  pinioną  o'er  the  ground; 
And  slumbering  chiefs  of  painted  triumphs  dreamf 
While  grove8  and  streams  are  the   soft  virgłn*s 
The  surges  gently  dasb  against  the  shoie,  [theme; 
FJocks  quit  the  plains,  and  galley-Rlaves  the  oar> 
Slęep  sbakcs  its  downy  wings  oVr  morta]  eyes ; 
Marmillo  is  the  only  wretch  it  flies ; 
He  finds  no  respite  from  his  auxious  grief ; 
Then  seeks  fiom  this  «oliloquy  relief.  10 

'*  Loug  have  1  reign*d  uniivard  in  tJte  town, 
OppresiiM  with  fees,  and  deafen'd  with  renown. 
f^  Nonę  e'cr  could  die  wtthduc  solcmnity, 
tfnless  his  passport  first  wars  siirn^d  by  mc. 
!My  arbitrary  bounty*8  iindeny*d  ; 
1  give  reyersions,  and  for  heirs  proTide. 
Nonę  could  the  tedious  nuptial  stftte  support, 
Bnt  I,  to  make  it  easy,  make  it  short. 
I  set  the  discontented  matrons  free, 
And  ransom  hushands  from  captivity.  20 

Shall  one  of  such  importance  then  engage 
In  noisy  rint  and  in  ci  vii  ragę  ? 
Ko :  1  *U  endcavour  Atrąight  a  peace,  and  so 
_Pi«serve  my  cbaracter  and  person  too.*' 

ButDiscoiti,  that  still  haunts  with  hideousmien 
[^  Those  dire  abodes  where  Hymen  once  hath  been, 
0*erheard  Mirmillo*s  anguish  ;  then  begun 
In  poerish  acocnts  to  express  ber  own  : 

**  Have  1  80  often  banish*d  łazy  peare 
From  her  dark  solitude,  and  lov'd  recess  ?         SO 


YARIATIONB. 

I  \'er.  87—104.  Originally  thus, 
But  soon  what  they  've  csalted  they  *U  discaid, 
And  set  up  Carus  or  tbe  city  bard. 

Alarm'd  at  this  the  bero  courage  took. 
And  storms  of  terrourthreaten^d  in  his  iuok. 
"  My  dread  resolyes,*'  he  cry'd  **  Tli  straight  par- 
The  fury,  satisfyM,  in  smilcs  withdrew.      [mc  i" 
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rhat  fool  Ibr  noity  fęo.l8  lai|ce  fees  voald  leave } 
!*eo  harve6U  morę  wonid  all  I  wish  for  give.'> 

"  True  num !"  reply*d  the  elf;  "  by  efaoioe  dis- 
Srer  oontrivtng  pain,  and  never  plrasM.     [eas^d, 
i  pnuent  góod  they  sltght,  an  absent  choose; 
^nd  wbat  tbey  have,  for  wbat  they  have  not,  lofe. 
'aise  prospects  all  their  tme  deligbts  destroy, 
Sffsolr^d  to  want,  yet  laboaring  to  ei^joy. 
n  restlesi  hurriet  thoufditlessiy  they  liye, 
U^ubstanoe  oft  unmoT^d,  for  shadowi  grievt.  100 
SiCudren  at  toyi,  as  men  at  titles,  aim ;  ą  t^ 
ind  i  a  effoet  both  covet  but  the  same.    p^^  '^"^ 
fEin  Philip*8  son  proy^d  in  re7olving  yem ; 
ind  first  for  mm^,  t^<>n  ^^  ^'^rljg  shed  tears/* 

The  fury  spoke  j  then  in  a  moment^^Pd        *  . 
The  bero'8  breast  with  tempests,  and  retir^d. 

In  boding  dreams  MirmiUo^spent  tbe  night, 
ind  frightAil  phantoms  danc^d  before  bis  sight, 
nu  the  pale  Pleiads  c]os*d  ^heir  eyes  of  ligbt 
%t  length  gay  momglows  in  theeastem  skies,  1 10 
rhe  larks  in  raptures  through  the  cther  rise, 
The  azure  mists  scod  o^er  the  dewy  Uwns, 

rbe  amaranth  opes  its  Ieave9,  the  rys'lt»'T>c1]s, 

Ind  Progne  her  eopplaint  of  Teieus  teiis« 

"^ As  boM  MirmillJ  the  grey  dawn  descrieSy 

\rm*d  cap-a-pee,  where  honour  calls,  he  flies, 

ALod  finds  the  legions  planted  at  their  post ; 

l^ntiere  mighty  Suerpo  ńWd  the  eye  th?  most* 

His  arms  were  madę,  if  tre  may  credit  famę,    130 

By  Molciber,  tbe  mayor  of  Birmingham. 

pf  temperM  stibuun  the  bright  shield  was  cast, 

And  y6t  tbe  work  the  metal  far  surpass*d. 

A  foliage  of  the  Tulnccary  leavc8,  [ceircs. 

Qrmv>d  round  the  brim,  the  wondering  sight  de- 

Around  the  centrę  Pate*8  bright  trophies  lay, 

Probes,  saws,  incision-kniYes,  and  tools  to  slay. 

Embost  npon  the  field,  a  battle  stood 

Of  leeches  spouting  bańnorrfaoidai  blood. 

rhc  artist  too  express>d  thi  solemn  state  ISO 

0f  grave  pbysicians  at  aconsuH  met ; 

^boiit  each  symptom  baw  they  disagree, 

Bat  how  unanimous  in  case  of  fee. 

TThilst  each  assassin  his  leam'd  coUeagne  tires 

3Q^ith  leamM  impertinence,  the  sick  expire8. 

Beneath  this  blazing  orb  bright  3uerpo  shone, 
Htmself  an  Atlas,  and  his  shield  a  moon. 
A  postał  for  his  truncheon  led  the  ran, 
And  his  high  helmet  was  a  closę-stool  pan. 
His  crest  an  ibis,  brandisbing  her  beak,  140 

And  winding  in  loose  folds  her  spiral  neck. 
This  wben  the  young  fiuerpoides  beheld, 
His  face  in  nurse'8  breast  the  boy  cOocealM; 
Then  peept,  and  with  th*  efiulgenthelm  would  play, 
And  as  the  monster  irap'd,  would  shrink  away. 
Thus  somctimes  joy  prcTail'd,and  sometimesfoar; 
Andtcars  apd  smilcs  alternate  passions  were. 

As  Suerpo^wering  stood  in  martial  might, 
Pacific  Cajps^mrkled  on  the  right. 
An  oran  outang  o'er  his  shonlders  hung,  150 

His  plume  confessM  the  capon  whence  it  sprung. 
His  motly  mail  searce  could  tbe  bero  bear, 
Haranguing  thus  tbe  tribunes  of  the  war : 

•*  Fam'd  chif  &, 
For  prescnt  triomphs  bom,  de9ign'd  for  morę, 
Your  Tirtue  I  admire,  your  Talour  morę. 
IfH>attle  be  re8olv*d,  you  Ml  find  this  band 
Can  deal  out  destiny,  and  fate  cominand. 
Our  foes  in  throngs  shall  hide  the  crimson  plain, 
And  their  Apollo  interpose  in  vaiii.  i  60 


Thougb  gods  themsclres  engage,  a  Diomed 
With  ease  could  show  a  deity  can  bleed. 

**  But  war*s  roughlrade  should  be  by  fools  profest, 
The  truest  rubbiih  fiiis  a  trench  the  best 
Let  ąuinsies  throttie,  and  the  q.uart<m  shake,  165 
Or  dropsies  drown,  and  gout  and  colics  rack ; 
I^  sword  and  pestilence  lay  waste,  whilc  we ' 
Wagę  bloodles8  wars,  and  fight  In  theory. 
Who  wants  not  merit,  nceds  not  arm  for  famę ;    ^ 
The  dead  1  raise,  my  chiralry  proclaim  )         170 
Diseases  baf&ed,  and  lost  health  restor^d, 
In  Fame*s  bright  list  my  Tictories  record. 
Morę  lires  from  me  their  preservation  own, 
Than  lovers  lose  if  fair  Corndia  firown." 

'*  Your  cures,  ahrill  duerpo  cry*d,  aloud  yoQ  telt. 
But  wisely  your  mtscarriages  conceal. 
Zeno,  a  priest,  in  Samotbrace  of  old, 
Thus  reason*d  with  Philopidas  the  boM : 
'  Immortal  gods  you  own,  but  think  them  blind 
To  what  concems  the  state  of  human  kind.      180 
Either  they  bear  iA>t,  or  regard  not  prayer; 
That  argues  want  of  power,  and  this  of  care. 
Allow  that  wisdom  iuflnite  must  know; 
Powe^  infinite  must  act'    '  I  grant  it  so.' 
Hastę  straight  to  Neptune's  &ne;  sunrey  w\t^  zeal 
The  walls.'  *  What  then  ?*  reply'd  the  infidel. 
*  Obserre  those  numerous  throngs,  in  effigy, 
The  gods  have  sav*d  from  the  devouring  sea.* 
'  >Tis  tnie,  their  pictures  that  escap^d  you  kcęp. 
But  where  are  theirs  that  perisb^d  in  the  deep  }* 

"  Vaunt  nowoo  morę  the  triumph  of  yborskill^ 
But  thougb  unfec*d,  ezert  your  arm,  and  kill. 
Our  soouts  hare  leamM  the  posturę  of  the  foe; 
In  war,  surprises  surcst  conduct  show.'' 

But  Famę,  that  neither  good  nor  badconeeals, 
That  Pbmbroke^s  wortb,  and  Ormond*s  valour  telh; 
How  tnith  in  Bumet,  how  iu  Carendish,  reigns, 
Varro*8  magnifioence  with  9i|aro's  strains ; 
But  how  at  church  and  bar  all  gapc  and  stretch 
If  Winnington  but  plead,  or  Suuth  or  Oniy  preacti ; 
On  nimbie  wings  Łu  Warwick-Ianc  repairs,      201 
And  what  the  enemy  iiitcnilb,  declares. 
Confasion  in  each  countenjuł^nppear^d, 
A  council^s  ca|l>d,  and  Cfentor  ^first  was  heard  ; 
His  labooring  lungs  the  tliron^dpraetorium  rent, 
Addressing  tbiis  tbe  pas8ivc  president : 

**^Iachaou*,  whose  €xpeńcncc  we  adore, 
Oreat  as  your  matcbless  merit,  is  your  power. 
At  your  approach,  the  bafiSed  tyrantDcath[tceth. 
Breaks  his  keen  shafts,  an^  grinds  his  clashing 
To  you  we  leare  the  conduct  of  the  dify ;         ^  1 1 
What  you  command  your  rassals  mu.s't  obey. 
If  this  dread  entcrprise  ycM  would  decline, 
We^ll  send  to  treat,  and  stifl^  the  design. 
But,  if  my  aiguments  had  force,  we»d  try 
To  humble  our  audacious  foes,  or  die : 
Our  spite,  they  *I1  fitid,  to  their  advantage  ]eaM| 
The  end  is  good,  no  matterfor  the  means. 
So  modem  casuists  their  talents  try, 
Uprigbtly  for  the  sake'  of  tmth  to  He.**  «M 

He  had  not  finishM,  till'th*out-guards  descry*d 
Bright  columns  moire  in  formkUble  pride  ^ 

YARIATIONS. 

Ver.  *i05. — ^Tnie  to  eitremes,  yet  to  duli  forms  a 

8lave, 
He's  always  duUy  gar,  or  rainly  grave. 
With  indiguation,  and  a  darincr  air, 
He  pausM  awłiile,  and  thus  addres8'd  tbe  chair, 
'  Dr.  Goodall.  *  Sir  Hiomas  Millington. 
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GARTH'S  POEMS. 


Tbe  puttDg  poop  todsszkd  fitom  mtw, 
It  aeemM  atńaoipbynitlier  tłuuia  war.       [grnr, 
Though  wkle  tbe  front,  thoo^  gron  the  plialanx 
IŁ  look'd  less  drcadfal  as  it  oearer  grew. 

Tbe  advene  bost  for  actioo  straig bt  prepare ; 
Ali  eager  to  luiTeil  the  &ce  of  war.  [fi^d, 

Tbeir  chiefii  laoe  on  tbeir  belms,  and  take  tbe 
And  to  tbeir  inisty  sąnire  resagn  tbe  sbield.    230 
To  paint  cach  knigbt,  tbeir  ardoar  and  alaims, 
Woold  ask  tbe  Mose  tbai  soog  tbe  frogs  in  aims. 

And  now  tbe  signal  sammons  to  tbe  firny ; 
Hock  fidehioBS  flasb,  and  paltry  ensigns  płay. 
Tbeirpatron  god  bis  sil^er  bow-strings  twangs; 
Tougb  barness  mstles^and  bold  annoor  clangs  ; 
Tbe  picroBg  canstics  ply  tbeir  ^tefbl  power  ; 
Emeties  ranch,  and  keen  catbartics  tcour; 
The  deadly  dnigs  in  douUe  doses  fly ; 
And  pestles  peaJ  a  martial  symphony.  940 

Now  fnm  tbeir  lercll^d  syńntces  they  ponr 
Tbe  1iqiud  roliey  of  a  missire  sbower. 
Not  stonns  of  słeet,  wbich  o*er  tbe  Baltic  djrive» 
Pash'd  on  by  northern  gusts  soch  borroor  gire. 
Like  spoats  in  southern  seas  the  deloge  broke. 
And  nnmberi  sunk  beneatb  tb*  impetuousstn^c 
*"  *   So  wfaen  leyiathans  dispate  tbe  reign 
'  And  onoontiolM  doninion  of  tbe  main  ^ 
•   From  tbe  rent  rocks  wbole  coial  grores  are  tom, 
.   And  isles  of  sea-weed  on  tbe  waves  are  bom ;  S50 
.  Snch  watery  stores  from  tbeir  spread  nostnls  ńy, 
jjTis  doobtfiil  which  is  sea,  and  wbich  is  sky. 
'  And  now  tbe  staggering  brares,  led  by  despair, 
Ad^ance,  and  to  return  tbecbarx«  prepare. 
Each  seizes  for  bis  sbidd  a  spacioo^  scalę, 
Aod  the  brass  weigbu  fly  tbick  as  showers  of  haiL 
Wbole  beaps  of  waniors  welter  on  tbe  giS3Uid» 
With  gally-pots  and  broken  phials  csuMSd; 
/Wbilst  enq>ty  jara  the  dire  defeat  resound. 
■    ^    Tbus  wben  some  storm  its  crystal  ąuarry  rends, 
•     And  Jove  in  rattHng  showers  of  ioe  descendtf  |  [260 
Monot  Athos  shakes  tbe  forests  on  bis  brow, 
Wfailst  down  his  woonded  sides  hesh  torrents 
flow, 
L    i^"d   |eaves  and  limbs  of  trees  o^erspread  the 
vale  below. 
But  now,  all  order  lost,  promiscnoos  blows 
ConfiisMly  foU  ^  perpl6x'd  the  battle  lą^rows. 
From  Stentor's  '  arm  a  massy  opiate  flies, 
And  straigfat  a  deadly  sleep  clos*d  Caru^s  eyes. 
At  Colon  *  gnat  Sertoritis  ^^"fkyH*'^  flung,  [stong; 
W  bo  with  fierce  gripes,  like  tbose  of  deatth,  was 

YJlRIATIONS. 

Ver.  321.    What  Stentor  oficr^d  was  by  most  ap- 

prov'd ; 
Bnt  generał  voices  seveml  methods  mov'd. 
At  leogtb  th'  adventurons  heroes  all  agree 
T*  expect  the  foe,  ftnd  actdefensi^ely.' 
Into  the  shop  tbeir  bold  battałions  morę. 
And  what  their  chief  commands,  tbe  rest  approre. 
Down  from  ihe  walls  they  tear  the  shelves  in  hastę, 
Which  on  their  flank  for  paJisades  are  plac'd ; 
And  then  behind  the  connter  raDg'd  they  stand, 
TbHr  front  so  wel)  9ecur'd,  t'  obc^  command. 

And  now  tbe  scouts  tbe  adrerse  bosts  desery, 
Bioe  aprons  in  the  air  for  colours  fly: 
With  unresisted  force  they  urge  their  way. 
And  find  tbe  foc  cmbattled  in  array. 

3  Dr.  Goodall  against  Dr.  Tyson.    «  Dr.  Birch. 


BntwithadmiitiesB  aaddiidaMinlaMeii        fiTI 

HnrlM  back  ateel  pills,  aad  bit  bim  on  tiie 

Chiion  ^  attack*d  Taltbibins  with  flach  might. 

One  pass  bad  panncliHl  tbe  hnge 

Who  stiaigbt  retrciied  to  erade 

But  in  a  flood  ofajggcm  was  drowo^d. 

This  Psylas^  saw,  ancT  ib  tbe  Tictor 

"  Thon  sbalt  oot  iong  sorriTe  th*  unwieldy  4ead, 

Thy  late  shaiJ  foilow ;"  to  oon£nn  it,  swore. 

By  tb'  image  of  Pjd4|H1^  whicb  be  borę :  280 

And  rais'd  an  eagie  stooe,  inToking  kiod 

On  Cyntbia,  leaning  o'er  a  silrer  cioud : 

"  Grcat  qiaeeB of  night,aiid  empreas  of  tbe  seat, 
If  foiŁhfid  to  thy  madnigfat  mysteńes, 
If  still  obserrant  of  my  eariy  rows, 
Theae  bands  bave  eas^d  the  mooming  iaatrort 
Diiect  this  rais'd  avengiiig  arm  arigbt ;     [thrową 
So  may  lond  cymbals  sid  thy  labouring  l^M-" 
He  said,  and  let  tbe  pooderons  fragment  fly 
At  Chiron,  bat  leani*d  Hermes  put  it  by.         380 

Though  tbe  baianguing  god  swrreyM  tbe  war* 
Tbat  day  the  Muse**  sons  were  not  bis  carc  ; 
1  Vo  friends,  adepta,  tbe  TlttDKSgistf  l>7  vMtM»t, 
Alike  their  featuies,  and  alike  their  flame  ; 
As  simpliag  near  foir  Tweedeach  sung  by  toni, 
Tbe  listening  river  would  neglect  his  nnu 
Tbose  lires  they  laU'd  to  rescoe  by  their  akill, 
Tbeir  Muse  oonid  make  immortal  with  ber  qu3l; 
Bot  łeam'd  inqniries  after  natures  state 
DissoWd  tbe  kagne,  ani  kindled  a  debatę.      900 
The  one,  for  lofty  labours  fruitfol  kaown^ 
Fiird  magszines  with  vohunes  of  bis  owa. 
At  bis  once-foTowf^d  friend  a  tome  he  thresr, 
Tbat  from  its  birth  bad  siept  uaseen  tiU  now  ; 
.Stnnn'd  with  tbeblow,  the  batter^dbaid  retir'd, 
5ank  down,  and  in  a  simile  expir*d. 

And  now  the  oohorts  shake,  tbe  legiona  pty, 
The  yielding  flanks  confessthe  Tictory, 
Stentor,  ondannted  still,  %«itb  noble  ragę 
Sprung  through  the  batile,  fiueąm  to  engage.  310 
Fierce  was  the  onset,  tbe  dispate  was  great, 
Botb  could  not  ▼anqui8b,  neither  would  retreat ; 
Each  combatant  bis  adTersary  maols, 
With  batter'd  bed^^saas,  and  sŁav*d  uiinals. 
On  Stentor^s  crest  tbe  usriul  cbrystal  breaks. 
And  tears  of  amber  gutter^d  down  his  chceks  : 
But  whiist  the  champion»as  late  mmouis  teU, 
Destgn*d  a  suredecisire  stroke,  he  fell : 
And  as  the  victor  horering  o*er  bim  stood, 
With  anns  extended,  thus  tbe  sappliant  sued :  390 

"  Wben  honour'6  lost,  »t  is  a  relief  to  die  j     "^ 

Death*s  but  a  surę  retrrat  from  inlamy.  J 

But,  to  the  lost  if  pity  inigbt  be  shown, 

Reflcct  on  yoong  Śuerpi^ides  tliy  son  ; 

T^en  pity  minę,  for  such  an  tn£int  grace 

Smiles  inhis  eyes  and  flatters  in  bis  fisce. 

If  be  was  near  aompassion  be  'd  creat^ 

Or  eise  lament  his  wretcfaed  parenfs  fote. 

Thine  is  the  glory,  and  the  fieid  is  thine  ; 

To  tbee  tbe  lov*d  Dispensary  1  resign.**  330 

At  this  the  rictors  own  such  estasies, 
As  Memphian  priests  if  tbeir  Osiris  snseze : 
Or  champtons  with  Olympic  clangour  &r*d  ; 
Or  simpering  prudes  wit!)  bprigbtly  Naiilz  inspir*d; 
Or  Suitans  rais*d  from  dungeons  to  a  crown  ; 
Qr  fastiiig  »«iotS  WTiuSlft  tBrT6gTfil<m's  douc 

Awhile  Łhe  chief  Łhe  deadly  stroke  decIiD'd, 
Aud  found  compa&Hon  pleoding  in  his  mind. 

s  Dr.  Gili  against  Dr.  Ridley.  «  Dr.  Chamberlain. 


THE  DISPENSART.    CANTO  VI. 


H3 


lot  whilsl  be  ▼i6w'd  irith  pity  the  dirtressM, 

le  spy^d  Signetur  *>  writ  upon  his  breaft  340 

^D  tow*rcla  tbe  ikies  h«  tOM*d  his  threatening 

head, 
Lnd,  fli^d  with  inore  than  mortal  fiiry,  said; 

**  Sooner  than  I  *11  from  ▼ow*d  rerenge  desiit, 
lis  UoIinesBshall  tarn  a  Snietist; 
ansenius  and  the  Jesnits  agree, 
The  inqaisition  wink  athemy, 
Varin  con^ocationa  own  the  church  tfecure, 
Lod  morę  coosnit  her  doctrine  than  her  power.'* 
'  Wtth  that  hedrew  ająoi^stjn  his  rago, 
To  pnncture  the  still  supplicating  sagę.  S50 

Rt,  while  his  thoughti  that  fiital  stroke  decree, 
^PoUainteiposjd  jn.  form  of  fee. 
The  chief  great  P8ean'8  gotden  tiesses  knew, 
le  own*d  the  god,  and  his  rais'd  arm  withdiew. 

Thofl  often  at  the  Temple-stairs  we  *ve  seen, 
rwoTritonsof  a  rough  athletic  mion, 
lourly  dispute  some  qaarret  ef  the  flood, 
li^itli  knucklei  bniis'dy  and  foce  besmear*d  in 
I  blood; 

^t,  at  the  first  appearanee  of  a  farę, 
loth  quit  tbe  fny,  and  to  their  oars  repair.     S60 
Ljhe  hero  so  his  enterprise  recalls, 
lis  fist  uoclenches,  and  the  weapon  folls. 


CANTO  VI. 


Vhiłi  the  sbrill  clangourof  tbe  battle  rings, 
luspickMis  Health  aiipeared  on  Zephyr*s  wings ; 
»he  seem'd  a  cherub  most  divinely  bright, 
tf oriMoft  than  air,  morę  gay  than  moroing-ligHt. 
V  charm  sbe  takes  from  each  exoełling  foir, 
\nd  borrows  Carłisle^s  shape»  and  Grafton'8  air. 
rier  eyes  like  Ranelagh's  their  beams  dispense, 
Vith  Churchilł*8  bloom,  and  Bcrkeley*s  innocence; 
>n  Iris  thtts  the  diifering  beams  bestow 
The  dye,  that  pai  uts  tbe  wonders  of  her  bow  ;     10 
'rom  tbe  foir  nympb  a  vocal  musie  falls, 
^8  to  Machaon  thus  the  goddess  calls :     [shown, 
'  *'  £oougb»  th*  achievement  of  your  arms  you  Ve 
f  ou  seek  a  triumpfa  you  should  biuifh  to  own. 
**  Hastę  to  th*  fcllysian  fields,  those  blessM  abodes, 
Vhere  JtUcreyi^its  among  the  demi-gods. 
^onsult  that^aacred  sagę,  he  '11  soon  disclose 
lnejiifiUuKlJUttt  musŁ  inQUifjt..r.hwftgCM'S. 
^t  Celsus^  for  that  enterprise  prepare, 
lis  cónduct  to  the  Shades  shali  be  my  i'are/>     20 

Aghast  the  hcroes  stood  dissoW^d  in  fear, 
i  form  8oheavenly  brigtit  they  coold  not  bear; 
i^ckus,  alone  unmovM,  the  sight  beheld, 
Phe  rcst  in  pale  cunfusion  lelt  the  Beld. 

So  when  the  pygmies,  marsbaird  on  the  plains, 
Vage  puny  war,  againstth*  inrading  rrancs; 
rhp  puppetfi  to  their  bodkin  spears  repair, 
Vnd  scatter'd  feathors  Autter  in  the  air  ; 
iaty  whcn  the  b<ild  imperial  bird  of  Jove 
•toops  ou  hi9  Moundiog  pinions  from  above,       '  30 
kmong  the  brakrs  the  fairy  nation  crowds, 
Ind  the  Strimimian  8qundron  sceks  the  cloods. 

YARIATIONS. ' 

^er.  342.  Faith  stand  unmov*d  throngh  Stilling- 

fleet*ł*  defence, 
Lnd  Locke  for  mystery  abandon  senae. 

*'  Those  membcrs  of  the  college  that  obserre  a 
ite  statutf>,  are  called  by  the  apotbccaries  Sig- 
eir/r  men. 

•  Dr.  Batcman. 


And  now  the  ddegate  prepares  to  go 
And  view  the  woudera  of  the  realms  below ; 
Then  takes  amomum  for  the  goiden  bough. 
Thrice did fEegoddess  with  her sacred  wand 
The  pairement  atrike;  and  >traight  at  ber  conw 
The  willing  surfoce  opens,  and  descrtes        [mand 
A  deep  descent  that  leads  to  nether  skies. 
Hygeia  to  the  silent  region  tends;                      40 
And  with  his  heayenly  guide  the  charge  desoends. 
Thus  Numa,  when  to  halh>w*d  caves  retir'd, 
Was  by  £geria  guarded  and  inspir^d.  

Within  the  chambcrs  of  the  globe  they  spy 
Tbe  ^wds  wherc  sleeping  ▼egetał>les  lie, 
Till  the  glad  summotis  of  a  geniał  ray 
Uobinds  the  glebe^  and  ealls  tbem  out  today. 
Hcnce  pancies  triek  themseWes  in  ▼arious  hue. 
And  bence  jonquiłs  derive  their  fragrant  dew ;     ^ 
Hence  the  carnation  and  tbe  bashftil  rosę  5Ó 

Their  virgin  blushes  to  the  morn  disiHoae ^     .       Z 
Hence  the  chaste  Uly  rises  to  the  light, 
Unveil8  her  snowy  breasts,  and  cbarms  the  sight; 
Hence  arbours  are  with  twining  greens  array^d, 
T*  obłige  ooinplaining  lovers  with  their  shade^ 
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And  hence  on  Dapbne's  laurerd  forebead  grow 
Immortal  wreaths  for  Phccbos  and  Nassao, 

The  insects  berę  their  liiigering  trance  sunrire: 
BenumbM  they  seem'd,  and  doubtful  if  ali?e. 
From  Winter*  8  fiiry  hither  they  repair,  60 

And  stay  for  milder  skies  and  sufter  air. 
Down  to  these  cells  obscener  reptiles  creePy 
Where  hateful  nutes  and  painted  lizaida  tieep  ; 
Where sbireringsnakcs  the  mmmersolstice  wait; 
Uniuri  their  painted  folds,  and  slide  in  state. 
Herę  their  new  form  the  numb*d  eoiC^B  hide 
Their  nnmerous  feet,  in  slender  bandage  ty'd: 
Soon  as  thekindling  earbegint  to  rise, 
Th's  upstart  race  thetr  native^łod  despite. 
And  proud  of  painted  winga  attempt  the  skies.    79 

Now  those  profounder  regions  they  esplore^   '^ 
Where  metals  ripen  '\n  vast  cakes  of  on. 
Hcre,  sullcn  to  the  sight,  at  large  is  spread 
The  duU  unwieldy  mata  of  lumpish  lead. 
There,  glimmeńug  in  their  dawning  beds,  aieaeen 
The  light  aspiring  seeds  of  sprightly  tin. 
Tbe  copper  sparUes  nezt  in  mddy  streakt  j 
And  in  the  gtoom  betrasrs  ita  glowing  cbec^. 
The  silrer  then,  with  bright  and  bumishM  grace, 
Yooth  and  a  blooming  lostre  in  ita  face,  80 

To  th'  arins  of  those  morę  yietding  metals  flies, 
Aml  in  tbe  folds  of  their  embreces  lies. 
So  cłoee  they  cling,  so  stubbornly  retire; 
The  r  love*8  morę  violcnt  than  the  chymisfs  fire. 

Near  these  the  delegate  with  wonder  apies 
Where  floods  of  living  silver*serpenti8e; 
Where  richest  metals  their  bright  looks  put  on. 
And  goiden  streams  through  amber  chajinels  run; 
Where  light's  gay  god  descends,  to  ripen  gems. 
And  lend  a  hislre  brighter  than  his  beams.         90 

Herę  he  obserYCs  the  sobterranean  cella, 
Where  wanton  Naturę  sporta  in  idle  sbells. 
Some  bellcoeids,  lome  conical  appear : 
These,  mitfes  emulate,  those  turhapa  are. 
Herę  marcasitto  in  various  figurę  wait. 
To  ripen  to  a  tme  metallic  state : 
Till  drops  that  from  impending  rocks  descend 
Their  siibstance  petrify,  and  progress  end. 
Nigh,  livid  seas  of  kindled  sulphor  flow. 
And,  wbiist  eT)raa*d,  their  fiery  surgea  glow,     lOO 
ConYułsions  in  the  labouring  mountaias  rise. 
And  hurl  their  meltcd  vita1s  to  tbe  skies. 
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He  TiewB  with  borrour  nezt  tbe  noisy  csve. 


'    Where  with  boMie  dins  imjpńtooM  tempetts  nre ; 
Where  cUmofoiM  harricanes  attempt  Łhdr  ffight. 
Ot,  wbirling  in  tiunuMiioiu  eddiei,  6ght. 
'~  'Tbe  warring  winda  imniov*d  Hygeia  beaid, 
Bra^M  tbeir  loud  jan,  bat  omch  for  Cebos  feai^d. 
Andromeda  n^  whiitt  ber  bero  foaght, 
Sbook  for  bil  danger,  but  ber  own  forgot         110 
f~     And  now  tbe  godde«  witb  ber  chaige  descendi, 
,    Wbilft  acarce  one  cbeerfol  gUinpee  tbeir  steps  be- 

frienda. 
I    Berę  bis  fonaken  teatold  Cbaos  Iceeps; 

Ąnd,  undiatorb^d  by  form,  in  lileoce  ileept; 
•    A  gridy  wigbt,  and  hideoaa  to  the  eye, 
.    An  a«rkward  lump  of  shapelew  anarcby. 
With  fordid  age  bit  featnres  are  defocM; 
Hia  landa  nnpeopled,  and  his  coontries  waste. 
To  theae  daii  realma  much  leamed  lumber  creeps, 
'   TberecopiousMortonsafeinsilencesIeepa;   190 
j  •  Where  imisbroom  libels  in  obłtvion  lie^ 
.^.jAnd,  aoon  aa  bom,  like  otber  monaten,  die. 
^Upon  a  conch  of  jet,  in  theae  abodea, 
Pnll  Nigfot,  bis  melancholy  conaort,  noda. 
Ko  waya  and  meaoa  tbeir  cabinetemploy ; 
Bat  tbeir  darie  boars  tbey  waate  in  barren  joy. 

Nigb  tbia  receaa,  ^ith  terronr  tbey  aonrey 
Where  Death  maintaina  hta  dread  tyrannic  away. 
In  tbe  cloae  oovert  of  a  cypreaa  gro?e, 
Where  goblina  firisk,  and  airy  apectres  rore,    130 
Yawna  a  dark  caTe»  trith  awfol  borrour  wide, 
And  tbere  the  monareh'a  triumpha  are  deacry*d; 
Coiifoa'd,  and  wildly  huddied  to  the  eye, 
Tbe  beggar'a  poucb  and  prince'8  purple  He; 
Bim  lampa  witb  aickly  raya  acarce  seem  to  glow; 
Sigba  beaYe  in  moomfiil  moans,  and  teara  o^eiilow; 
Reatleaa  Aniciety,  fortom  Deapair, 
And  all  the  Med  family  of  Care; 
Old  monldering  oma,  racka,  dagn^ra,  and  distreaa, 
Make  np  tbe  frightfol  borronr  of  the  p^ce.     140 

Within  ita  dfndfo]  jawa  thoae  foriea  wait, 
Which  ereente  tbe  barah  decrees  of  Fate. 
Jebrie  is  firat:  the  bag  lelentłeaa  heara 
Tbe  Tii|pn'a  aigha,  and  aeea  the  iufanfa  tean. 
In  ber  pareb'd  eye>bałls  fiery  meteora  reign; 
And  reatleaa  fements  revel  in  eacb  Tein. 

Then   Hydropt   next  appean  amongat   tbe 
throng; 
Bloatedy  and  big,  abe  alowly  saila  along: 
But,  like  a  miaer,  in  excem  she  'a  poor, 
And  pinea  for  tbirat  amid^t  ber  watery  store.   150 

Now  loathaome  Lępja,  that  offensire  spright, 
With  foul  emptiona  stain'd,  oflTends  tłie  sight  j 
Stiłl  deaf  to  beauty'a  soft  persuading  power; 
Norcan  bright  Hebe'a  charms  her  bloom  aecare. 

Wbilat  meagre  Ptbisis  givea  a  ailent  blow, 
Her  atrokea  are  aure,  but  ber  ad^ances  slow: 
No  loud  alarma,  nor  fleroe  aaaaulta,  are  ahown; 
8be  atarvea  tbe  fortreaa  firat,  then  takea  the  town. 
Bebind  atood  crowds  of  much  inferior  famę, 
Too  numerous  to  repeat,  too  foul  to  name;      IfO 
Tbe  yasaala  of  tbeir  mnnareb's  tyranny, 
Wbo,  at  hta  nod,  on  fata!  enranda  fiy. 

Now  Celsus,  witli  bia  glorions  guide,  ioTadea 
The  ailent  region  of  the  fleeting  abades; 
Where  rocka  and  ruefut  deaerts  are  deacryM, 
And  auUen  Stysr  rolls  down  his  lazy  tide; 
Then  shows  the  forry-man  the  plant  be  bore, 
And  claims  his  pasaajre  to  the  further  shore. 

fo  whoin  tho  Stygian  pilot,  smiling,  saiH, 
You  need  no  passport  to  dentand  our  aid.     170 


ysicians  nercr  iinger  ón  tbia  aCraad : 


Charon' 'a  pratent  atiD  at  thór 

r  awftił  monareb  and  bia  eonsort  owe 

o  tbem  the  peopling  of  tbe  realma  bekmr. 
Then  in  bia  swaAby  band  be  graapM  tbe 
ReeeiT'd  bia  gueats  aboaid,  and  siiorM  fiom  ahoie. 

Now,  aa  the  goddeaa  and  her  charge  pnepaie 
To  breathe  tbe  aweeta  of  aoft  Elyaiaa  air, 
Upon  the  left  tbey  apy  a^penaire  ahade, 
Wbo  on  his  bended  arm  bad  laisM  his  bend:    180 
Pale  grief  aat  beavy  on  bis  moumlbl  look; 
Towfaom,  notmiconoem'd,  timsCdanaspoke: 

"  Tell  me,  tbou  much  afflicfced  shade,  wky  stgbi 
Burst  firom  yoor  breast,  and  torrents  fnmi  jw 

eyes: 
And  wbo  tbose  mangled  manas  arei,  wbicfa  abow 
A  aollen  aatisiactiott  at  your  woe'?" 

*<  Snoe,*'  said  tbe  gboet,««  witb  pity  you'l]  afttend, 
Know,  I  'm  Guiicnm^,  once  your  firmest  frśeiid; 
And  on  tbis  barren  beacb  in  diaeontent 
Am  daom'd  to  alay,  tiU  th'  angry  powers  retent.  1 90 
Thoae  apectres,  aeam^d  with  acara,  tbat  tlireatea 
The  yictima  of  my  late  ill-^oodnct  are.        [tbei^ 
Tbey  Yes  witb  enaleas  clamoura  my  repose: 
This  wanta  bia  palate;  tbat  dcmanda  bis  moae: 
And  here  tbey  execnte  atem  Plato'a  will. 
And  p1v  me  erery  moment  with  a  ihH." 

Tbe^Gelsus  tbus:  **  O  mncb-4amented  state ! 
How  rigid  is  tbe  aentence  you  relatet 
Metbinks  I  reeoUect  your  former  air,  [were! 

But  ab,  how  much  you  're  changM  from  wliat  jjm. 
losipid  as  your  late  ptisans  yon  lie,  201 

That  once  were  sprigbtlier  for  tban  Memny« 
At  the  sad  tale  you  tell,  tbe  poppies  weep. 
And  moum  tbeir  vegetable  souls  asleep; 
The  unctaous  larix,  and  the  beaKng  pine, 
Lament  your  fate  in  tears  of  tnrpentine. 
But  still  tbe  offspring  of  your  brein  sball  prove      . 
Tbe  grDCer*8  care,  and  braYe  the  rac^  of  Jore :     (^ 
Wben  bonflres  blaze,  yoor  vagrant  works  shaJl  riae 
In  rockets,  till  tbey  reacb  the  wondering  skies.  910 

*'  If  mortals  e'er  the  Stygian  powers  oould  bend, 
Entreaties  to  their  awfol  seats  I  'd  aend. 
But,  sinóe  no  buman  artsthe  fateadissnade, 
Direct  me  how  to  find  blessM  HarTey*s  shade." 
in  Tain  th'  unhappy  ghost  still  uąf d  his  stay ; 
Then,  rising  from  the  ground,  hc  show'd  the  way.  i 
Nigb  the  duli  shore  a  shapdess  mountain  stood, 
That  with  a  dreadfoł  irown  sunreyM  tbe  flood.  ^ 
Its  foarfol  brow  no lively  greens  pnt  on; 
No  fńsking  goats  bound  o'er  the  ridgy  stone.    9S&^ 
To  gain  the  summit  the  bright  goddess  try*d; 
And  Celsus  foi1ow'd,  by  degrees,  his  guide. 

']li'a8rent  thus  coQquer*d,  now  they  tower  oo 
high. 

And  taste  th*  indulgenoe  of  a  milder  sky. 

Loose  breezes  on  tbeir  airy  pinions  play, 
Soft  infant  blossoms  their  chaste  odoors  pay. 
And  roses  bhish  their  frayrantliTes  away. 
Cool  streams  through  Aowery  meadows  gently 

glide; 
And,  as  they  paf s,  tłieir  painted  banka  they  chidi*. 
These  bliasfol  plains  no  blights  nor  mildews  foar, 
The  fiowers  oe*er  fodc,  and  shrubs  are  niyrtles 
The  mom  awakes  the  tolip  from  her  bed;    [here. 
Kre  noon  in  painted  pride  she  decks  ber  head, 
łtobM  in  rich  dye  she  triumpbs  on  the  green. 
And  every  flower  does  homaige  to  their  qucen.  235 

*Dr.Mortoa. 
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lo,  when  brigbt  Yenut  riscs  from  tbe  ilood, 
A-round  in  tbroof  s  tbe  wonderiag  Nereidx  crowd; 
rhe  Tritons  gazę,  and  tanę  eachTOcal  sbeU, 
^nd  eyery  grace  untung,  the  wares  conoeaŁ 
"  Tbe  delegato  obienes,  witb  wondering  eyet, 240 
A.inbnMial  dews  descend,  aod  incense  rise; 
t*ben  hayteos  onward  to  tbe  peońre  grave, 
rhe  silent  mantion  of  i<ittgtroMa  Ui¥f  ■ 
Hfcre  Jealoiuy  witb  jaundic'd  looks  appean, 
find  broken  shimbers,  and  fantastic  fears. 
Tbe  widow'd  turtle  bangs  ber  moulting  wings, 
A.nd  to  tbe  wooda  in  moarnfol  murmun  stngt* 
Ko  windB  but  sigbs  tliere  ara,  no  floodi  but  teart; 
Bacb  conscious  tree  a  tragic  signal  bean. 
Tbeirwounded  bark  recordf  fome  broken  vow, 
And  willow-^ąrlands  bang  on  erery  bougb. 
'^  Olmi  here  in  lolitude  be  found, 
Her  down-cast  eyes  fix*d  on  tbe  lilent  gióund: 
Her  dress  negleeted,  and  unbouńd  ber  b4ir, 
S|ie  ieem*d  the  dy  tng  image  of  detpair. 
How  latały  did  tbis  celebrated  thing 
9lase  in  tbe  box,  and  sparUe  in  the  ring; 
TiU  tbfe  green-cicknest  and  love'i  force  betray'd 
To  Deftth'!  remorseless  arms  th'  linhappy  nuud! 

AU  o*er  confu8'd  the  goilty  k>ver  atood,      860 
The  light  fonook  his  eyes,  bil  cbeekf  tbe  blood^ 
An  icy  borrour-shi^ei^d  in  his  łook, 
As  to  the  ćoU-compIexion'd  nymph  be  spoke: 

'*  Tell  me,  dear  ihade,  from  whence  mich  ansuom 
care,  * 

Yoor  looks  diiorder'd,  and  yourbosombare? 
Why  thus  you  langUish  like  a  drooping  flower, 
Cnish'd  by  tha  veight  of  some  relentless  shower? 
Your  langttid  looks,  your  late  jll-condiiot  tell; 
Oh  tbat,  instead  of  trash,  you  'd  taken  steel !" 

Stabb*d  witbth'  unlund  reproach,  theconscious 
nkaid  STO 

Thus  to  ber  late  insoltińg  lorer  said: 
"  When  ladiet  listen  not  to  łoose  desire, 
You  style  our  modesty  oiir  want  of  fire: 
Smile  or  forbid>  encourage  or  reprove, 
You  still  fiad  reasons  to  beliere  «eiovie: 
Vainly  you  tbink  a  liking  we  betray, 
And  never  mean  the  peeyish  tbings  we  say. 
Few  a^e  tbe .fitir-ones  of  Ra6Ihi's  make, 
UnaskM  she  grants,  aninjur'd  she  'U  fortake: 
But  sereral  Caliaś,  several  ages  boist,  S80 

Tliat  like,  where  reason  recommends  the  most. 
Where  beavenly  truth  and  tenderoess  conąpife, 
Cbaste  passion  raay  persuade  tts  to  desire.** 

*'  Your  8cx,"  hę  cry>d,'*  as  custom  bids^  behayes'; 
In  formft  the  tyront  ties  such  baughty  slaYjss. 
To  do  nice  conduct  rig^t,  you  naturą  wrong; 
Impulses  are  but  weak,  where  reason^s  struog. 
Some  want  tbe  oourage;  but  how  few  the  flame ! 
They  like  the  thing,  tbat  startie  at  the  name; 
Tbe  looely  Phcenin,  thougb  profiMs*d  a  nun,  290 
Warms  into  love,  and  kindles  at  the  Sun; 
Those  tales  of  spicy  ums  and  fragrant  fires 
Are  but  the  emblems  of  ber  seorch'd  desires.** 

Tben,  as  be  8trove  to  clasp  the  fleeting  ftur, 
His  empty  arms  €onfess'd  th*  impas8łve  air. 
From  his  embracc  th'  unbody'd  spectre  flies. 
And,  as  ibe  mov'd,  she  chid  him  witb  ber  eyei. 

They  hasten  now  to  tbat  deUghtful  plain, 
Where  tbe  glad  manes  of  the  ble8s'd  remain:    > 
Where  Harvey  gathers  simples,  to  bestow      300 
Immortal  youth  on  heroes*  shades  below. 
Soon  as  the  brigbt  Hygeia  was  in  view» 
Tk^  Teneiable sagę  bar  piesenoe  knew:  •   - 
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Thus  be— 

'*  Hail,  bloominggoddess!  thon  propitioas  power, 
W  bose  blessings  mortals  morę  than  łife  implore ! 
Witb  80  much  lustre  your  bright  looks  endear, 
Tbat  cottages  are  courts  where  those  appear. 
Mańki nd,  as  you  Touchsafc  to  smile  or  ftown, 
Finds  ease  in  chains,  or  anguisb  in  a  crown.  310 
rj"  Witb  just  resentments  and  oontempt  you  see 
£Che.fj2QL  dissensions  of  the  fiusurty; 
How  your  sad  sickening  art  now  hangs  ber  head^ 
'  nd,  onoc  a  science,  is  become  a  trade. 
er  Bons  ne'er  rifle  ber  mytterious  store. 
But  study  naturę  less,  and  lucre  morę. 
""ot  so  when  Romę  to  th'  Epidaurian  raii'd 
A  tempie,  where  devoted  iocenae  blaz*d. 
Oft  (ather  Tiber  Tiews  tbe  lofty  fire, 
As  the  leam'd  son  is  worshipp'd  like  the  sire;  32^ 
Tbe  sagę  witb  Romulus  like  honours  claim; 
Tbe  gift  of  life  and  laws  were  then  the  same. 
"  1  show'd  of  oid,  how  Tital  currents  glide. 
And  the  meanden  of  the  reAuent  tide. 
Then,  Willis,  why  spdntaneous  actions  hett^ 
And  whence  in^oluntary  motions  tbere: 
And  how  the  spirits,  by  mechanic  laws, 
In  wild  careers  twnultuous  riots  caose. 
Nor  would  our  Wharton,  Bates,  and  Glissoo,  lie 
In  the  abyss  of  blind  obscurity.  sso 

But  now  such  wondroiis  searches  at<ę  |0xhoiii. 
And  P»an's  art  is  by  diviiions  tom. 
Tben  let  your  charge  attend,  and  I  'U  eieplain 
Hów  hcr  lóst  liealth  ypttC  "'i'""?**'*  "**r  — g*'" 

^Haste,  ańd  Uie  matchless  AlticiytAddMss,  335 
From  Heav^  and  great  Nassau  lie  has  the  mace. 
Th'oppress'd  to  his  asylum  still  refiair; 
Arts  be  supports,  and  leamitag  is  his  care. 
lie  softens  tbe  hanh  rigourof  tbe  laws,  [daws* 
Blttnts  tbeir  k»aa  edge,  and  grinds  thetr  harpy 
And  graciously  be  caats  a  pitying  eye  341 

On  the  sad  state  of  yirtuous  poverty.         [tbrong 
Wben*er  be  speaks,  Heaven !  how  the  listening 
Dwells  on  the  melting  musie  of  his  tongue! 
His  arguments  are  emblems  of  his  mien« 
Mild,  bat  not  fiunt,  and  foroing,  tbougb  serene: 
And,  when  thte  power  óf  eloquence  be  >d  try, 
Here  ligfatmng  stiikes  yoa;  tbere  soft  breeses  sigh. 

*'  To  him  you  must  your  siekły  state  refer, 
Yoor  charter  clai^ms  him  as  your  visiter.         350 
Yoor  wounds  he  *11  close,  and  sorereignly  restore 
Your  science  to  the  height  it  had  before.      [aim; 
<<  Then  t<fassau'a  heiltb  sbiill  be  your  glorioos 
is  life  should  be  as  lastidg  as  his  Aune. 
me  princes'  claims  from  devastations  spring; 
e  condesCends  in  pity  to  be  king; 
nd,  when  amidst  his  olircs  piac'd  he  stands. 
And  gorerns  morę  by  caodgor  than  comliiands;  ^ 
Ev'n  then  not  less  a  bero  be  appears, 
Than  wbcn  bis  iaureUdiadem  be  wears.  360 

**  Would  Phcebus,  ór  his  ;iranvtlle,  bat  inspin 
Tbeir  sacrad  vehemence  of  poetic  flre; 
To  oelebrate  in  song  tbat  god-like  power, 
Which  did  tbe  labonring  daiverse  nsstore : 
Fair  Albian's  diffs  would  echo  to  the  strain,    . 
And  praise  tbe  arm  that  canqoer'd,  to  rcgain 
Tbe  earth's  repose,  and  empire  o*er  the  main; 

"  dtill  may  th'  immortal  man  hii  cares  repeaŁ, 
To  make  his  blessings  endlesf  as  they  'ra  great; 
Whilst  malioe  aod  ingratitude  confess  370 

They  '▼«  stroTe  for  ruin  long  without  success. . 
When,  late,  Jove's  eagie  from  the  pile  shall  rise 
To  bear  th«  victor  to  thjs  boundless  skies, 
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AwbilethegodspuŁoffpaternalcare,    • 
Keglectjithe  Raith,  to  gi^e  Łbe  HeaveiiB  a  star. 
Near  tbee,  AJcitles,  shall  the  hero  shine; 
His  nys  retemtttłlkg,  as  his  laboars,  tbine. 

"  Had  Bome  f«in'd  patriot,  of  the  Łatian  blood, 
Uke  Julius  great,  and  like  Octaviu8  good, 
Bnt  thus  pn;8erv'd  the  Łatian  liberties,  380 

Aspiring  columos  soon  had  rcach*d  the  skies: 
Lottd  los  the  proiid  capitol  had  shook, 
Aod  all  the  statues  of  the  guds  had  tpolce.*' 

No  morę  the  sagę  his  rapturei  coold  ponue: 
He  paus'd;  aud  Celsiu  with  his  guide  withdrew. 


CLAREMOKT: 

ADDRB8SBD  TO  THB  RIGHT  HON.  THB  SABŁ  OF 
CŁARB,  AFTBRWARD9  DUKB  OF  NBWCAATŁB. 

— •  Dryadem  syWas,  saltusąne  sequamur 
Intactos,  tua,  MsBcenas,  band  moiliajuisa.  Yito. 

PREFACE. 
Thbt  that  have  wen  thote  two  escellent  poems 
of  Cooper>s-bill  aad  WiBd•o^-forest;  the  ene  by 
sir  J.  Denbam,  the  otb^r  by  Mr.  Pope;  will  show 
a  great  deal  of  candour  if  tbey  approve  of  this. 
Ii  was  written  upoi  gi^ing  the  name  of  aaremont 
to  a  Tilla  now  beionging  to  the  Earl  of  Clare. 
The  situation  is  so  agreeabie  and  surprising,  that 
it  incKnes  one  to  think  some  place  of  this  naturę 
put  Ovid  at  firat  upon  the  story  of  Narcissus  and 
£cho.  It  is  probable  he  had  obserred  some  spring 
arising  amongst  woods  and  rocks,  where  echos 
were  heard;  and  toroe  flower  bending  oter  the 
streun,  and  by  oon8eqaence  reflected  from  it 
After  reading  the  story  in  the  third  book  of  the 
Metamorphosis,  it  is  obrions  to  object  (as  an 
ingeoious  frieiid  bas  alreadydone)  that  the  re- 
newing  the  charms  of  a  nymph,  of  which  Orid 
had  di8possess*d  ber, 

—  ▼ox  tantum  atąue  ossa  snpersunt, 

is  too  great  a  violation  of  poetical  authority.  1 
dare  say  the  gentleman  who  is  meant,  would  have 
been  well  pieased  to  bave  found  no  iaults.  There 
are  oot  many  authors  one  can  say  the  same  of : 
eicperience  shows  us  every  day  that  thera  are 
writers  who  cannot  bear  a  brother  should  siic- 
ceed,  and  the  oniy  refuge  from  their  indigoation 
\»  by  being  inconsiderable;  upon  which  reflection, 
this  thing  ought  to  have  a  pretence  to  their  iavour. 
They  who  would  be  morę  informed  of  wfaat  re- 
lates  to  the  ancient  Britons,  and  the  Dniids  their 
priests,  omy  consult  Pliny,  Orid,  aod  the  otkar 
classic  ailLhors  that  have  mientiooed  tbem. 

Wbat  fieozy  bas  of  late  posse8s'd  tbe  brain ! 
Though  few  can  write^  yet  iewer  can  refrain. 
So  rank  our  soil,  our  bards  lise  in  soch  store» 
Their  rich  retaining  patrons  scarce  are  morę. 
The  last  indulge  the  feult  the  i&rst  conmiitj 
And  take  off  stiU  the  offiit  of  their  wit. 
So  shamelcss  so  abandon'd,  are  their  ways; 
Tbey  poach  Pamasaus,  and  lay  snares  for  praiae. 

Nonę  e^er  can  without  admirers  liTe, 
Who  have  a  pension  or  a  place  to  give.  10 

Great  ministers  ne'er  fail  of  great  deserts; 
The  herald  gires  them  blood ;  the  poet,  parts. 
Scnye  is  of  course  anneic'd  to  wealth  and  power; 
No  Muse  is  proof  against  a  golden  shower. 


Let  but  his  lordship  wrtie  tóme  poorUanpóon,   %S 

He  's  Uorac'd  up  in  doggrel  like  his  owo: 

Or,  if  to  rant  in  tragic  ragę  he  yields, 

False  Famecries — <«AtheD8;"  bonest  Tnttb— r 

*<Mooraeld8.'' 
Thus  fbord,  he  floonces  on  through  floods  of  inkj 
Flags  with  ftill-sails  and  rises  bnt  to  atnk.  ^ 

Some  Tenal  pens  to  prostitnte  the  bays, 
Their  panegyrics  lash ;  their  satires  praiaob 
So  nauseousły,  and  so  uniike,  they  paint, 

N-—^*san  Adonis;  M r,  asaint. 

Metius  with  those  fomM  heroes  is  compar^cŁ 
That  łed  in  triumph  Porus  and  Tallard. 
But  soch  a  sbameless^^use  mutt  laugfater  morę 
That  atms  to  make  SsJmoneos  rio  with  Jore. 

To  form  great  wocks,  pots  Fate  itself  to  pato ; 
£v'n  Naturę  labonrs  for  a  mighty  man,  30 

And,  to  (}erpetuate  ber  hero's  fiune, 
She  slcains  no  less  a  poet  nest  to  frame. 
Rare  as  tba  hero*s»  is  the  poet's  ragę; 
Churchills  and  Drydens  rise  but  once  an  oge. 
With  eartbąuakes  tOwering  PindaHs  6irth  began; 
And  an  eclipse  producM  ^cnieua's  son. 
The  sire  of  gods  o'er  Phoebus  ćast  a  shade; 
But,  with  a  hem,  well  the  world  repaid. 

No  bard  for  bribes  should  prostitute  his  Tcin; 
Nor  dare  to  flatter  where  lie  shouM  arraign.       40 
To  gmnt  big  Thraso  Taloor,  Phormio  senae, 
Should  indignation  give,  at  leaat  oflenoe. 

1  hate  such  mercenaries,  and  would  try 
From  this  reproach  to  rescae  poeti^. 
Apolło^B  sons  should  acom  the  serrile  ait. 
And  to  court-preaehers  leare  the  fnlaome  parL 

**What  then*>*you*Il  say,  «Mostno  tnie  steriin^ 
Because  impure  allays  some  eoin  debaae?'*  [pass, 
Yes,  praise,  if  justly  offei^d,  1 11  allow; 
And,  when  I  meet  with  merit,  scribble  too.        SO 
Tbe  man  who  's  honest,  open,  and  a  fnend, 
Olad  to  oblige,  uneasy  to  offónd; 
Forgiving<otherf,  to  himaelf  serere; 
Though  eamest,  easy;  ciril,  yetsiacere; 
Who  seldom  but  tbrough  great  good-natuie  errs^ 
Detesting  fraud  as  much  as  flatteien; 
'T  is  he  my  Muse*8  homage  should  rooeive; 
If  I  could  write,  or  HoUes  could  forKive. 

But  pardon,  leamed  yootb,  that  I  dedine 
A  name  so  lor'd  by  me,  so  lately  tbine.  00 

When  Pelham  you  re8ign'd,  wbat  could  repair 
A  loas  80  great,  unless  Newrastie's  heir? 
Hydaspes,  that  the  Asiau  plains  dirides, 
From  his  bright  urn  in  purest  crystal  glides  ; 
But,   when  new-gathering  streams  enlarge  his 

course,' 
He  *B  Indus  nam*d,  and  rollt  with  mightierfbroe; 
In  fiibled  floods  of  goM  his  curreot  flows. 
And  wealth  on  nacions,  as  he  rans,  bratowe. 

Direct  me,  Clare,  to  name  some  nobier  Mosa, 
That  for  ber  tbeme  thy  late  recess  may  choose;  ró 
Such  bright  dcscriptions  shall  the  sutgect  diess, 
Such  vary*d  toenea,  auch  pleasing  images, 
That  twains  shall  leave  their  lawns,  and  nytnpha 

their  bofver8$ 
And  qutt  Arcadia  for  a  seat  like  yours. 

But  say,  whothall  attempt  th'  adventaTOuaj|>art 
Where  Naturę  borrows  dresa  from  Vanbragh'8  art? 
If,  hy  Apollo  taiight,  he  touch  tbe  lyre, 
Stones  mount  in  columns,  palaces  aspire. 
And  rocka  are  animated  with  his  fire. 
T  ii  he  eto  pliint  in  verBe  those  risńng  hiHs,      80 
Tbair  feoiitlf  Talleys,  and  tbair  silTer  rills; 
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^ose  gn>vef»  and  openiolp  gladei  with  perdare 
ipread,  [bleed; 

lowen  nghing  sweets*  and  shrabs  that  iMUsain 
¥ith  gay  variety  the  proipect  crowiiV>, 
ind  all  the  bright  horizoa  nniUng  round, 
VhilBt  I  attempt  to  tali  bow  ancient  Famę 
tecoids  froinwhenoe  tbe  villa  took  its  name. 

In _funaj)f_old^  wben  British  nymphs  were 
kDown 
To  lorę  no  foreign  foshioni  like  their  own; 
Vhen  dress  wa«  monstroui,  and  fig-leares  tbe 
lind  qua]ity  pat  on  no  paint  but  woad ;     [modę, 
>f  Spanish  red  unbeard  was  tben  the  name 
For  cheekft  were  only  taught  to  blush  by  shame); 
fo  beauty,  to  increase  l»er  crowd  of  slares, 
tote  out  of  wash,  as  Yenus  ont  of  waves; 
^ot  yet  lead-corob  was  on  tbe  toilet  pUcM; 
*fot  yet  broad  eye-brows  were  reducM  by  pastę ; 
4o  shape-smith  set  np  shop,  and  drove  a  trade 
To  mend  the  work  wise  Proridence  had  madę; 
Pireswere  unbeard  of,  and  unknown  tbe  loom,  100 
knd  thrifty  silkworms  spun  for  times  to  come; 
)ace  Hmbs  were  then  tbis  marks  of  modesty; 
kil  like  Diana  were  below  tbe  knee. 

'Tha  men  appear*d  a  rougb,  undaunted  lace, 
>arly  in  show,  uniashion'd  in  address; 
Jprigfat  in  actions,-and  in  thought  stncere; 
KM  stricUy  were  the  same  they  woold  appćbr. 
ionour  was  ptac'd  in  probity  alone ; 
?or  yillain*  had  no  titles  but  their  own. 
4oue  travell*d  to  return  pplitely  mad;  110 

int  still  what  feocy  wanted,  reason  bad. 
^hatc\'er  Naturę  ask'd,  their  hands  could  gi^e; 
Jnleam^d  in  feasts,  they  only  eat  to  live. 
^o  cook  with  art  łncreas'd  pbysicians*  fees, 
!f or  8<irv*d  up  Oeath  in  soups  and  fricasees : 
Their  taste  was,  like  their  temper,  unrefin'd; 
Por  looks  ware  then  tbe  tanguage  of  tbe  mind. 

Ere  right  and  wrong,  by  turns,  set  piices  borę; 
ind  conscience  had  its  ratę  like  common  whore; 
>r  tools  to  great  employments  had  preteuce;  120 
)r  merit  was  madę  out  by  iropudence; 
>r  coxcombs  look*d  assuming  in  affidrs; 
Lnd  humble  friends  grew  baughty  ministers ; 
n  those  good  days  cvf  inuocence,  here  stood 
>f  oaks,  with  heads  unshom,  a  solemn  wood, 
'requented  by  tbe  Druids,  to  bestow 
Lelisious  honours  on  the  Mtsseltoe. 

Tne  natnralists  are  puzzled  to  explain 
Iow  trees  dld  first  tbis  stranger  entertain; 
Vbether  tbe  busy  birds  ingraft  it  there ;  130 

>r  else  some  deity*s  mysterious  care, 
is  Druids  thought;  for,  wben  the  blasted  oak 
(y  lightning  falls,  this  plant  escapes  tbe  stroke. 
o,  wben  the  Qauls  the  towers  of  Romę  dcf'ac'd, 
Lnd  flames  drovc  forward  with  outrageous  waste, 
OTe's  iaYour^d  capitol  uninjurM  stood: 
io  sacred  was  tbe  mansion  of  a  god. 

Shades  bonour'd  by  this  plant  the  Druids  chose, 
lere,  for  the  Ueeding  victims>  altars  rosę. 
^o  Hermes  oft  they  paid  their  sacrifice;  140 

'arent  of  arts,  and  patron  of  the  wise. 
I  cod  rules  in  mild  persuasions  they  convey'd; 
'heir  lires  confirming  what  their  lectures  saidL 
fone  violated  trutb,  invaded  right; 
'et  had  few  laws,  but  will  and  appetite. 
*h6  peopie's  peace  they  studied,'  and  profest 
To  politics  but  public  interest. 
Uad  was  their  lodging,  homeiy  was  their  food; 
'or  all  their  lusury  was  doing  good. 


No  mitred  priest  did  then  with  princesvie,    150 
Nor  o*er  bis  master  claim  supremacy ; 
Nor  were  tłie  mles  of  faith  allow*d  morę  pure» 
For  being  sereral  centuries  obscure. 
Nonę  lost  their  fortunes,  forfeited  their  blood. 
For  not  belieyiug  what  nonę  understood. 
Nor  simony,  nor  sine-cure,  were  known ; 
Nor  would  the  bee  work  honey  for  the  drone. 
Nor  was  the  way  inTented,  to  dismiss 
Frail  Abigails  with  fat  plaralities. 

But  then,  in  filiets  bound,  a  hallowM  band  160 
Taught  bow  to  tend  the  aocks,  and  till  thei  land; 
Could  tell  what  murrains  in  what  montbs  begun. 
And  how  the  seasons  tniveird  with  the  Suu ; 
Wben  his  dim  orb  seemM  wading  through  the  air, 
They  told  that  rain  on  dropping  wings  drew  near; 
And  that  the  winds  their  beIlow'ng  throats  would 

try. 
Wben  reddening  clonds  reflect  his  blood«shot  eye: 
All  their  remarks  on  Natore's  laws  reąuire 
Morę  lines  than  would  even  Alpin*8  readen  tire, 

This  sect  in  sacred  reneration  held  179 

Opinions,  by  the  Samian  sagę  r«veaPd; 
That  matter  no  anoihilation  knows. 
But  wanders  from  these  tenements  to  those; 
For  wben  the  plastic  particles  are  gone, 
They  rally  in  some  species  like  their  own ; 
The  self-same  atoms,  if  new-jumbled,  wiU 
In  seas  be  restless,  and  in  earth  be  still; 
Can,  in  the  truffle,  fornish  out  a  feast. 
And  nauseate,  in  the  scaly  sqaill,  the  taste. 
Those  falling  Ieaves  that  wither  with  the  year,  180 
Will,  in  tbe  next,  on  other  stems  appear. 
The  sap,  that  now  foraakes  the  bursting  bud, 
In  some  new  sboot  will  circołate  green  blood. 
The  breath  to^lay  that  from  the  jasmine  blows, 
Will,  wben  the  season  ofiers,  soent  the  rosę; 
And  those  bright  flames  that  in  carnations  glow, 
£re  long  will  blanch  the  lily  with  a  snów. 

Tliey  hołd  that  matter  must  be  still  the  same. 
And  varies  bat  in  figurę  and  in  name; 
And  that  the  soul  not  dies,  but  shifts  ber  seat,  190 
New  rounds  of  life  to  run,  or  past  repeat 
Thus,  when  tbe  brave  and  yirtuons  cease  to  Ure, 
In  beings  brave  and  Tirtuous  they  revire. 
Again  sball  Romnlns  in  Nassau  reign ; 
Great  Numa,  in  a  Brunswick  prince,  ordain 
Good  laws;  and  halcyon  yeara  shall  hush  tbe 
world  again. 

The  truths  ołold  traditions  were  their  theme; 
Or  gods  desccuding  in  a  moming  dream. 
Pass*d  acts  they  cited;  and  to  come,  fbretold; 
And  could  events,  not  ripe  for  &te,  unfold :    800 
Benaf.th  the  shady  coTert  of  an  oak, 
In  rhymes  uncouth,  prophetic  truths  they  «poke. 
Attend  then,  Clare ;  nor  is  the  legend  long  ; 
The  story  of  thy  villa  is  their  »ong. 

The  fair  Montanu,  of  the  syl^an  race. 
Was  with  each  beauty  bless'd,  and  every  grace. 
His  sire,  green  Faunus,  guardian  of  the  wood; 
His  mother,  a  swift  Naiad  of  the  flood. 
Her  silver  urn  supplyM  the  ncighbouring  streams, 
A  darłing  daughter  of  the  bounceous  Thames.  2 1 0 

Nut  lovGlier  seemM  Narcissus  to  the  eye; 
Nor,  when  a  flower,  could  boast  morę  fragrflncy : 
His  skin  might  with  the  down  of  swans  compare, 
Morę  smooth  than  poarl;   than  mountain-snow 

morę  fair : 
In  shape  so  poplars  or  the  cedars  plcase; 
But  tho»«  ałe  not  so  straight,  nor  grac«>ful  thesf. 
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His  flowtng  hair  in  unforc^d  ring lets  bung; 
Tunefol  his  vuice,  p€nuasive  was  his  tongae ; 
The  baughtiest  fairBcaroe  beard  witbout  a  wound. 
But  sunk  to  soilness  at  the  meltiog  sound.       S80 

The  foiirtb  bright  lustre  had  but  just  bęgun 
To  shade  his  blushiDg  cheeks  witb  doubtftil  down. 
AU  day  he  rangHl  tbe  woods,  and  spread  tbe  toils, 
Aod  knew  no  pieasures  but  iu  syl^an  spoils. 
In  Tain  the  nymphs  pat  on  eacb  pleasing  grace; 
Too  cbeap  the  quaiTy  seemM,  toó  shoit  the  chase: 
For,  though  poasession  be  th'  andoitbted  Tiew, 
To  seize  is  far  less  pieasUre  than  pursue. 
Those  nymphs,  that  yield  too  soon,  their  charms 
And  prove  at  last  but  despjcably  fidr.      [impair. 
His  bwn  nndotng  glutton  LoVe  decreęt ; 
And  palls  tbe  appfetite  be  metot  to  pieaset 
His  slender  wants  too  largely  he  supplies; 
llirives  on  sbort  meals,  but  by  indulgence  dies. 

A  grot  there  was,  with  boary  móss  o'eiigTown, 
Rough  with  rude  shells,  and  arch'd  witb  moalder- 

ing  stuoe ; 
Sad  silence  rdgiiś  witbtn  tbe  loneśome  wuł. 
And  weeping  nlls  but  whisper  as  tbey  fidl; 
Tbe  dasping  ivics  up  tbe  ruin  creep, 
And  tbcrc  the  bat  and  drowsy  beetle  slee^.      240 

This  cpU  sad  Echo  cbose,  by  love  betray*d, 
A  fit  refiremeot  for  a  mouming  maid. 
Htthelr,  fatigu'd  with  toil,  the  sylvan  flies. 
To  shun  the  calenture  oł  sultcy  skies ; 
But  feels  a  Aercer  flamc:  Lotc^s  Hoenest  dart 
Finds  tbróugh  bis  eyes  a  passage  to  his  beart. 
Pensiye  the  Yirgin  sate  witb  folded  arms, 
ł)er  tears  but  lending  lusthe  to  her  chanat. 
With  pity  be  bebolds  ber  wouoding  woes; 
But  wants  bimsdf  the  pity  he  beatowi;  250 

"  Ołi  whether  of  a  mortal  bilm!"  be  cries ; 
**  Or  sonie  fair  daughterof  the  diśtant  skies ; 
That,  in  cómpassion,  leaTe  youir  crystal  sphere. 
To  guard  soine  farour^d  Charge,  and  wander  berę: 
Slight  not  my  suit,  nor  too  ungentle  proye; 
But  pity  one,  a  noVice  yet  in  love. 
If  words  avail  not ;  see  my  suppliant  Aears; 
Kor  disregard  tho^e  dumb  petitioners.'* 

From  his  complaint  the  tyrant  rirgin  fiies, 
Aito^rting  all  the  empird  of  ber  eyes.  ,  260 

FuU  thrice  three  days  he  Ungers  out  in  grief. 
Nor  seeks  tnm  sleep,  or  sustenance,  relief. 
Tbe  lamp  of  life  nowcasts  a  gUmmering  Ugbt; 
Tbe  meeting  lida  his  setting  eyes  bentgbt. 
What  force  remains,  the  hapless  lorer  tries  ^ 
Inroking  tbus  his  kindted  deities : 

'<  Hastę,  parentś  of  the  flood,  your  race  to 
mottl>n; 
With  tears  replenish  eacb  exbausted  nm ;       « 
Retake  the  life  you  gave,  but  let  the  maid 
Fali  a  just  rictiu  to  an  injurM  sbade.>>  270 

^ore  he  endea^ourM ;  but  the  accents  hung 
Half  form*d,  andstoppM  unfintsh'don  his  tongue.** 

Fot  him  tlic  Grace^  their  sad  yigils  keep; 
l/)vc  broke  his  bow,  and  wishM  for  eyes  to  weep, 
What  gods  can  do,  the  mournful  Fautius  tricś ; 
A  moiint  erecting  wbere  the  8ylvan  lieś. 
The  niral  powcrs  tl»e  wond^ruus  pile  surrey, 
A  lid  piously  their  different  honours  pay. 
Th'  asc  nt  with  yerdant  herbatę  Palis  spread ; 
And  nymphs,  transform*d  to  laurels,  lent  tbeiir 
Her  stream  a  Naiad  from  tbe  basis  poors  j  [shade. 
And  Flura  strews  the  summit  with  her  flowers. 
Alouc  Mount  Ijitmos  daims  pre-eminence, 
When  silvtr  Cy  lUhla  ligbts  tbe  worid  from  tbence. 


Sad  Echo  now  taments  her  rigoor  mores 
Than  for  Narcissus  her  loole  flame  2>eliM!«;  . 
Her  flesb  to  sinew  shrlnka,  her  cbarms  ałe  kd; 
AH  day  in  rifted  rocka  sbe  hides  ber  beaiL 
$0011  as  the  CTening  ahows  a  sky  serene, 
Abroad  sbe  kttnytf  but  never  to  be  aeeo.  29$ 

And  eyer,  as  tbe  ilreeping  Ńaiads  name 
Her  cruelty,  tbe  Nymph  rep«aU  tbe  aame  ; 
With  them  sbe  joins^  ber  lofer  to  depioire. 
And  haiints  the  lonely  dśies  be  mog'd  befaie* 
Her  sex'8  pirivilege  sbe  yet  retains ; 
And,  tbough  to  notbing  wasted;  Toioe  remamś.  ^ 
^Śo  sung  tbe  Dniids---theo,  #ith  rapture  śr^ 
"Thus  utter  what  the  Delphic  god  inspir^d: 

'*,  Ere  twice  ten  oenturies  shiUl  fleet  away, 
A  Bninswick  prinee  śhall  Britaio^  scepire  9maf* 
Ko  morę  fair  liberty  fthall  mouril  her  chains  ; 
Tbe  maid  is  rescu^d,  her  lov'd  Persens  reigna. 
From  Jdve  he  comes,  tbe  capti^e  to  restore; 
Nor  can  the  .thunder  óf  his  8ii«  do  morę. 
Religion  shall  dread  notbing  bnt  disgaiie; 
And  Justfce  need  no  bandage  for  hćr  eyes. 
Britannia  sroilea;  nor  fisars  a  foteign  lord-^ 
Her  safety  to  secure,  two  powen  accord, 
Her  Keptone'9  tridcnt,  and  her  monarch*s  swordi 
Like  htm,  shall  bis  Augustus  sbine  ńi  anna,    310 
Tbough  captiye  to  his  Carolin<*s  charms. 
Ages  with  futuie  heroes  stie  shall  bleas; 
And  Yenus  once  morę  found  an  Ałban  r«oe« 

<*  Then  shall  a  Clare  in  bonour^s  cause  engage: 
Eicample  must  reclaim  a  graceless  ag^ 
Wbere  goides  tbemselves  for  guilty  yiews  inialead| 
And  laws  even  by  tbe  legislators  Ueed ; 
His  bravecontenipC  of  state  shall  teaeb  the  prosidi 
Nonę  but  the  Tirtoous  are  of  noble  btood : 
jPor  tynints  are  but  prinoes  in  disguiae, .  590 

ThoUgh  sprung  by  long  descents  from  Ptolenśes: 
ilight  he  shall  yindłcate,  good  laws  defend; 
The  firmest  patriot,  and  Ćhe  warmest  firiend. 
Great  Bdward's  order  earły  he  shaH  wesir; 
New  ligbt  restorin^  to  the  sutlyM  star. 
Oft  will  bis  łeisare  this  retirement  chuae, 
StiU  finding  futurę  suijects  for  the  Mnse; 
And,  to  record  tbe  sylran^s  fatal  flame, 
The  place  shall  live  in  song,  and  CHlieiiioBt  bl 
tbe  name.** 


aA 


TO  THE  LADY  LOUISA  LESOSs 
trrrn  ó?id*s  EPisTŁsi. 

In  mOTing  tines  thitse  lew  Epistłes  tell 

What  fiite  attands  the  nymph  that  likes  too  i/tSii 

How  fsii^Iy  the  suoccssiol  lovers  bum  ; 

And  their  neglected  charms  how  ladles  moora. 

Tbe  fair  you  'U  find;  when  soft  eotteaties  fuH^ 

Assert  their  uncontested  right,  and  raiU        *' 

Too  soon  they  listea,  aud  resent  too  late; 

*T  łs  8ure  tbey  lOTe,  whcne'er  thcy  8trive  to  hale. 

Their  sex  or  proudly  shuns,  or  poorly  crares; 

Commencing  tyrants,  and  condudiug  sU^ea. 

In  diflering  breasts  what  differing  paasioiis  gknr! 
Ours  kindle  ąuick,  bnt  yours  eYtinguisb  atow. 
The  fire  we  boaąt,  with  (orce  unoertain  bumsy 
And  breaks  but  oul,  as  appetite  retums: 
But  yours,  like  inoense,  mounts  by  soft  dcgreei^ 
And  in  a  fragrant  flame  consumes  to  pleaae. 

Your  scK,  in  atl  that  can  engage,  eaecel ; 
And  ours  in  patłcace,  aod  penuoding  weUL 
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impartial  Naturę  eąually  decroes  x 
You  haTe  your  pride,  and  we  our  peijuri«8. 
Though  IbrDiM  to  conąuer,  yet  too  oft  you  fidl 
By  giyiDf  notbing,  or  by  granting  alL 

But,  madanu  Icmg  will  yoar  unpractis>d  years 
Smile  at  tbe  tale  of  loyers'  hopes  and  fean. 
Thougb  iafiint  graces  sooth  yoor  gentle  bours. 
Morę  soft  tban  «igbf ,  morę  sweet  than  breathing 

llowen; 
Let  rasb  admirers  your  keen  Jlgbtning  fear ; 
Tls  brigbt  at  distaoce,  but  destroys  if  uear. 

The  time  ere  long,  if  yerse  presage,  will  come, 
Your  cbarms  ^ball  open  in  foli  Bndenetl  bloom. 
Ali  eyet  sball  gazę,  all  beartt  shall  homage  vow. 
And  not  a  lover  latiguisb  but  for  you.      [crown'd, 
The  Mose  shall  string  ber  lyre,  with  garlands 
And  each  bń^ht  nymph  sball  sickaa  at  the  sound. 

So,  when  Aurora  firet  salutes  the  sight, 
Fleas'd  we  behold  the  tender  dawn  of  light; 
But,  wfaen  with  riper  red  she  wanns  Łbe  skies, 
lo  circling  tbrongs  tbe  wing'd  musicians  rise, 
And  tbe  gay  gro^es  rejoice  in  tymphonies. 
Baćb  peaiiy  flower  with  painted  beanty  sbines; 
AjoA  every  fttar  its  fading  fire  resigns. 


TO  RICHARD  EARL  OF  BURUNGTOK, 

WTTH  OVIO*8  ART  OP  ŁOVI. 
MT  LORD, 

Our  poet*s  mles,  in  easy  numbers^tell, 

He  felt  the  passion  be  describes  so  well. 

In  that  soft  art  successfuUy  refin^d, 

Tłioogh  angry  Csesar  frown'd,  the  fair  were  kind. 

Morę  ills  from  łove,  than  tyranfs  malice,  flow ; 

Jove's  tbunder  strikes  less  surę  than  Cupid's  bow. 

Ovłd  both  felt  tbe  pain,  and  found  tbe  ease: 
Pbysician4  study  most  their  own  disease. 
rbet>nictice  of  that  age  in  tbis  we  try, 
Ladies  wonld  Hsten  then,  and  loyers  lie. 
Who  flatter^d  most  tbe  foir  were  most  polite, 
Emch  tlbxight  ber  ewn  admirer  in  the  right: 
To  be  but  fiiintly  rude  was  criminal. 
Bat  to  be  boldly  so,  aton'd  for  alt 
Breeding  was  banish'd  for  the  foir-one^s  sake, 
rhe  flex  ne'er  gires,  but  snffers  ours  should  take. 

Advice  to  you,  my  lord,  in  Tain  we  bring; 
rhe  flowers  ne^er  fail  to  meet  the  blooming  Spring. 
rhoagh  you  possess  all  Nature's  gifts,  take  care^ 
[/>ve^8  queen  bas  cbarms,  but  fatat  is  ber  snare. 

On  all  that  goddess  ber  folse  smiles  bestows ; 
Vs  on  tbe  seas  she  reigns,  ft-om  whence  she  rosę. 
f oung  Zephyrs  sigb  with  fragrant  breath,  softgales 
7uide  her  gay  bai^e,  and  swell  the  silken  sails: 
^ach  silyer  waye  in  beauteous  order  moyes, 
Tair  aa  ber  bosom,  gentle  as  her  doyes ; 
łut  he  tbat  once  embarks,  too  surely  finds 
K  snllen  sky,  blackstorms,  and  angiy  winds; 
^res,  fears,  and  anguisb,  hoyering  on  the  coast, 
jLnd  wrecks  of  wretches  by  their  fotly  lost. 

When  coming  time  shall  bless  you  with  a  bride^ 
et  passion  not  perduade,  but  reason  guide ; 
naread  ofgold,*  lei  gentle  tmtb  endear ; 
he  haa  most  cbarms  who  is  tbe  most  sincere. 
bim  Tain  yariety,  tis  but  disease; 
(Tesik  appetites  are  ever  bard  to  please. 
lie  njrmph  must  fear  to  be  inąuisitiye ; 
'ift  for  tbe  ses*!  ^i^etyto  belieye. 


Her  airan  easy  confidence  miist  sbow^ 
Andsbun  to  find  wbatshe  wouid  dread  to  kuow; 
Still  charmiog  with  all  arts  that  can  engage. 
And  be  the  Juliana  of  tbe  age. 


W  THE  DtJTCHESS  OF  BOLTON, 

OH   HBR  STAYIKO    AŁŁ    THE  WINTER    IN    THB 

COUNTRY. 

Cbaie  mral  conquests,  and  set  free  your  swains. 
To  dryads  leaye  Uie  groyes,  to  nymphs  the  plains* 
In  pensiye  dal^  aloue  let  Echo  dwell. 
And  each  sad  sigb  she  bears  with  sorrow  tell. 
Hastę,  let  your  eyes  at  Kent*s  payilion '  shioe^ 
U  wants  butstars,  and  then  tbe  work'8  divine. 
Of  faite.  Famę  oniy  tells  of  yielding  tuwns, 
Of  captiye  generals  and  protected  crowns,' 
Of  purchas'd  laurels,  and  of  battłes  won, 
Lines  foicHl,  states  yanąutsbM,  provinces  o'er-mn. 
And  all  AJcides'  laboursumm*d  in  one. 

The  braye  must  to  the  foir  now  yield  the  prize. 
And  Bnglisb  arms  submit  to  Englisb  eyes : 
In  whicb  brigbt  list  among  the  first  you  stand; 
Thougb  each  a  goddess,  or  a  Sunderiand* 


TO  THE  DUKE  OF  MARLBOROUGH, 

ON  HIS  VOŁUNTARY  BANI8HMENT. 

Go,  migbty  prtnce,  and  those  great  nations  see, 
Whicb  thy  yictorious  arms  before  madę  free; 
Vłew  that  fimi'dcoIumn,  wbere  thy  nameengray'd 
Sball  tell  their  cbildren  who  their  empire  say'd. 
Point  out  that  marble  where  thy  wortb  is  shown. 
To  every  gratefiU  country  but  thy  own. 
O  censure  undesery'd !  uneąualfate! 
Which  stroye  to  lessen  bim  who  madę  her  greatc 
Whicb,  pamper^d  witbsuccess  and  rich  in  fame» 
Extoird  his  con^uests,  but  condemn'd  bis  name. 
But  yirtue  is  a  crime  when  plac'd  on  high, 
Thougb  all  tbe  faulfs  in  the  bebolder^s  eye; 
Yęt  be;,  untouchM  as  in  the  heat  of  wars, 
Fli&i  from  no  dangers  but  domestic  jars, 
Smites  at  the  dart  whicb  angry  Envy  shakes. 
And  only  fears  for  ber  whom  be  forsakes : 
He  grieyes  to  fiiid  the  coune  of  yirtue  cro8S'd, 
Blusbing  to  see  our  blood  no  better  lost ; 
Disdains  in  foctious  partiesto  contend. 
And  proyes  in  absence  most  Britannia's  friend« 
So  tbe  grcat  Scipio  of  old,  to  shun 
That  glorious  envy  whicb  his  arms  liad  won. 
Far  from  his  dear,  ungrateful  Romę  retlr*d, 
Prepar*d,  whene*er  his  country'8  cause  requir'd. 
To  sbine  in  peace  or  war,  and  be  again  aclmit*d« 


TO  THE  EARL  OF  GODOLPHIN. 

WmuT  weeping  Europę  bends  beneatb  ber  illsy 
And  wbere  tbe  swonT  destroys  not,  fomine  kills  ; 
Our  isle  enjoys,  by  your  successfnl  care, 
Tbe  pomp  of  peace,  aińidst  tbe  woes  of  war^ 
So  much  tbe  public  to  your  prudence  owes» 
You  think  no  labours  long  for  our  repose : 

■  Af  allery  at  St.  Jamet>. 

GO 


4M 


GARTH'S  POEUS, 


Soch  condnot,  rach  integrity  aie  shown, 
Then  aie  no  coffen  empty  but  your  own. 

From  mean  dependaoce,  merit  yoa  retrieYe, 
Unask^d  you  offer,  and  unseen  you  gtre: 
Yoar  &voiir,  like  tbe  Nile,  increase  bestows. 
And  yet  oonoealsthe  source  from  irbenceitflowi. 
No  pomp,  or  grand  appearancc,  yon  approvc: 
A  people  at  their  ease  is  what  yon  love: 
Tó  lessen  taxes,  and  a  nation  8ave» 
Are  all  thegrants  your  seirices  woutd  have. 
ThuB  &r  tbe  state-macbine  waMs  no  repair. 
But  mov«s  in  matchlatt  .order  by  your  care; 
Free  from  confusion,  settled  and  serene; 
And,  like  the  uniTerse,  by  springs  unwen. 

But  no«  some  star,  linister  to  onr  prayers, 
ContriTes  new  schemes,  and  calls  you  from  afikirs: 
No  anguJah  in  your  looks,  or  carcs  appear, 
But  bow  to  teach  th'  nnpractia*d  crew  to  ateer. 
Thus,  like  a  Tietiai,  no  conftraint  you  need, 
To  expiate  their  offenoe  by  whom  you  bleed. 

Ingratitnde^s  a  weed  of  every  dime, 
It  thrivca  too  fast  at  first,  but  ftdes  in  time. 
Tbe  god  of  day,  and  yoor  own  lot^s  the  aame; 
The  Tapours  you  ha^e  rau*d  obscure  your  flame: 
Bat  tbongb  yon  sufler,  and  awhile  retreat, 
Your  globe  joi  light  looks  larger  as  y«i  «et« 


OK  HER  MAJESTVS  STJTUE 

IJf  rr.  PAUL'B  CHURCH-YARB. 

Nrak  the  vastbulk  of  4hat  stupendous  frame, 
Known  by  the  Oeotiles'  great  apostIe*s  name; 
With  grace  divine,  great  Anna^s  seen  to  rise, 
An  awful  form  that  glads  a  nation*s  eyes; 
Beneath  her  fcet  four  mighty  realms  appear, 
And  with  due  reverence  pay  tbeir  homage  there. 
Britain  and  Ireland  seem  to  own  her  grace, 
And  even  wild  India  wears  a  smiling  face. 

But  France  alone  withdowncast  eyes  is  seen, 
Tbe  sad  attendant  of  so  good  a  queen : 
Ungratefiil  country !  to  forget  so  soon, 
Alt  that  great  Anna  for  thy  sake  has  done: 
Whcn  sworn  the  kind  defender  of  thy  cause, 
Spite  of  herdear  religion,  spite  of  laws; 
For  Uiee  she  sbeBth'd  the  terrours  of  her  swurd, 
For  tbee  she  broke  her  gei^ral — and  ber  word: 
For  tbee  her  mind  \ń  doubtful  terms  sbe  told. 
And  leam'd  to  speak  like  oracles  of  old. 
For  tbee,  for  tbee  aloDe,  what  conld  she  morę? 
She  lost  the  bonour  she  had  gainM  before ; 
Łost  aH  tbe  trophies,  wbicb  ber  arms  had  won 
(Such  Csesar  never  knew,  nor  Philip's  soi^t 
Besign^  tbe  glories  of  a  ten  year^s  reign,     [gain. 
And  such  as  nonę  but  Marlborough's  arm  oould 
For  thee  in  annals  sh^s  content  to  shine, 
like  other  mouarcbs  of  the  Stuart  linę. 


ON  THE  KfSfF  CONSPIRACY,  1710. 

Wherb,  wbere,  degenerate  countrymen— bow 
Will  your  fond  folly  and  your  madness  fly }  [bigb 
Are  scenes  of  death,  and  servile<;bains  so  dear. 
To  suc  for  bfcx)d  and  bondage  every  year, 
Uke  rebel  Jews,  with  too  much  freedom  curst, 
'i'o  court  a  cbange-— 4hoagh  certain  of  the  womt  ? 
There  is  no  climate  which  you  ba^e  not  sougbt, 
W  Lere  toola  «f  war,  asi4  Tagiwit  kipgSiare  booght; 


O !  noble  passion,  to  your  ooumtry  land. 

To  crown  ber  with— the  reAise  of  mankiod. 

As  if  tbe  new  Romę,  which  your  schem^ts  onfcld^ 

Werę  to  be  bnilt  on  rapine  like  tbe  oU, 

While  her  asyhmi  openly  provides 

For  every  mfflan  erery  nation  hldes. 

Will  you  stłU  tempt  the  great  a^enges^s  biowy 
And  force  the  bolt — ^which  be  is  loath  to  throw; 
Have  there  too  few  ałready  bit  the  plains^ 
To  make  you  seek  new  Prastoos  and  Don&błains  * 
U  reogeance  foses  tts  eifects  so  fast, 
Yet  tbose  of  merry  surę— 4bould  longer  last. 

Say,  is  it  rashness  or  despair  prorokes 
Your  harden'd  hearts  to  tfaese  repeated  strokes; 
Reply: — Bebotd,  their  fc>oks,  their  souls  declaie, 
Al]  pale  with  guitt,  and  dumb  with  deep  despair. 

Hear  then,  you  sonsof  blood,yonrdestin\l&ti^ 
Hear,  ere  yon  sin  too  soon— >repent  too  late. 
Madly  you  try  to  wcakcn  6eorge*S  reign. 
And  Stern  the  stream  of  Providence  in  Tain. 
By  right,  by  wortfa,  by  wonders,  madę  our  own, 
The  hand  that  gave  it  shsll  preserze  his  throsie. 
As  yain  your  hopes  to  distant  times  remore. 
To  try  the  second,  or  the  third  from  Jore; 
For  'tis  tbe  naturę  of  that  sacred  tine. 
To  conąuer  monsters,  and  to  grow  diTine. 


ON  THE  KING  OF  SPAIN. 

Pallas,  destructive  to  the  Trojan  line,       [' 
RazM  their  proud  walls,  thougl)  built  by 
But  loTe's  bf ight  goddess,  with  profMtioas 
Presenr^d  a  bero,  and  restorM  tbis  race. 
Thus  the  famM  empire  wbere  tbe  Iber  flom^ 
Feli  by  EUza,  and  by  Anna  rosę. 


fasmdsdt- 


VERSES 


WRITTBIf   fOR  THR  TOASTIRG-GŁAMI 
RIT-CAT-ĆŁUR,  1703. 

ŁADTCARUSŁB. 

Carli8LC*s  namę  can  erery  Muse  insptre  ; 
To  Cariisle  fUl  tbe  glass,  and  tnne  the  lyr^ 
With  bis  IotM  bays  the  god  of  day  shall  crowa 
A  wit  and  lustre  equal  to  bis  own. 

THR  SAKR. 

At  onoe  tbe  Sun  and  Caitisle  took  tb^r  way. 
To  warm  the  firozen  nortb,  and  kindle  day ; 
The  flowers  to  botb  their  glad  creation  owM, 
Their  Tirtues  he,  their  beauties  she  bestoWd. 

łIdt  rsser. 

Tbe  brayest  bero,  and  tbe  brightest  damę, 
From  Belgłs^s  happy  dime  Britannia 

One  pręgnant  cloud  we  6nd  does  often  fraoM 
Tbe  awful  thunder  and  the  gentla  dew. 

TBR8A1IR. 

To  Esses  fili  tbe  sprightiy  wiae  ; 
The  bealth's  engaging  and  ^Tine. 
Łet  purest  odours  soent  th6  air. 
And  wreatbs  of  roses  bind  onr  bair : 
In  ber  cbaste  lips  theae  bluahinglie. 
And  thoae  ber  geatlft  sigłu  iUH^y. 


PROLOOUES. 
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Tbe  god  of  wme  growsjealoys  of  his  tit, 
ae  only  fires  tbe  faead,  but  Hyde  the  beart. 
Vhe  ąuetn  of  love  boks  od,  and  smiles  to  see 
i  nymph  morę  migbty  than  a  ddty. 

OJK  ŁADT  HTDB  IN  CBIŁD-BBD. 
93^<de,  tbottgb  in  agoniea,  ber  graoes  keeps, 

A  tbousaod  charmt  tbe  nyinpb'b  oomplaiiits 
II  tean  of  dev  to  mild  Aurora  weeps,        [adorn; 

Bat  ber  brigbt  ofispring  is  tbe  cbeerful  Mom. 

'     ŁADT  WHARTOir. 

Wbeii  JoTe  to  Ida  did  tbe  gods  iorite, 
ind  in  immortal  toasting  pass^d  the  nigbt, 
^th  morę  tban  nectar  be  tiie  banąaet  bles8*d» 
'or  inuurton  w«f  the  YenuB  of  the  feast. 


Behold  thit  fcene  of  betoty,  and  cotifefls 
Tbe  wonder  greater,  and  tbe  flction  len. 
Like  hnroan  victbiM  berę  we  stand  decreed 
Tó  worthip  tboee  bright  altarg  where  we  bleed. 
1^0  braves  his  fiite  in  fieldt ,  most  tremble  beie  ; 
Triumphant  love  morę  ▼aatals  makes  than  fear. 
No  fiiction  bomage  to  tbe  fiiir  denies ; 
Tbe  right  dinne*8  apparent  in  tbeir  eyes. 
Tbat  empire*8  flz'd,  that'8  foanded  tn  desire; 
Thofe  flames,  the  TestaJe  guard,  can  niefęr  ezpira. 


PROWGUB 


PnOtOGUE, 


DMIOIIBD  FOR  TAMKlKŁANB. 

To  hay  a  mighty  heio  oomaiy  to  wanń 

Tour  curdling  blood,  and  bid  yoa,  Britont,  arm. 

To  va]our  much  be  owes,  to  yirtue  morę; 

le  llgbts  to  aaye,and  conąners  to^restore. 

le  strains  no  test,  nór  makes  diagoons  penuade; 

le  IJkes  religion,  btąt  be  bates  the  trade. 

lorn  lor  mankind,  they  by  his  laboor  iiye; 

rheir  property  is  bis  prerogatiye. . 

Ii*  sword  destroys  less  than  his  mercy  sayes, 

knd  Bone,  ezoept  his  passions,  are  his  slares. 

iuchf  Britons,  is  the  prince  tbat  you  possess, 

n  coancil  greatest,  and  in  camps  no  less: 

iraire,  bat  not  cruel;  wise  without  deoeit; 

lorn  for  an  age  cur8'd  with  a  Bi^et 

lut  you,  disdaining  to  be  too  secore, 

Lsk  his  protection,  and  yet  gmdge  his  power. 

Vith  you  a  monarch^s  rigbt  is  indispute; 

ITho  gives  supplies,  are  only  absolute. 

(ritona,  for  sbame  *  your  fiictious  fends  decline^ 

'oo  long  you>ve  labpur>d  Ibr  the  Bourbon  linę : 

kasert  lost  rights,  an  Austrian  prince  alone 

s  bom  to  nod  upoa  a  Spanisb  throne. 

L  canse  no  less  could  on  graat  Eugene  eali ; 

teep  Alpine  rocks  reqaire  aa  Hannibal : 

le  sbows  you  yofir  lost  honour  to  retriere; 

>ar  troops  will  6ght,  when  once  the  senate  giye. 

hiit  your  cabals  and  factions,  and>in.  spight 

H  Wbig  and  Tory  in  this  caose  unitę.  • 

hie  vote  will  then  send  Anjou  back  to  Fnnce ; 

lieredet  tbe  meteor  end  his  airy  dance : 

3se  to  the  Maotuan  soil  be  may  repair, 

{▼'n  abdicated  gods  were  Latium's  care, 

Lt  worat,  ba^U  flnd  some  Comishborougb  beie. 


FROŁOGUE 

TO  THS  MCrtlOmmilG  IH  YORK-BinU>IN0t. 

ITants  Musie  aad  morę  powerfel  beauties  reign, 

Who  can  support  tbe  pleasnre  and  tbe  pain? 

lere  tbeir  soft  magie  those  two  Syrena  try, 

Lnd  if  we  listeo,  or  but  look^  we  die. 

IHiy  sbould  we  then  tbe  wondrona  tales  admśre^ 

H Orpben^  mimbera,  or  AmpUoB's  lyre; 

H  walls«Mtad  hy  haraioiiiooa  skiłl,  [atiK! 

Iow  moujitains  mov'd,  and  rapid  streams  stood 


TO  THB  OORN IfH  SQUIRK,  A  COHKDT. 

Who  dares  not  plot  in  this  good-natur^d  aga? 
Each  place  is  priTileg^d  ezcept  thestage; 
Tbere  tbe  draad  phalaaz  of  refonners  come^ 
Śworn  foes  to  wit,  as  Cartbage  waa  to  Boom; 
Tbeir  ears  so  sanctify*d,  no  scenes  can  pleas^ 
But  beary  bymns,  or  pensiye  bomilies; 
Trutbs,  plainly  told,  tbeir  tender  naturę  wound^ 
Young  rakes  must,  like  old  patnarch's  ezpound; 
The  painted  punk  the  proselyte  must  play , 
And  bawds,  like  fille-deyotes,  procure  and  pny; 
How  naturę  is  inyertedf  soon  youll  see 
Senates  uoanimoua,  and  secta  agree, 
Jews  at  estortion  raił,  and  monks  at  myttery.^ 
Łet  cbaracters  berepresented  tnie, 
An  airy  sinner  makes  an  awkward  Prue* 
With  foroe  and  fitting  freedom  yioe  arraign  ; 
Though  pulpits  flatter,  let  the  stage  spode  plaia* 
If  Verres  gripes  the  poor,  or  Nsmius  write. 
Cali  tbat  the  robber,  this  the  parasite. 
Ne^er  aim  to  make  an  eagle  of  an  owi ; 
Cinna>8  a  statesman;  Sydropbel,  a  tool. 
Our  censurers  with  want  of  thought  dispense, 
^  But  tremble  at  the  bideous  sin  of  sense. 
Wbo  would  not  such  hard  fiste  as  ours  bemoaa» 
Indicted  for  some  wlt»  end  daomM  for  nonę? 
But  if,  to  day,  some  scandal  sbould  appear, 
Let  those  precise  Tartufi  bind  o'er  Moliere. 
Poet,  and  papist  too,  they*ll  surely  maul, 
There*s  no  indulgences  at  Hicks*»>ball. 
Gold  only  can  tbeir  pious  spite  allay, 
They  cali  nonę  ctiminals  that  can  but  pay: 
Tbe  beedless  shrines  with  yictima  they  inycke^ 
They  take  the  &t,  and  giye  tbe  gods  the  smoke. 


PROLOGiTB 


BPOKllf  AT  TRI  OPKNIlfG  09  TIIB  QtrBB]|*l  TH»* 
ATRE  IR  THC  HATMARKKT. 

SucH  was  our  builder*s  art>  tbat,  soon  as  nam^d, 
This  &bric,like  tbe  infant  world,  was  fram*d. 
The  architect  must  on  duli  order  wait. 
But  'tis  the  poet  only  can  create. 
Nonę  else,  at  pleasnre,  can  duration  giye: 
When  marble  fails,  tbe  Muses'  structures  Hye. 
The  Cyprian  fane  is  now  no  longer  seen, 
Though  sacred  to  the  name  of  love'8  &ir  ąuebn. 
£'en  Athens  scarce  in  pompoas  ruin  stands, 
Though  finishM  by  the  leam*d  Minerya*s  bandfl^ . 
Morę  surę  piesagea  from  these  walla  we  find. 
By  beauty  ■  founded,  and  by  wit  design^d. 

■  Lady  SimderlaRd. 
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In  tbe  good  ag e  of  glioftf y  Ig^onnce, 
How  did  cathedrals  rise,  and  zeal  advanoe ! 
Tbe  merry  monks  said  orisoiis  at  ease, 
Lai^ge  were  their  mealSi  and  light  theirpenances; 
Pardons  foralns  were  purchasM  with  estates. 
And  nonę  but  rogues  in  rags  dyM  reprobates. 
But,  now  tbat  piom  pageantry^s  no  morę. 
And  stages  thrłve,  aa  cburches  did  before: 
Your  own  magnificence  you  here  gurvey, 
Majestic  columns  standy  where  dunghills  lay^ 
And  carrs  tńumpbal  ńse  from  carts  of  hay. 
Swains  here  are  taught  to  bope,  and  nympbs  to 

fear. 
And  big  Ąlmanzor^s  fisrht  mocks  Blenheim^a  here. 
Deacending  goddesses  adorn  our  scenes. 
And  qtiit  their  brightabodes  for  gilt  machines. 
.  Shoidd  Jove,  for  this  fair  circte,  Ieave  his  throne, 
He*d  meet  a  lightning  fierc^r  than  his  own. 
Though  to  tbe  Sun  his  towering  eagles  rise, 
They  scarce  could  bear  the  4ustre  of  these  eyet. 


EPILOGUE 


TO  THE  TRA6BOY  OF  CATO. 

What  odd  fiintastic  things  we  women  do ! 

Who  would  not  listen  when  young  lovers  woo  ? 

What !  die  a  mąid,  yet  have  the  choice  of  two  f 

Ladies  are  oftencruel  to  thc^ir  cost : 

To  give  you  pain,  themseWes  they  punish  most. 

Vbws  of  virginity  should  well  be  wełgh'd ; 

Too  ofl*they*re  cancelM,  thóugh  in  convents  madę. 

Would  you  rerenge  such  rash  re80lves you 

may 

Be  spiteful — and  bellere  the  thing  we  say ; 

We  hate  you,  when  you're  easily  said  nay. 

How  needless,  if  you  knew  us,  were  your  fears! 

Let  love  have  eyes,  and  beauty  will  hare  ears. 

Cur  bearts  are  forin'd,  as  you  yourseUes  would 
choose, 

Too  proud  to  ask,  too  humble  to  refuse: 
We  give  to  merit,  and  to  wealth  we  sell; 

He  sighs  with  most  success  that  settles  well. 

Tbe  woes  of  wedlock  with  the  joys  we  mix; 

^isbest  repentingin  a  coachand  8ix, 

BUme  not  our  conduct,  sińce  we  but  pursue 

Those  liTely  lessons  we  hare  leam*d  from  you : 

Your  breasts  no  morę  the  fire  of  baauty  wanns. 

But  wicked  wealth  osurps  the  power  of  charms. 
What  pains  to  get  the  gaudy  thing  you  hate, 
To  8 well  in  show,  and  be  a  wretch  in  state ! 
At  l^ayi  you  ogle,  at  the  ring  you  bow  ^ 
£'en  cburches  are  no  sanctuaries  now; 
There  golden  idoli  all  your  vow8  receire ; 
Sfae  is  no  goddess  who  has  nought  to  give. 
Ob  may  once  morę  tbe  happy  age  appear, 
When  words  were  artless,  and  the  thoughtssincere; 
Wben  gold  and  grandeur  were  unenvy'd  thiogs, 
And  courts  less  coreted  than  groves  and  ffprings. 
Łore  then  shall  only  mourn  when  truth  compłains, 
i^nd  ponstancy  feel  transport  in  its  chains; 
Sighs  with  suoeess  their  own  soft  anguish  tell, 
And  eyes  shall  utter  what  the  lips  conceał : 
Yirtoe  again  to  its  bright  station  dimb. 
And  beauty  fear  no  enemy  but  time : 
The  fiiirsbaJl  listen  to  desert  alone. 
And  aT«ry  Ijucia  fis^  a  Cato^a  lon. 


A   80LlL0§ttrY, 
oirr  oy  itałian. 


CouŁD  he  whom  my  dissembled  rigour  gneve^ 
But  know  what  torment  to  my  sonl  it  gives  ; 
He'd  find  how  fondly  I  return  his  Aam«, 
And  want  myself  tfie  pity  he  would  claim. 
Irnmortal  gods !  why  has  your  d<»om  decreed 
Two   wounded  bearts  with  equa1    pangs   sbooM 

blecd? 
Since  tbat  great  law,  which  your  tribunal  gnidca, 
Has join'd  in  love  whom  de«tiny  divides  ; 
Repent,  ye  powers,  the  injuries  you  canse, 
Or  change  our  natures,  or  reform  your  laws. 
Unhappy  partner  of  my  killing  pain, 
ThiHk  what  I  feel  tbe  moment  you  comptaia. 
Eateh  sigh  you  utter  wounds  my  tendcreat  par^ 
So  much  my  lips  misrepresent  my  hesot. 
When  from  your  eyes  thefolling  drops  disti]. 
My  Wtal blood  in  eTery  tear you  spili: 
And  all  those  moumfiil  agooies  I  bear, 
Are  but  the  echoes  of  my  own  despalr. 


AN  IMITATION  OF  A  FRENCH  AtUBOk. 

Can  yon  count  tbe  silrer  lights 

That  deck  the  skies,  and  cheer  the  nights  ; 

Or  tbe  leaves  that  strow  the  Tales, 

When  gTove8  are  stript  by  winter^gaJes  i 

Or  the  drops  that  in  the  nrom 

Hang  with  transparent  pearl  the  thorn; 

Or  bridegroom's  joys  or  miser^  cares, 

Or  game8ter's  oaths,  or  hermif  s  prayers  i 

Or  envy*s  pangs,  or  love's  alarms, 

Or  Marlbarough*s  acts,  or  — n*s  diann*  ł 


ANACREONTIC  EPISTLE  TO  BOL  GAT, 

ON  BIS  POEBfS. 

Wheh  Famę  did  o'er  the  8pack>us  plain 

The.lays  ahe  once  had  leaniM  repeat; 
All  li6ten*d  to  the  tuneful  strain. 

And  wonder*d  who  cuuld  singso  sweetu 
*Twa8  thus.    The  Gracea  held  tbe  lyre, 

Th*  harmonious  frame  the  Muses  atrangi^ 
Tbe  ŁoTes  and  Smiles  compoa*d  the  choir, 

Ąod  Gay  tran8crib*d  what  Phoebus  song. 


TO  THE  MERRY  POETASTEJt 

AT  SADŁERS-HAŁŁ  IR  CHKAPSIDS. 

Unwiełdy  pedant,  let  thy  awkward  Mose 
With  cenaures  praise,  with  flatteriesaboae. 
To  lash,  and  not  be  felt,  in  thee's  an  art ; 
Thou  ne'er  mad*8t  any,  bntthy  school-bóysy  anut 
llien  be  adTifl'd,  andacribble  not  again  ; 
Thou'rt  fasluon*d  for  a  flail,  and  not  a  pen. 
If  B — -1*8  immortal  wit  thou  woiikl*at  deciy» 
Pretend  tis  he  that  writ  thy  poetry. 
Thy  feeble  satire  ne'er  can  do  him  wrong  ; 
Thy  poems  aad  thy  p«ti«its  liTe  not  kNis^ 


EARL  OF  GODOŁPHIN  TO  DR.  OARTH. 
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ffHK  BASI.  Or  GODOŁPHIN  TO  DR.  OAJŁTH,  UPON 
THE  Ł08S  OF  MIM  DIMGŁB:  IM  RETORM  TO 
THB  DOCTOR*8  CONSOŁATORY  YBRfBS  TO  HIM, 
UPOM  THB  ŁOSB  OF  H»  ROD  ' 

Thou,  who  the  pangs  of  my  embitter^d  ragę 
Could^Bt,  with  thy  nerer-dying  Yerse,  asiuage: 
Immortal  Terse,  secure  to  łive  as  long 
As  tbat  cursM  prose  that  did  condemn  thy  song: 
Thou,  happy  bard,  wbose  doubłe-gifted  pen, 
Alike  can  care  an  achiog  com,  or  spleen; 
Whose  lucky  band  admioistere  repose 
As  well  to  breaking  heart,  as  broken  notę; 
Accept  this  tribnte :  think  it  all  I  had, 
In  recompense  of  tbioe,  wben  I  was  sad. 

What  thongh  it  comes  from  an    nnpracti8*d 
Musp, 
Bad  at  the  best,  grovn  worse  by  long  disuse; 
In  silcnce  lost,  sińce  once  I  did  compiain 
Of  Wiv*-1'8  cold  neglect  in  humble  strain; 
When  clieck*d  by  slaTish  consciencc,  sbe  deny'd 
To  tbrow  aside  the  niecę,  and  act  the  bride : 
Yet  surę  1  may  be  thought  among  the  throng, 
If  not  to  sing,  to  whistle  out  a  song: 
Then  take  the  kind  remembrance  of  my  Terse, 
While  Din0e's  loss  with  sorrow  I  rebeane. 

Dingle  is  lost,  the  hollow  caves  resound 
pi^gle  18  losty  and  multiply  the  sound  ; 

■  See  aboTe,  p.  449. 


Till  Echo,  chaoting  it  by  just  degree,  • 
Sbortcns  to  ding,  then  softens  it  to  D. 

Dingle  is  lost;  where's  now  the  parenfs  care, 
The  boasted  force  of  piety  and  prayer? 
No  morę  shall  she'  witbiii  thy  spacious  hall 
Lead  up  the  dance,  aad  animate  the  bali ; 
Descrted  thus;  no  morę  sbalt  thou  engage 
Under  the  roof  to  Whartonize  the  age. 

TrainM  by  thy  care,  by  thy  esample  led, 
Eai-ly  she  leamt  to  dcom  the  nuptial  bed; 
In  vain  by  thy  advice  enlarg'd  ber  mind. 
And  vo\v>d,  like  thee,  to  multiply  ber  kind; 
Por  Dingle  thou  didst  bless  the  nether  skies; 
In  hopes  a  mingled  race  might  once  arise. 
To  sooth  thy  hoary  age,  and  clote  thy  dying  eyes. 

Learn,  ye  indulging  parents,  leam  from  henca 
Think  not  coropliance  e>r  will  influence. 
The  fifth  command  alone  you  did  eojoin. 
And  frankly  gave  her  up  the  other  nine : 
yet  she,  though  that,  and  that  alone,  wai  press*^ 
Regai^less  of  your  will,  the  fifth  transgress^d. 

But  oh !  my  friend,  consider,  though  8he*8  gone 
She  left  no  coffers  empty  but  her  own ; 
Her  mind,  that  did  direct  the  great  machinę, 
MotM,  like  the  umverse,  by  spiings  unseen; 
And,  thongh  from  thy  instnictions  she  retreats, 
Her  globe  of  ligfat  grows  larger  at  she  sets: 
For  nonght  could  brighter  make  her  lustre  shintt 
Than  to  withdraw,  and  single  it  from  thihe. 
Then  think  of  this;  and  pardon,  when  3rott 
Thośe  Tirtuet,  you  te  late  admir^d  in  me. 
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THE 


LIFE  OF  NICHOLAS  ROWE, 


BY  DR,  JOHNSON. 


Nicholas  ROWE  was  bom  at  Uttle  Beckfoni  in  Bedfordshire,  in  l673.  Hit 
ńunily  had  long  possessed  a  considerable  estate,  witfa  a  good  house,  at  Lambertoim  ih 
DeTonshire'.  His  aocestor  from  whom  he  descended  in  a  direct  linę  received  the  aims 
borne  by  hb  de^cendants  for  lits  bravery  in  the  Holy  War.  His  father,  Jchn  Rowe, 
włfc  was  the  first  tfaat  ąuitted  his  patemal  acres  to  practise  any  part  of  profit,  professed 
the  law,  aud  pablished  Benlow^s  and  Dallison's  Repoits  in  the  reign  of  James  the 
Second,  when,  in  <^>position  to  the  notions,  then  diligentJy  |kopagated,  of  dispensing 
power,  he  ventured  to  remark  how  long  his  authors  rated  the  prerogative.  He  was 
madę  a  seigeant,  and  died  April  30,  169S.    He  was  buried  in  the  Tempie  ćkurch. 

Nicholas  was  first  sent  to  a  private  school  at  Highgate;  and,  being  aiterwards 
Temoved  to  Westminster,  was  at  twelve  years*  choseii  one  of  the  king^s  scholars.  His 
master  was  Busby ,  who  suffered  nonę  of  his  scholars  to  let  their  powers  lie  useless ;  and 
his  exercises  in  8everal  languages  are  said  to  have  been  written  with  uncommon  degrees 
of  excellence,  and  yet  to  have  cost  him  yery  little  labour. 

At  sixteen  he  had,  in  his  iather^s  opinion,  madę  adyances  in  leaming  suffident  to 
ąualify  him  for  the  study  of  law,  and  was  entered  a  student  of  the  Middle  Tempie, 
where  for  some  time  he  read  statutes  and  reports  with  profidency  propoitionate  to  the 
Ibrce  of  his  mind,  which  was  already  such  that  he  endeavoured  to  comprehend  law,  not 
as  a  series  of  precedents,  or  collection  of  positiye  precepts,  but  as  a  system  of  rational 
govemment,  and  impartial  justice. 

When  he  was  nineteen,  he  was,  by  the  death  of  his  iather,  left  morę  to  his  own 
direction,  and  probabiy  ftom  that  time  sufiered  law  to  gire  way  to  poetry.  At^twenty- 
five  he  produced  the  Ambitious  Step-Mother,  which  was  received  with  so  much  fitYour, 
that  he  deyoted  himsełf  from  that  time  wholly  to  elegant  literaturę. 

His  Qext  tragedy  (1702)  was  Tamerlane,  in  which,  under  the  name  of  T^merlane,  he 
intoided  to  characterise  king  William,  and  Lewis  the  Fourteenth  under  Biyaset  The 
▼irtues  of  Tamerlane  seem  to  have  b^n  arbitrarily  assigned  him  by  his  poet,  for  I  know 
«Dt  that  history  giret  aay  other  ąualities'  than  those  which  make  a  conąueron    The 

i  lo  the  YiUwe,  iMneiton.    Ori;.  £^Iu  ;  He  was  aot  elected  tiU  1 6S8.   Jf, 
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faihkm,  howewt,  of  tfae  time  was,  to  aocumalate  apon  Lewis  all  thst  eaa  nise  hoiroiir 
and  detestation;  and  whaterer  good  was  whhheld  from  him,  that  it  might  not bethrowa 
away,  was  bestowed  upon  king  William. 

Tliis  was  the  tiagedy  which  Rowe  valued  most,  and  that  which  probably,  by  the  liel|i 
of  political  auxiliaries,  esdted  most  applause;  but  oocasional  poetiy  must  often  contcsit 
itBełf  with  occasional  praise.  Tameilane  bas  for  a  long  time  been  acted  only  <Hice  a 
year,  on  the  night  when  king  William  landed.  Our  ąuairel  with  Lewis  bas  been  long 
over;  and  it  now  gratifies  neitber  zeal  nor  maiice  to  see  him  pąinted  with  aggravated 
featuresp  like  a  Saiaoen  upon  a  sign. 

The  Fair  Penitent,  his  next  production  (170S),  is  one  of  the  most  pleasing  tragedies 
on  the  stage,  where  it  still  keeps  its  tunis  of  a^^peaiing,  and  probably  will  long  kecp 
them,  for  there  is  scarcely  any  work  of  any  poet  at  onoe  so  interesting  by  the  fiible,  and 
8o  deli^tfol  by  the  language.  The  story  is  domestic,  and  therefore  easily  received  by 
the  imaginationy  and  assimilated  to  oomnHHi  life;  the  dicticm  is  exqaisitely  hamioiiious, 
and  aoft  or  sprightly  as  occasion  leąuires. 

The  chaiacter  of  Lothaiio  seems  to  have  been  espanded  by  Richardson  into  LoTclaoe ; 
bttt  he  bas  escelled  his  onginal  in  the  morał  effect  of  the  fictł<Hi«  *  Lothario,  with  gaie^ 
which  cannot  be  hated,  and  bniTery  which  cannot  be  deąnsed,  retains  too  much  of  the 
q)ectator'8  kindness.  It  was  in  the  power  of  Richardson  alone  to  teach  us  at  onoe 
csteem  and  detestationi  to  make  virtaous  resentment  over-power  all  the  benev<4eDee 
which  wity  elegance,  and  courage^  naturally  excite;  and  to  lose  at  last  the  bero  in  tbe 
villain.  | 

The  fifth  act  b  not  equal  to  the  former;  tbe  events  of  the  drama  are  exhaustedyWmd  | 
little  remains  but  to  talk  of  what  is  past*    It  bas  been  obsenred,  that  the  title  of  the 
.  play  does  not  suffidently  corre^nd  with  the  behaviour  of  Calista,  who  at  laat  abows  i 
no  eyident  signs  of  repentance^  but  may  be  reasonabiy  8u^)ected  of  feeling  pain  finom 
detection  rather  than  from  guiit,  and  eipresses  morę  shame  t|ian  sonów,  and  morę  ragę 
tfaanshame* 

His  next  (1706)  was  Ulysses;  which,  with  the  common  fate  of  mythological  Stones, 
is  now  generally  neglected.  We  have  been  too  early  acąuainted  with  the  poetical 
heroes,  to texpect  any  pleasure  from  their  revival;  to  show  them  as  they  hafe  alnadj 
been  diown,  is  to  diegust  by  repetition;  to  ginę  them  new  ąualitięs,  or  new  adventares, 
tf  to  oflfend  by  Wolating  received  notions* 

The  Royal  Convert  (1708)  seems  to  have  a  better  daim  to  longevity.  -The  frble  is 
drawu  from  an  obscure  and  barbarous  age,  to  which  fictions  aie  morę  eaaiiy  and 
properly  adapted;  for  when  objects  are  im*perfectly  seen,  they  easily  take  forma  from 
imagimttimi.  The  scenę  lies  amoąg  our  anoestors  in  our  own  country,  and  tłierefoic 
▼ery  «asily  catches  attention.  Rodogune  b  a  personage  truły  tragical,  of  high  ipiiit, 
and  Yiolent  passions,  great  with  tempestnous  dignity>  and  wicked  with  a  soul  that  woukt 
have  beto  beroicif  it  had  been  virtuous.  The  motto  seems  to  tell*  that  thu pby  was 
oot  łinf5?^MwfrU 

Rowe  does  not  always  remember  what  hb  characters  reąuire.  In  TasKilane  ttere  b 
aome  lidiculous  mention  of  the  gpd  of  lo^e;  and  Rodogune,  a  san^^e.  Sazon,  talks  of 
Yenus,  and  tfae  eagk  that  bears  the  thunder  of  Jupiter. 

The  pby  diseoTers  its  own  datę,  by  a  predicdon  of  tbe  Union,  in  imitation  of 
Cranmer^s  prophetic  promises  to  Heniy  tbe  Eighth.  Tbe  antkipated  blesaiags  of 
nnioń  are  not  vei7  naturally  introduoed,  nor  veiy  bappily  expresaed. 
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Be  onoe  (1706)  tried  to  cbange  hk  hand.  He  ventiired  on  a  comedy,  and  produced 
The  Biter;  wkh  which,  thoo^h  it  was  uiifiivouiahly  treated  by  tlie  audience,  he  ¥ras 
liiiiiself  delighted ;  for  he  is  said  to  haye  aat  in  tiie  house  laughiog  with  great  yehemenoe; 
iHienever  he  bad,  in  bis  own  oiiinion,  produced  a  jest.  But,  finding  that  be  and  the 
pablic  had  no  sympathy  of  mirtb,  he  tried  at  lighter  scenes  no  morę. 

AAer  the  Royal  Convert  (1714)  appeared  Jane  Sboie,  written,  as  its  autiior 
professes,  in  imitation  of  Shakspeare's  style.  In  what  be  thought  himself  an  imitafeor 
of  Shakąieare,  it  is  not  easy  to  conoeive.  Tbe  numbers,  the  diction,  the  sentiments,  and 
the  conducty  in  every  thing  which  imitation  can  consist,  areremote  in  the  utmost  dą^^ree 
firom  tbe  manner  of  Shakąieare,  whose  dramas  it  resembles  only  as  it  is  an  Eoglisb  stoiy, 
and  as  some  of  tbe  persons  baye  theur  names  in  history.  Thij  play,  consisting  chiefly  of  > 
donestic  soenes  and  private  distrcss,  lays  hoM  upon  tbe  beart.  The  wife  is  foi|;tven 
because  she  re|>ents»  and  tbe  husband  is  bonoured  because  he  forgires.  Tbis^  theie- 
fore,  b  one  of  those  pieoes  włiich  we  still  welcome  on  the  stage. 

His  last  tragedy  (1715)  was  Lady  Jane  Grey.  This  subject  had  been  chosen  by 
Mr.  Smidi>  wbose  papers  were  put  into  Rowe's  bands  such  as  be  describes  them  in  bb 
piefaoe.  This  play  bas  Ukewise  sunk  into  oblivion.  From  this  time  he  gare  notUng 
mcNne  to  tte  stage.  ^ 

Being  by  a  competent  fortunę  esempted  irom  any  neoesaity  of  combating  fais 
jpclination,  be  never  wrote  in  distress,  and  Aerefore  does  not  appear  to  have  ever  wiitlen 
io  hastę.  His  works  were  finished  to  bis  owii  approbation,  and  bear  few  maifcs  of 
nęgligenoe  or  hnrry.  It  is  remaiiable,  that  his  prologues  and  e|Ml(^ues  are  all  his  own, 
though  be  sometimes  suppUed  otbers ;  be  aiforded  lieip,  but  did  not  solidt  it. 

As  his  studies  necessarily  madę  him  acąnainted  with  Sbakapeare,  and  acąuamtance 
prodttoed  Teneration^  he  undertook  (1709)  an  edition'of  bis  works,  from  which  he 
neitber  reoeifed  much  praise,  new  seems  to  bare  espected  it;  yet»  I  belieye,  those  who 
compare  it  with  foimer  copies  will  find  that  he  bas  done  morę  than  he  proouBed;  and 
that,  wilbout  the  pomp  of  notes  or  boasts  of  critidsmy  many  passages  are  bappily  restored. 
He  piefixed  a  life  of  tbe  autbor,  such  as  tradition,  thea  almost  expifing,  oould  8upply» 
and  a  preiace ';  whicfa  cannot  be  said  to  discover  much  profundity  or  penetration.  He 
at  least  contributed  to  tbe  popularity  of  bb  autbor. 

He  was  willing  enoug^  to  improve  bb  fortunę  by  other  arti  than  poetiy.  He  waa 
onder-secretaiy  for  three  years  when  the  duke  of  QueensberTy  was  secretary  of  state, 
ud  aAerwards  applied  to  the  earl  of  Ozford  for  soom  public  employmeat^  Osfoid 
eq|oined  him  to  stady  l^panisb;  and  when,  dome  time.afterwards,  he  came  again,  aad 
Mod  that  be  had  mastered  it,  dismissed  him  with  dib  coi^ratuhition,  ^'Then,  sir,  I  eo?y 
you  the  {^easure  of  reading  Don  Quixote  in  the  oiiginal." 

Thb  story  b  sufficientiy  attested;  but  why  Oxford,  who  desbed  to  be  tboog^t  a 
ftyourer  of  literaturę,  sbould  thus  insult  a  man  of  acknowledged  merit;  or  how  Rewę, 
,vbo  was  80  keen  a  Whigf  tfaat  he  did  not  willing  coBverK  with  men  of  the  opposile 
party,  oould  ask  prefennent  fiom  Ozfoord;  it  b  not  now  possibk  \»  discover.  P(^, 
who  told  tbe  story,  did  not  say  on  what  occasion  the  adyice  was  given;  and,  tfaoogh  he 
owned  Rowe's  dis^ipointment,  doubtod  whether  any  injnry  wts  intended  hkn,  but 
thought  it  rather  ionł  Oxford's  oid  iMiy. 

<  Mr.  Rowe^  pnfiMe,  howefer,  10  not  disttnct, as  it  mii^  be  sappoied  firam  ttb  pMnga,ft«mthe 
Life.    fi. 
4  Spence»  s  Ibid. 
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It  b  likely  that  he  lived  on  dkconteiited  througli  tiie  rest  ofąneea  Annc^s  reign^  fal 
the  time  camę  at  last  when  he  fonnd  kinder  frieods.  At  the  accession  of  king  Grcofge 
be  was  madę  poet-laureat ;  I  am  afraid  by  the  .ejecticm  of  poor  Nahom  Tatę,  «hf 
(1716)  died  in  the  Mint,  where  he  was  forced  to  seek  shelter  by  extreme  po(verty.  Et 
was  madę  likewise  one  of  the  land  sarveyoi8  of  the  customs  of  the  port  of  Łondoa. 
The  pńnce  of  Wales  chose  him  clerk  of  his  coundl ;  and  the  lord  chancellor  Paifcer,  as 
aoon  as  he  recehred  thą  seals,  appointed  him,  unasked,  secretaiy  of  the  presenfatkni. 
8uch  au  accumulation  of  empioymedb  undoubtedly  i»oduced  a  veiy  coosidenble 
irevenue. 

Havmg  already  trenslated  some  parts  of  Lucan'8  Phanalia,  which  had  been  ^pnb- 
lished  in  the  MisceHanies^^and  doubtless  received  many  praises,  he  ^ndertook  a  ▼enioD 
of  the  whole  woik,  whioh  he  lived  to  finish,  but  not  to  publish.  It  seems  to  liaye  beoi 
printed  under  the  cate  of  Dr.  Welwpod,  who  prefixed  the  author^s  life,  in  which  ii 
contained  the  following  character : 

**  As  to  his  person,  it  was  graoeiiil  and  well-made ;  his  foce  regular,  and  of  a  manlf 
beauty.  As  his  soul  was  well  lodged,  so  its  lational  and  animal  fhculties  exoelled  in  a 
Jiigh  degnt.  He  had  a  quick  and  fniitfui  inventiony  a  deep  penetration,  and  a  lar^ge 
compass  of  thought,  with  smgular  detteiity  and  easiness  in  making  his  thoogfats  to  be 
understood.  He  was  master  of  most  parts  of  polite  leaming,  especiatiy  tbe  dassical 
anthori,  both  Greek  and  Latin;  understood  the  French,  Italian,  and  Spanish  langoages; 
and  spoke  the  first  floently,  and  the  other  two  tolerably  well. 

**  He  had  likewise  read  most  of  the  Greek  and  Roman  histories  in  their  oiiginal  hn- 
gnages,  and  most  that  are  wrote  in  English,  French,  Italian,  and  Spanish.     He  had  a 
good  taste  in  philo6q)hy ;  and»  hav]ng  a  firm  impression  of  reUgion  upon  hb  ndnd,  he 
took  great.delight  in  divinity  and  ecclesiastical  history,  in  both  which  he  madę  great 
advances  in  the  times  he  retired  into  the  country,  which  was  freąoent    He  espressed, 
on  all  occasionsy  his  fali  persuasion  of  the  truth  of  revealed  religion;  and  being  a 
sincere  member  of  the  established  church  himaelf,  he  pitied,  but  condemned  not,  tfaose 
that  dissented  irom  it.    He  abhoned  the  principles  of  persecuting  men  upon  the  a^ 
€ount  of  their  opinions  in  religion ;  and,  bemg  strict  in  his  own,  he  took  it  not  upon 
him  to  censure  those  of  another  persuasion.     His  conversation  was  pleasant,  witty,  and 
leamed,  without  the  least  tincture  of  aflfectation  or  pedantiy ;  and  his  inimitable  manner 
of  diverting  and  enlivening  the  company  madę  it  impossible  for  any  one  to  be  out  df 
humour  when  he  was  in  it.    En^y  and  detraction  seemed  to  be  entirely  foreign  to  ho 
constitution ;  and  whate^er  proYOcations  he  met  with  at  aoy  time,  he  paased  tfaem  ofer 
without  the  least  thought  of  resentment  or  revenge.    As  Homer  had  a  Zoilus,  so  Mi^ 
Rowe  had  sometimes  his;  for  there  were  not  wanting  malevolent  people,  and  pre- 
te&ders  ta  poetiy  too,  that  would  now-and-then  bark  at  his  best  peHbrmances ;  bot  he 
was  eonscions  of  his  own  genius,  and  had  so  much  good-nature  as  to  forgive  tbem;  nor 
could  he  ever  be  tempted  to  return  them  an  answer. 

**  The  love  of  4eaiiiing  and  poetry  madę  him  not  the  less  fit  for  business,  and  nobody 
applied  himself  closer  to  it,  when  it  reąuired  hb  attendance.  The  late  duke  rf 
Oneaubeny,  when  he  was  secretary  of  state,  madę  him  his  secretary  for  pubiic  affidn ; 
and  when  that  truły  great  man  came  to  know  him  well,  he  was  never  so  pleased  as 
when  Mn  Rowe  was  in  hb  company.  After  the  duke's  death,  all  ayennes  were  stopped 
to  hb  prefarment ;  and,  during  the  rest  of  that  reign,  he  passed  hb  times  wifli  fhs 
Muses  and  hb  books,  and  sometimes  the  oonyeraation  of  hb  fiiends. 
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'^  1Vhen  he  YaA  just  got  to  be  easy  in  hb  fortunę,  and  was  in  a  fail'  waj  to  make  it 

tjbetter,  death  swept  him  away,  and  in  hkn  deprived  the  worid  of  one  of  the  best  men, 
as  well  as  one  of  the  best  geniuses  of  the  age,    He  died  like  a  chiistian'  and  a  philo- 

•jMpher,  in  charity  with  all  mankind,  and  wilh  an  absolute  resignation  to  the  will  of 
God.  He  kept  up  his  good-humour  to  the  hst ;  and  took  leave  of  his  wife  and 
fiiends,  immediately  before  his  hist  agony,  with  the  same  tranquillity  of  mind,  and  the 

)  aame  indafference  for  iifr,  as  thoogh  he  had  been  upon  taking  but  a  short  joumey,    He 

I  was  twice  married ;  first  to  a  daughter  of  Mr.^PalsonSy  one  of  tj^e  auditors  of  the  revenue ; 
and  afterwards  to  a  dauf^ter  of  Mr.  Deyenish,  of  a  good  family  in  Dorsetshire.    By 

f  the  first  he  liad  a  son;  and  by  the  second  a  daughter,  married  afterwards  to  Mr.  Fane. 
He  died  the  f>th  of  Deoember^  17 18^  in  the  forty-fifth  year  of  his  age ;  and  was  buried 

t  the  ipth  of  the  same  month  in  We8tminster«abbey»  in  the  aile  where  many  of  om 
English  poets  are  int^red,  over  against  Chauoer,  bis  body  bemg  attended  by  a  select 
number  of  his  fiiends^  and  the  dean  and  choir  officiating  at  the  funeral/' 
To  this  character,  which  is  apparently  given  with  the  fondness  of  a  fiiend,  may  be 

i  added  the  testimony  of  Pqpe,  who  says  in  a  letter  tofilount,  "  Mr.  Rowe  aocompanied 
ine,  and  passed  a  week  in  the  forest  I  need  not  tell  you  how  much  a  man  of  his  tam 
eateitained  me ;  but  I  must  acąuauit  you,  there  is  a  vivacity  and  gaiety  of  diąwsitioi^ 
abnost  peculiar  to  him,  which  make  it  impossible  to  part  ftom  him  without  that  un- 
easiness  which  generaliy  succeeds  all  our  pleasure.*' 

Pope  bas  left  behind  him  another  mention  of  his  companion,  less  adrantageona^ 
which  is  thus  repoited  by  Dr.  Waibmton« 

**  Rowe,  in  Mr.  Pope's  opinion,  maintamed  a  decent  character,  but  had  no  heart. 
Mr.  Addis<xk  was  justly  offiended  with  some  behaviour  which  arose  from  that  want,  and 
estranged  himself  from  him;  which  Rowe  felt  very  seyerely.  Mr.  Pope,  their  common 
fiiend,  knowing  this,  to<A  an  opportunity^  at  some  juncture  of  Mr.  Addison^s  advance- 
ment,  to  tell  him  how  poor  Rowe  was  grieved  at  his  dis|^easuxe»  and  what  satia&ction 
he  ei^iessed  at  Mr.  Addison^s  good  fortunę,  which  he  ex|Mres8ed  so  naturaily,  that  he 
(Mr.  Pope)  could  not  but  think  him  sincere.  Mr.  Addison  replied,  *  I  do  not  susped 
that  he  feigned ;  but  the  lewity  of  his  heart  is  such,  that  he  is  struck  with  ąny  new  ad- 
Yentoie ;  and  it  would  affect  him  just  in  the  same  manner,  if  he  heaid  I  was  going  to 
be  hanged.' — Mr.  Pope  said  he  could  not  deny  but  Mr.  Addison  understood  Rowe 

well." 

This  censuie  time  bas  not  left  us  the  pówer  of  confirming  or  refuting ;  but  obsenra- 
tion  daily  shows,  that  much  st^ess  is  not  to  be  laid  on  hyperbolical  accusations,  and 
pointed.8entences,  which  even  he  that  utters  them  desires  to  be  applauded  rather  than 
ct«dited.  Addispn  can  hardly  be  supposed  to  have  meant  all  Uiat  he  said.  Few 
eharactets  can  bear  the  microscopic  tcrutiny  of  wit  quickened  by  anger ;  and  perhaps 
the  best  advice  to  authbrs  would  be,  that  they  ahould  keq>  out  of  the  way  of  one 

another. 

Rowe  is  chiefly  to  be  considered  as  a  tragic  writer  and  a  translator.  In  his  attempt 
at  comedy  he  Med  ao  ignominiously,  that  hb  Biter  b  not  mserted  in  his  works ;  and 
his  occasional  poems  and  short  compositions  are  rarely  worthy  of  either  praise  or  cm^ 
•ure;  for  they  seem  the  casual  ąports  of  a mmd  seekmg  rather  to  amoae  its  leisure  than 

to  exercise  its  powers. 

In  the  constmction  of  his  dramas,  there  is  not  much  art ;  he  is  not  a  nice  obaenrer 
oftbeuaities.     Hę  eit^dsUine  and  varies  place  a»  his  coaTeoienoeieciuires.    To  Tary 
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thepbce  is  not,  m  my  opiakm,  waj  mhtioa  of  naturę,  if  die  ch»ge  be  madę  betwea 
the  acto;  for  it  is  no  leas  eaty  .for  the  spectator  to  wppooe  kinadf  at  Athem  in  tfe 
second  act,  than  at  Thebes  in  the  fiist;  bot  to  change  the  scenę,  as  b  done  1^  Ront* 
IB  the  middle  of  an  act,  is  to  add  morę  octs  to  the  play,  sinoe  an  act  is  so  raoc^  of  tfe 
business  as  is  transactcd  withont  intemiptioa.  Roire,  by  thia  fieence,  eisily  extiieilei 
Umself  from  difficulties ;  as,  in  Jane  Ony,  when  we  hacrt  been  tenified  witii  nD  tte 
dreadful  pomp  of  public  execation,  and  are  wondering  how  tfte  heroinę  or  liie  poet 
will  proceed,  no  sooner  has  Jąne  prooonneed  some  prophetic  rfaymes,  than — fMss  mi 
be  gone-*the  scenę  closes,  and  Pembroke  and  Gardiner  are  tnrned  Ait  opon  the  ata^e. 

I  know  not  that  there  can  be  found  in  his  pli^  any  deep  seardi  into  oateie,  «ij 
aoeniate  discriminations  of  kindred  qnalities  or  nioe  display  of  passion  in  ifes  pngnm; 
aD  is  generał  and  nndefined.  Nor  does  be  mneh  interest  or  affect  the  aaditor^  e3ccqt 
in  Jane  Shore,  who  is  always  sear  and  heard  with  pity.  Alicta  b  a  chafactcr  «f  cn^Ny 
noise,  with  no  resemblance  to  real  sorrow  or  to  natnral  madnen. 

M^hence,  then»  has  Rowe  fab  repntatbn  ?  Frań  the  reaMmablentss  and  proptiety  d 
mmut  of  hb  soenes,  fron  the  eleganoe  of  hb  dicdon,  and  the  snayity  of  hb  Terae^  Be 
addom  mores  either  |Ńty  or  terrour,  bot  he  often  elevates  the  sentimeato;  Ik  aeld<aa 
pKToes  the  breast,  but  he  always  delights  the  ear,  and  oflen  impfoves  the  undei'* 
staading. 

Hb  translation  of  tłie  Golden  Yerses,  and  of  the  iirst  book  of  Qufllef  s  Poena,  baw 
nothing  in  them  remarkable.    The  Golden  Yerses  are  tedious. 

The  yersion  of  Lacan  b  one  of  the  greatest  productions  of  Englbb  poetiy;  for  tboc 
b  perhaps  nonę  that  so  completeły  exhibit^  the  genins  and  spirit  of  tbe  or%maL 
Lncan  b  distinguished  by  a  kind  of  dictatorial  or  philosophie  dignity,  lather,  aa  Oaa- 
tilian  obser^es,  declamatory  than  poetical;  fali  of  ambitióos  movality  and  ponrtri 
sentenees,  eonpnsed  in  Tigorona  and  annnated  lines.  Thb  charaeter  Rowe  faaa  yo} 
diligentiy  and  snćcessfully  preserved.  Hb  yenification,  which  b  soch  as  Ins  contan- 
poraries  |Nractised,  without  any  attempt  at  innoi^tioB  or  improyeaient,  sddom  wand 
either  mdody  or  force.  His  autbor's  sense  b  soraetimes  a  Uttle  dihited  by  addhioaal 
infiifflons,  and  sometimes  weakened  by  too  much  expansion.  But  soeh  finilta  are  to  be 
expected  in  all  translatioos,  from  the  constraint  of  measuies  and  dissindBtiide  of  k»- 
guages.  The  Pfaaraaiia  of  Rowe  desenres  morę  notice  than  it  obtams,  and  as  k  b  norę 
read  will  be  morę  esteemed^ 

*  The  Life  of  Rowe  b  a  Tcry  remarkable  instanoe  of  tbe  OBCoainion  ftteagth  oC  Dr.  Jolnanf^ 
raemory.  When  1  reoeived  from  bim  the  MS.  he  complacentYy  obsenred,  ^  that  tfae  ciiticśaa  wu 
tolerably  well  done^  coasideńng  tha^  he  had  not  seen  Rowe*8  works  for  tkirty  yeart.'*    K. 
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THE  GOLDEN  rERSES  OF  PYTHAGORAS. 

TAAiriŁATSD  FSOM  THE  GltSBS. 

TO  THX  R£AD£R. 

[  bopa  the  RAder  will  fofgive  the  libertf  I  Imre 
tjkken  in  tmoalaUng  these  yenet  aomewbat  at 
hurge,  witbout  which  itwonld  haye  been  almoct 
impocńble  to  hare  giren  any  kind  of  tom  id 
JCnglish  poetry  to  so  dry  a  sal^ject  The  Mose 
of  the  aothor  is,  I  bope,  no  where  mistaken;  and 
tfthere  seeiM  in  some  placet  to  be  tooie  addi- 
tions  in  the  Englith  Tenet  to  the  Greek  test, 
they  arc  oniy  toch  at  may  be  juttifled  irom 
Hierociet^t  Commeiitaffy,  and  deliyered  by  him 
M  the  laifer  and  ezpjained  tente  of  the  aii- 
thor*!  thort  precepL  1  have  in  tome  few  placet 
Tentnned  to  diffier  flrom  the  learned  Mr.  Da€ier*8 
French  iotcrpretation,  at  tbote  that  thall  give 
tfaemsolret  the  trouble  of  a  ttrict  coinpariton 
will  flnd.  How  fiir  I  am  in  the  right,  it  left  to 
the  feeder  to  detennine* 

• 

PiKST  to  the  gods  thy  hnmble  homage  pay ; 
rbc  greatett  thit,  and  fint  of  lawt  obey : 
^erfbitn  thy  Towt,  obterve  thy  plighted  troth, 
knd  let  religion  bind  thee  to  thy  oath. 
[*he  heroes  next  demaod  thy  jutt  regard, 
ItenownM  on  Eaith,  and  to  the  ttart  prefe]T*d, 
To  Kgfat  and  endlett  life,  their  virtiie't  tnre  le* 

want. 
>iie  rightt  peiibim  and  honoort  to  the  dead^ 
To  erery  wite,  to  every  piout  thade. 
^ith  lowly  duty  to  thy  parentt  bow, 
Und  grace  aod  fityonr  to  thyldndred  show: 
Por  what  concem  the  reit  of  human  kind, 
^hoote  ont  the  man  to  Tirtue  bett  inclinM  ; 
3iai  to  thy  annt  neeiTe^  him  to  thy  botom  bind. 
Posactt  of  tuch  a  fricnd,  pretenre  him  ttiil ; 
ffor  thtrart  hit  countelt  with  thy  ttnbboni  will ; 
niant  to  all  hit  admonitiont  pro^e, 
kml  yidd  to  all  hit  officet  of  lOTe: 
iim  fton  thy  heart,  to  tme,  to  jnttły  dear, 
^  no  raih  w«rd  nor  Msbt  cfibiic^  tMT* 


Bear  all  thou  cantt,  ttill  with  his  failingt  ttrłvey 
And  to  the  utmost  ttill,  and  ttill  fbrgiTe; 
For  strong  ncceraity  alone  esploret 
The  tecret  Tigour  of  ouriatent  powert, 
Rontet  and  nrget  on  the  lasy  heart, 
Force,  to  ittelf  nnknown  before,  t'  exert. 
By  Ute  thy  ttronger  appetitet  attwagf^, 
Thy  gIattony,thy  sloth,  thy  lott,  thy  ragę: 
From  each  dithonest  act  of  thame  forbear; 
Of  othert,  and  thytelf,  alike  beware. 
Let  reverence  of  thytdf.thy  thoughtt  contra!. 
And  goard  the  tacred  tempie  of  thy  toni. 
Let  jutticeo*er  thy  word  and  deed  pretide. 
And  reaton  e>en  thy  meanett  actiont  guide : 
For  know  that  death  it  man't  appointed  doom,    . 
Know  that  tbe  day  of  great  account  will  come, 
When  thy  i»hst  life  thall  ttricOy  be  tQrvey'd, 
Each  word,  each  deed,  beiq  the  balaaoe  laid. 
And  all  the  good  and  all  the  ill  mott  juttly  be  re- 
For  wealth,  the  perithing^uncertau  good,   [pud. 
Ebbing  and  flowing  like  tbe  flckle  flood, 
That  knowt  no  turę,  no  fix*d  obiding-place, 
But  wandering  loret  ftom  hand  to  łmnd  to  patt; 
ReYolTC  the  getter^joy  and  lo6er*t  pain. 
And  think  if  it  be  worth  thy  whiłe  to  gain. 
Of  all  thote  torrows  that  attend  manUnd, 
With  patience  bear  the  lot  to  thee  attign'd : 
Nor  think  it  chance,  nor  murmnr  at  the  load  ; 
For  know  what  man  calls  fortunę  it  from  Ood. 
In  what  thou  niay'tt,  from  witdom  leek  relief. 
And  let  ber  healing  hand  atswage  thy  grief ; 
Yet  ttill  whate'er  tiie  rigfateout  doom  ordainti 
What  caote  toerer  moltipliet  thy  paint, 
Let  not  thote  paint  at  illt  be  undentood  ; 
For  (rod  delightt  not  to  afflict  the  good. 

The  reatoning  art,  to  variout  endt  apply*d, 
It  oft  a  turę,  but  oft  an  erring  guide. 
Thy  ludgment  therefoie  tonnd  and  cool  preterre^ 
Nor  lightly  from  thy  retolution  twenre ; 
Tbe  dasxUng  pomp  of  wordt  doet  oft  deceive. 
And  tweet  pertuation  wint  the  eaty  to  beliere. 
When  foolt  and  liart  labour  to  penoade. 
Be  diiaib,  nad  l«t  te  babbikn  Tainły  plead. 
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Tbis  abore  tjlytłiis  precepi  cbiefly  leara, 
Tbis  nearly  does,  and  fint,  thysetf  concero  ; 
Jjei  not  esample,  let  no  soothin^  tongae, 
Prev«il  opon  thee  with  a  Syren'8  song, 
To  do  thy  souPs  immortal  esseuce  wrong. 
Of  good  and  ill  by  wordt  or  deedg  exprest 
Cbooae  for  tbyself,  and  always  cboose  the  best. 

Let  wary  tbouffbteach  enterprise  foreruo. 
And  ponder  on  thy  task  befbre  begun, 
JjuŁ  foUy  sbould  thc  wretcbed  work  ddace, 
And  mock  thy  froitleas  laboun  with  disgrace. 
FooU  boddle  on,  and  alwayt  are  in  hastę,  [waste. 
Act  without  tbought,  and  thonghtless  woids  they 
Bat  thou,  in  all  tbou  dott,  with  early  cares 
Strire  to  prevent  at  fint  a  £ate  like  theirs ; 
Thątaorrow  on  the  end  may  neYer  wait. 
Nor  tharp  repentance  make  thee  wise  too  late. 

Beware  thy  meddling  band  in  ought  to  try, 
Tbat  does  beyond  thy  reaeh  of  knowledge  lie ; 
Bat  seek  to  know,  and  bend  thy  serions  tbought 
To  search  the  profitable  knowledge  out 
So  joys  on  joys  for  erer  shall  increaie, 
Wifldom  shall  crown  thy  labours,  and  shall  bless 
Thy  life  with  pleasure,  and  thy  end'  with  peace. 

Nor  let  the  body  want  its  part,  but  share   • 
A  jnst  proportion  of  thy  tender  care : 
For  health  and  welfare  prudently  provide. 
And  let  its  lawful  wants  be  all  sapp1y'd. 
het  soberdnughts  refresh,  and  wholesome  fiure 
Decaying  natnre's  wasted  force  repair; 
And  sprightiy  exefctse  the  duller  sptrits  cheer. 
In  all  things  still  which  to  this  care  belong, 
Obserye^is  nile,  to  guard  thy  soul  froin  wrong. 
By  Yirtuous  use  thy  life  and  manners  frame, 
Jtfaoly  and  simply  pure,  and  free  frooi  blame. 

Provoke  not  En^y^s  d^dly  ragę,  butfiy 
Tlie  glancing  curse  of  ber  roalicious  eye. 

Seek  not  in  needless  luxary  to  waste 
Thy  w/ealtbandsubstance  with  aspcndthrift's  hastę. 
Yet,  flying  these,  be  watchfiil,  lest  thy  mind, 
Prone  to  extreinćs,  an  eqiial  danger  flnd. 
And  be  to  sordid  a^arice  inclin'd. 
Distant  alike  frnm  each,  to  neither  lean. 
Bat  ever  keep  the  happy  golden  mean. 

Be  carefiłl  still  to  guard  thy  soul  from  wrong, 
And  let  thy  tbought  prevent  thy  band  and  tongue. 

I>t  not  the  stealing  god  of  sleep  surprise, 
Nor  creep  in  slumbers  on  thy  weary  eyes, 
Ere  every  action  of  the  former  day 
Strictly  thon  dost  and  righteously  surrey. 
With  reverence  at  thy  own  tribunal  stand. 
And  anawer  justly  to  thy  own  demand. 
Where  have  I  been?  In  what  have  1  transg:ress'd  ? 
What  good  or  ill  bas  this  day*s  life  expre9s'd  > 
Where  have  I  faiPd  in  what  1  ought  to  do  ? 
In  what  to  God,  to  man,  or  to  niysetf  1  owe  ? 
Inqaire  severe  what-e'er  from  first  to  last,    [past. 
From  moming*s  dawn,  till  evening*8  gloom,  bas 
If  evil  WfTe  thy  deeds,  repenting  mourn. 
And  let  thy  soul  with  strong  remursebe  torn. 
If  good,  the  good  with  peace  of  mind  repay. 
And  to  thy  secret  self  with  pleasure  say, 
**  Rejoice,  my  heart,  for  all  went  well  to-day.*' 

TheseUioughts,  and  cbiefly  tbese my  mindshould 
JBmploy  thy  study,  and  engage  thy  lorę.    [move, 
These  are  the  rules  which  will  to  virtae  lead. 
And  teach  thy  feet  her  beavenły  paths  to  tread. 
lliis  by  his  name  I  swear,  wboae  sacred  lorę 
First  to  mankind  exp]ain'd  the  mystic  Ibur, 
Source  of  etemal  naturę  and  almighty  powttr. 


In  all  tboa  dott  fint  let  thy  prayen  aseend. 
And  to  the  gods  thy  labours  first  commend :  [ead. 
From  them  implore  snocess,  and  hope  a  prosfenni 
So  shall  thy  abler  mind  be  taught  to  soar. 
And  wisdom  in  ber  secret  ways  explore  ; 
To  rangę  through  Hearea  above  and  Caith  bdow. 
Immortal  gods  and  mortal  men  to  know: 
So  shalt  thou  leam  what  power  does  all  control, 
What  bounds  the  parto,  and  what  onites  the  whole: 
And  rigbtly  judgein  all  its  wondrous  firamc^ 
How  universal  naturę  istbe  same  ; 
So  shalt  thou  ne^r  thy  ^n  affiections  place 
On  hopes  of  what  shall  nerer  cooke  to  paae, 

Man,wretched  mas,  thoushaltbetsuigfatto  knov, 
W  ho  bears  within  bimaelf  the  inbom  cause  of  woc: 
Unhappy  race!  tbat  never  yet  coald  tell, 
How  near  tbeir  good  and  happiness  they  dwell, 
Depriv*d  of  Rcnse,  they  neidier  hear  nor  see; 
Fetter^d  in  vice,  they  seek  not  to  be  free. 
But  stupid,  to  their  own  sad  fate  agree: 
Like  ponderous  rolling-stones,  oppreasM  with  ill, 
The  weigbtthat  loads  them  makestbem  roli  on  st3^ 
Berefl  of  choice  and  freedom  of  tbe  Will; 
For  natirc  strife  in  erery  bosom  reigns. 
And  secretly  an  impious  war  maiatains: 
Provoke  not  this,  but  let  the  oombatcease^ 
And  erery  yielding  passion  sue  for  peace;.    [kind, 

Would'st  thoo,  great  Jore,  thou  latbcrof  maa- 
Rereal  tbe  demon  for  tbat  task  a8sigii*d, 
Tbe  wretched  race  an  end  of  woes  would  find. 
And  yet  be  bold,  O  man,  divine  thou  art. 
And  of  the  gods  cełestial  essenoe  part. 
Nor  sacred  Naturę  is^firom  thee  cancseaPd, 
But  to  thy  race  ber  mystic  rules  reveal'd. 
These  if  to  know  thou  happily  attaia, 
Soon  shalt  thou  perfect  be  in  all  tbat  I  oidain. 
Thy  wounded  soul  to  health  tbou  shalt  restore^ 
And  free  from  every  pain  she  ielt  befoie. 

Abstaiu,  I  warn,  fivm  meats  unclean  and  Bx^ 
So  keep  thy  body  pure,  so  free  thy  spul; 
So  rigbtly  judge;  thy  reason  to  maintain; 
Reason  which  Heareir  did  for  thy  guide  oidaia, 
Let  tbat  best  reason  ever  bold  the  rein. 

Then  if  this  mortal  body  thou  forsake. 
And  thy  glad  flight  to  the  pure  etber  take, 
Among  tbe  gods  exalted  shalt  tbou  shine, 
Immortal,  incorruptible,  dirine: 
The  tyrant  Death  securely  shalt  tbou  braTi^ 
Aud  scorntbe  dark  dominion  of  tbe  grave. 


A  POEM, 

ON  THE  LATE  GŁORIODS  SUCCES8E8,  &C.  HUMBŁT 
INSCRIBED  TO  THB  LORO  TREASURBR  OODOŁ- 
VUIN. 

Whiłb  kings  and  nations  on  thy  coonsels  wait. 
And  Anna  trusts  to  thee  tbe  British  state 
While  Famę,  to  thee,  from  every  fbreig-n  coaat, 
FUes  wkh  tbe  news  of  empires  won  and  loot, 
Relates  whate^er  her  busy  eyes  beheld. 
And  tells  the  (urtune  of  each  bloody  fl^d; 
While,  with  offlcious  duty,  crowds  atteod. 
To  hail  the  labours  of  thy  god-like  friend, 
Yonchsafe  the  Muse^s  humbler  joy  to  hear; 
For  sacn-d  numbers  shall  be  still  thy  care; 
Though  mean  the  Terse,  tbongh  lowly  tie  the  stiaiB| 
Though  least  reganted  be  Uie  Muse,  of  all  tbr 
tuaefel  traio. 


TO  THE  EARL  OP  OODOLPHIN. 
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Y«t  rice^  negtected  nymph,  arów  tby  flame, 
Aaeert  tb*  inśpiriuggod,  and  greatly  aim 
To  make  thy  naniben  eqiial  to  tby  theme. 
From  HeaTen  derive  tliy  v«ne;  to  Beaven  belong 
Tbe  counseU  of  the  wiw,  and  battles  of  tbe  stroiH^ 
To  Heaven  the  royat  A  ona  owes,  aloae, 
The  Tirtues  wluch  adorn  and  gitard  her  tbrone ; 
Tbence  is  ber  jastice  wrptcbes  to  redress, 
Thencę  is  her  mercy  and  her  love  of  peaee; 
Tlience  is  ber  power,  her  sceptre  uncontrord, 
To  bend  tbe  stubboni,  and  repress  the  boki  i 
Her  peaccful  arta  fieroe  factions  to  assuage. 
To  heal  their  breaches,  and  tosooth  their  ragę; 
Tbence  is  that  happy  prudence,  wbich  presides 
In  eacb  design,  and  every  aotion  goides; 
Thence  is  abe  tao^ht  her  shining  court  to  grace. 
And  fix  the  wortbiest  in  tbe  wortbiest  place, 
To  trust  nt  home  GodoIpbin's  watchful  care» 
And  send  victorioiu  Churchill  forth  to  war. 

Arise,  ye  nations  resco^d  by  ber  sword, 
Freed  from.the  bondageof  afbreign  lord, 
Ariae,  and  join  tbe  heroinę  to  bless* 
Behold  abe  aends  to  8ave  you  from  distress; 
Rich  is  tbe  royal  bonnty  sbe  bestows, 
'Tis  plenty,  peace,^nd  safety  from  yoar  foea. 
And  tbou,  Iberia!'  rous'dat  length,  disdain 
To  węar  enslayM  the  Gallic  tyranfs  cbain. 
For  see  !  tbe  Britisb  genins  comes,  to  cheer 
Tby  fainting  sons,  and  kiodle  tbem  to  war. 
With  ber  own  gtorious  fires  their  souls  shc  warms, 
And  bids  them  bum  ibr  liberty  and  arms. 
Uttbappy  land  !  tbe  fbremost  once  in  iame, 
Once  Iifling  to  the  stara  thy  noble  name, 
In  arts  ezcelling,  and  in  arms  seTere, 
The  western  kingdoms*  envy,  am}  their  fear: 
Wb^re  ia  thy  pride,  tby  conscious  bonour,  flown, 
Thy  ancient  yaloor,  and  tby  first  renown? 
How  art  tbou  sunk  among  tbe  nations  now ! 
How  h^  tboutaugbt  thy  baoghty  ueck  to  bow. 
And  dropt  the  warrior'8  wreath  inglorioas  from 
thy  brow! 

Not  tbus  of  old  her  va1iant  fathers  borę 
Tbe  bondage  of  the  unbelieving  Moor, 
Bot,  oft,  alternate,  madę  the  yictors  yield, 
Andprov'd  tbeir  roight  inmany  a  well-fought  Aeld; 
Bold  in  defence  of  Uberty  they  stood, 
A^  doubly  dyM  tbeir  cross  in  Moorish  blood: 
l'hen  in  haroic  arms  their  knigfats  exoell*d, 
Tbe  tyrant  then  and  giant  then  they  quell'd« 
Tben  every  nobler  tbought  tbeir  minds  did  move. 
And  those  who  fbught  for  fi^eedom,  sigh'd  for  love. 
Uke  one,  those  sacred  flames  nnited  lirę, 
At  onoe  they  languish,  and  at  once  reTive; 
Alike  they  abun  the  coward  and  the  slare, 
Bat  bleas  tbe  free,  the  ▼irtaoio,  and  the  brave. 
NoiT  frown,  ye  fair,  nor  think  my  Terse  ontrue: 
Though  we  disdain  that  man  sbould  man  subdoe, 
Yet  aii  the  free-bom  race  are  slaves  alike  to  you. 

Yet,  once  agaig  tbat  giory  to  restore, 
Tbe  Britons  seek  the  Celtiberian  shore. 
With  echoing  peałs  at  Anna*8  high  command, 
Tbeir  naral  thunder  wakes  the  drowsy  htnd; 
High  at  their  head,  Iberia^s  promisM  lord,[sword; 
Young  Charles   of  Austria,  waves   bis  shining 
Hia  youthfbl  Tcins  with  hopes  of  empire  glow, 
Swell  his  bold  beart,  and  urge  him.  on  the  foe: 
"With  joy  be  reads,  in  every  warrior'8  face, 
Some  happy  omen  of  a  surę  success ; 
Tbcn  leaps  erulting  on  the  hostile  strand, 
And  thinks  the  destia^d  sceptre  in  his  band, 

VOJU  IZ. 


Nor  fatc  denies,  what  6r8t  bU  wiabes  name,  >  . 
Proud  Barcelona  owds  his  juster  claim, 
With  the  first  łaurel  binds  his  youthful  brows,       j 
And,  pledge  of  futurę  crowns,  tiie  mural  wreath 
Bntsoon  the  eąualofbis  youthful  year8,[bestowsi 
Philip  of  Bourbon's  haughty  linę  appcars; 
Like  hopes  attend  bis  birth,  like  glońes  grace, 
(If  gloiy  can  be  in  a  tyrant^s  race) 
In  numbers  proud,  he  threats  uo  morę  from  far. 
But  nearer  draws  the  black  impending  War; 
-  He  Ticws  his  host,  tiien  scorns  the  i^ebel  town. 
And  dooms  to  eertain  death  tbe  rival  of  his  crowa* 

Now  famę  and  empire,  all  tbe  nobler  spoils 
'Tliat  urge  the  hero,  and  reward  his  toils, 
:PIac'd  in  their  Tiew,  alike  their  hopes  engage. 
And  ńre  their  breasts  with  morę  than  mortai  ragę. 
Not  lawless  lovc,  nor  yengeaiice,  nor  despair, 
So  daring,  fierce,  untam'd,  and  ftirious  are, 
As  w  hen  ambition  prompts  thągreat  to  war;    , 
As  youthful  kings,  when,  striińngfor  renown, 
They  prove  their  might  in  arms,  and  combat  for 
a  crown. 

Hard.waa  tbe  cruel  strife,  and  doubtful  long 
Betwixt  the  chiefs  suspended  conque8t  hung; 
Till,  forc'd  at  length,  disdiuning  much  to  yield, . 
Charles  to  his  rival  quit8  the  fatał  field« 
Numbers  and  fortunę  o'er  bis  ńght  prevail, 
And  e*en  the  Britisb  ▼alour  seems  to  fail ; 
And  yet  they  faiPd  not  all.    ]n  that  extreme, 
Conscious  of  virtue,  libeity  and  famę, 
They  tow  the  youthful  monarch*s  fate  to  8hai«i»   . 
Abore  distress,  unconquer'd  by  despair, 
Still  tu  defend  the  towo  and  animate  the  war. 

But,  lo!  when  ęyery  better  hope  was  past, 
When  every  day  ofdangersecra^d tbeir  last, 
Far  on  the  distant  ocean,  they  sunrey, 
Where  a  proud  navy  plows  its  watery  way. 
Nor  long  they  doubted,  but  with  joy  desery, 
Upon  tbe  chitfTs  tali  top-masts  waving  high, 
The  Britisb  cross  and  Belgie  lion  fly. 
Loud  with  tumultuoua  clamour,  loud  they  rear 
Their  cries  of  ecstasy,  and  rend  the  air; 
In  peals  on  peals  the  sbouts  triumphant  rise, 
Spread  swift,  and  rattle  through  tbespacious  skies; 
While,  from  below,  old  Ocean  g^ans  profuund, 
The  walis,  the  rock$,the  shores  repel  tfae  sound, 
Riug  with  tbe  deafening  shock,  and  thmider  aU. 

around. 
Soch  was  the  joy  tbe  Trojan  youth  exprc88*d^ 
Who,  by  the  fieix*e  Kutilian's  siege  distressM, 
Werę  by  the  Tyrrhene  aid  at  leng^  releaaM; 
When  young  Ascanius,  then  in  ąam  first  try/d,^  . 
Numbers  and  every  other  wa^t  supply*d. 
And  haughty  Turnus  from  his  walłs  defy*d:  * 
Sav'd  in  the  town  an  empire  yet  to  come, 
And  fix'd  the  fatc  of  hia  in^perial  Romę. 

But  ob !  what  versc,  whai  numbers  sfaal)  vevrea|> 
Those  pangs  of  ragę  and  gricf  the  vanfmish7d  ftrell 
Who  shall  retrcoting  Philip*8  sfiame  im  part, 
And  tell  the  anęuish  of  his  labooring  hcart !     ,    . 
Whatpaint,  wbatspaakiog  peocil  shall  expresa 
The  blended'  pas^ions  striving  in  his  face! 
Hate,  in4igrvition,,courage,  pride,  remorsejfcurse. 
With  thoughts  of  glory  past,  the  losers  greatest 

Fat£^  Ambition !  say  what  wondrous  cha rms 
Deludc  mankind  to  toil  for  thee  in  arms! 
Wl)en  all  tby  spoils,  thy  wreaths  in  battle  lyon,* 
The  pride  of  powcr,  and  glory  of  a  croyna, 
When  all  war  gives,  when  all  the  great  can  goin, 
£'eQ.  thy  wboi^  pleasure,  pays  not  balf  the  pain. 

u  u 


466 


ROWE*S 


Atl  faail!  ye  lofter,  bappier  srtt  of  peace, 
SecDi^d  from  hanni,  and  biesi  witb  leamed  eąae^ 
1o  battles,  Uood,  and  perils  han),  nnskillM, 
Which  hanrit  tbe  warrior  in  fbe  fiital  field; 
Sutcbief, tbee,  goddess  Muse !  my  Tenewoakł  niise, 
And  to  tłiy  owo  soft  nnmbers  tune  thy  praise; 
Happy  the  yoath  inspii^d,  beneath  thy  shade, 
Thy  Terdant,  ever>living  laareU  laid ! 
There,  safe^nopleamirefl.  thereno  pains  fheyknow. 
But  those  whi^  from  thy  tacred  raptures  flow. 
Kor  wish  for  crowns,  bat  what  thy  groTet  beitow. 
Me,nymph  diTine!  nor  fcorn  my  humble  prAyer, 
ReceWe  anwortby,  to  tbj  kinder  caie, 
Doom*d  to  a  gentler,  thougb  morę  fowly,  fetę, 
"Sor  wiihing  onoe,  nor  knowing  to  be  great; 
Me,  to  thy  peaceńil  hamits,  inglorioas  bring, 
'Where  secret  thy  celeatial  iistera  ting, 
Fattbytheir  saored  hUl^andnreeiCattalian  spring. 
But  nobler  thoughts  the  victor  prince  employ. 
And  raise  hii  heart  with  high  trinmphant  joy; 
From  henee  a  better  conrae  of  time  roU  on. 
And  whiter  days  toccessi ve  seem  to  ran. 
Fh>m  hence  hit  kinder  fortunę  suHns  to  datę 
The  riiing  gloriet  of  hiafoture  MbŁl, 
From  heoce!— -But  oh !  too  soonthe  bero  mourns 
His  hopes  deceiT*d,  and  wan  inoonstant  tams. 
In  Taia,  his  ecboing  trampets'  loud  alarms 
ProToke  tbe  cold  Iberian  lords  to  arms; 
Careless  of  famę,  as  of  their  monarch'8  late, 
lu  sullen  sloth  supinely  proud  they  sate; 
Or  to  be  slares  or  free  alike  prepajr*d, 
And  trasting  Hearen  was  bonnd  to  be  tbeirguard, 
DutouchM  with  shame  tbe  noble  strifę  beheld. 
Nor  oncees8ay*d  to  stroggie  to  the  field; 
But  soaght  in  the  cold  shade  and  raral  seat, 
An  onmolested  ease  and  calm  retreat: 
Saw  each  cooteoding  prince'8  arms  advance, 
Then  with  a  lazy  duli  indifference 
Tam'd  to  their  rest,  and  left  the  world  to  cbance. 
So  when,  commanded  by  tbe  wife  of  Joye, 
Thaumantian  Iris  left  the  realms  above. 
And  swift  descending  on  ber  painted  bow, 
Sought  the  duli  god  of  sleep  in  shades  below; 
Kodding  and  slow,  bisdrowfty  head  be  rear^d 
And  heavi1y  the  sacred  message  heard; 
Then  with  a  yawn  at  once  foigot  the  pain, 
And  sunk  to  his  first  sloth  and  indolence  again. 
But  oh,  my  Mnie!  th*  ungratefol  toil  forsake, 
Some  task  morę  pleastng  to  thy  numbers  take. 
Nor  cboose  in  melancholy  strains  to  tell 
Each  harder  cbance  the  juster  cause  befel. 
Or  ratber  tum,  auspicious  tum  thy  flight, 
Where  Marlborottgh's  heroic  arms  iuTite, 
Whef«  higbest  deeds  the  poet's  breast  inspire 
"With  ragę  divine,  and  fan  the  sacred  fire. 
See!  where  at  once  Ramillia's  noble  field 
Ten  thousand  themes  for  living  Terse  shall  yield. 
See!  where  at  otice  the  dreadfo]  objects  risf>, 
At  once  they  spread  before  my  wondering  eyes,  . 
And  shocic  my  labouring  soul  with  vast  suiprise ; 
At  once  the  wid&-extoiid€d  battles  move, 
At  once  they  join,  at  once  their  fote  they  proTe. 
The   rour   ascends    promiicuous;     groans    and 

cries, 
Thedrums,the  cannons'  burst,  tbe  shout,  supplies 
Ot\^  unirersal  anarchy  of  notse. 
One  di n  confos'd,  sound  mixtand  lost  in  sound, 
Echoes  to  al  I  tbe  firighted  citłes  round. 
Thick  dust  and  smoke  in  wayy  clouds  arise, 
$tain  tbe  bright  day,  and  tąint  the.  parer  skies; 


\ 


While  flMiiing  fiaoMS  like  tigMoing  iart  b^tweea,^ 
And  fiU  the  horror  of  the  frtaJ  soene. 
Aroand  the  fiekł,  all  dy*d  in  pnrple  foam. 
Hate,  fory,  and  insatiate  slaugbter  roam ; 
Diacord  with  pleasure  o'er  the  ruin  tpeadsy 
And  laugfaittg  wnps  ber  in  her  taMańd  weedaj 
While  fierce  Bellona  thonders  in  her  car, 
Shakes  terrible  ber  iteely  whip  fiom  for. 
And  with  new  nge  rerires  tbe  lainting  war. 
So  when  two  cunents,  impid  in  their couise» 
Rush  to  a  pomt,  and  OKet  with  eqaal  foroe, 
The  aagry  biltows  rear  their  heads  on  high, 
Daahing  aloft  the  foaming  surges  fly. 
And,  rising,  cloud  the  air  with  misty  tpry; 
The  raging  fiood  is  heaid  fiom  for  to  roar. 
By  listening  shef^rds  on  tbe  distant  shore, 
Wbile  modb  they  fear,  what  ills  it  should  porteadi^ 
And  wonder  why  the  watery  gods  contend. 

High  in  the  midst,  Britannia^  warlike  chief, 
Too  greatly  bold,  andprodigal  of  life, 
Is  seen  topress  wheredeath  and  dangen  cali,  [foli, 
Where  the  war  bleeds,  and  where  the  thicke^ 
He  fljes,  and  drires  confosM  the  faintińg  Gani. 
Like  hcśt  difius^d,  his  great  ezample  warms. 
And  aniniates  the  social  warriórs*  arms, 
Indames  each  colder  heart,  confirms  the  bojd, 
Makes  the  young  heroes,  and  renews  the  ołd« 
In  forms  divine  around  bim  watchfol  w^t 
The  guaidian  geoii  of  tbe  Britisb  .<tate; 
Justłoe  and  Truth  his  steps  unerring  guidew 
And  faitbfol  Łoyalty  defends  his  side  ;- 
Pradence  and  Fortitude  their  Marlboroogh  goaid^ 
And  pleasing  Liberty  his  labours  cbeeiM  ; 
But  chief,  the  angel  of  his  qneeo  was  there, 
The  union-croBS  his  siWer  shield  did  bear. 
And  in  his  decent  band  be  shook  a  warlike  spear. 
While  Victory  celestiai  soars  abore^ 
Plum*d  like  theeagle  of  imperial  Jore, 
Hangs  o*er  the  chief,  whom  she  deligbts  to  biesa. 
And  erer  arms  his  sword  with  snre  success, 
Dooms  bim  tbe  proud  oppressor  to  destroy, 
Then  wave8  her  palm,  and  claps  her  wings  for  joy. 
Such  was  yooog  Ammon  on  Arbcla*s  plain, 
Or  such  tbe  painter  ^  did  the  bero  feign, 
Where  rusbtng  oo,  and  fierce,  be  seems  to  ride» 
With  gracefol  aidor,  and  majestic  pride, 
With  all  the  godsof  Greece  and  fortunę  on  bis  sied^ 

Norlong  BaTaria*s  haughty  prince  In  Tain 
Łaboun  the  fight  uneąual  to  maintain; 
He  sees  tis  doom*d  his  fotal  firiend  the  Gani 
Shall  share  the  shame,  and  in  one  ruin  foli; 
Fłies  from  the  fbe  too  oft  in  battle  try*d. 
And  HeaTen  contending  on  the  rictor^s  aide; 
Then  mourns  his  rash  ambition's  crime  too  late. 
And  yields  reluctantlo  the  force  of  fote. 
So  when  iCneas,  tbrougb  night'8  gloomy  sfaadc/ 
The  dreadfol  forms  of  hostile  gods  suryey'd, 
Hopeless  he  left  the  burning  tow^n  and  fled : 
Saw  'twas  in  vain  to  prop  declining  Troy, 
Or  Bave  what  Hea^en  had  d^stinM  to  deatroy. 

What  vast  reward,  O  Europę,  sbalt  Łhoo  psy 
To  hiro  who  sarM  thce  on  this  głorious  day ! 
Bless  bim,  ye  grateftil  nations,  where  he  goes, 
And  beap  the  ▼ictor's  laurel  on  his  brows. 

In  every  land,  in  every  city  freed 
Let  the  proud  colomn  rear  its  marble  head. 
To  Marlborough  and  li  berty  decreed; 
Rich  with  his  wars,  triumphal  arohea  raiae^ 
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?o  teach  your  nmideriiig  tont  Ihe  hero*t  praiie ! 
*o  bim  )'our  skilful  tMirds  tbeir  verae  sball  bring- 
^or  him  tbe  tanefiil  roice  be  tanght  to  sing, 
"be  breatbing  pipę  sball  swell,  sball  sound  tbe 
trembling  string. 

O  bappy  tboo !  where  pcaoe  for  ever  imilesy 
Iritaonia!  noblest  of  tbe  ocean'B  isles, 
^air  queeii !  wbo  dost  amidst  tby  waten  reign, 
Ind  stretcb  tby  empire  o>er  tbefarthest  main: 
^at  traosports  in  tby  pareat  bosom  rolPd, 
^beii  famę  at  first  tbe  pteaaing  story  told ! 
Iow  didst  tbob  lift  tby  towery  front  on  bigb! 
fot  meanly  conscioas  of  a  motber's  joy, 
^roud  of  tby  son  as  Crete  was  of  ber  Jove,[proTe, 
Iow  wert  tboa  pleas*d  Heayen  did  tby  choice  ap- 
Lnd  fix*d  tuooess  wbere  tboa  bast  fix'd  tby  love ! 
Iow  with  regret  bis  absence  didst  tboa  moarn ! 
Iow  witb  impatience  wait  bis  wisb*d  return  \ 
Iow  were  tbe  winds  acciis^d  for  bis  delay ! 
Iow  didst  tboo  chide  tbe  gods  ulio  rule  tbe  sea, 
Lnd  cbarge  tbe  Nereid  nympbs  to  waftbim  on  his 
^  At  lengtb  be  comes^e  ceases  from  bis  toil !  [way  > 
Jke  kings  of  old  return ing  from  tbe  spoil ; 
To  Britain  and  bis  ąueen  for  ever  dear, 
le  comcs,  their  joy  and  gratefol  tbanks  to  share; 
«owly  be  kneels  before  tbe  royal  seat, 
knd  lays  its  proudest  wreatbs  at  Anna's  feet« 
^hile,  form'd  alike  for  labours  or  for  ease, 
n  camps  to  tbonder,  or  in  courts  to  please,  [care, 
)ritain'8  brigbt  nympbs  make  MarUK>rougb  tbeir 
n  all  his  dangers,  all  bis  triumphs,  sbare. 
^on<|uering  be  lends  tbe  well'pleas'd  fairnew  grace, 
Lud  adds  fi«sb  lustre  to  each  beauteous  face; 
Iritain  preserv'd  by  bis  victorious  arms, 
T^ith  wondrous  pleasnre  each  fair  bosom  warms, 
jghtens  in  all  tbeir  eyes,  and  doubles  all  their 
S^enbisown  Sunderland,  inbeauty's8tore[cbarms. 
io  ricb,  sbe  seem'd  incapaUe  of  morę* 
*fow  ibines  with  graces  never  known  before. 
bierce  with  transporting  joy  sbe  seems  to  bam, 
knd  each  solt  feature  takes  a  sprightly  tum; 
^ew  flames  are  seen  to  sparkle  in  ber  eyes, 
Lnd  on  ber  blooming  cheeks  fresh  roses  rise; 
Tbe  pleasingpassionbeigbtens  each  brigbt  bae, 
Ind  seems  to  toucb  tbe  finisb*d  piece  aivew, 
mprovet  wbat  Natare's  bounteous  band  had  gi  ven, 
knd  mends  tbe  fiiirest  woricmanship  of  Heav  e. 

Nor  joy  like  tbis  in  courts  is  oniy  found, 
lut  spreads  to  all  tbe  gratefol  people  round  ; 
iiBborioas  binds  inar'd  to  rural  toil. 
Po  tend  the  flocks  and  tum  tbe  mellow  soli, 
n  homely  guise  tbeir  honest  bearts  espress, 
^nd  bless  tbe  warrior  wbo  protects  tbe  peace, 
Vbo  keeps  the  foe  aloof,  and  drives  afar  ^ 
rbe  dreadfol  ravage  of  the  wasting  war. 
io  mde  destroyer  cuts  tbe  ripening  crop, 
^n:vents  the  barvest,  and  delbdcs  their  hope; 
^o  helpless  wretcbes  ily  with  wild  amaze, 
jook  weeping  back,  and  see  tbeir dwellings  blaze ; 
Pbe  Tictor'8  cbain  no  meumfol  captiyes  know» 
^or  bear  tbe  tbreats  of  tbe  insulting  foe, 
kit  freedom  langfas,  thefhiitful  fields  abound, 
The  cheerfo]  voiceof  mirtb  is  beard  to  sound, 
kod  plenty  doies  ber  various  bounties  round, 
The  humble  Yiilage,  and  the  wealthy  town, 
)onsenting  join  tbeir  bappiness  to  own  : 
K^hat  Heaven  and  Anna's  geotlest  reign  afford, 
Ul  is  secur^d  by  Marlboroagb*tconqueiing  swoitl. 

O  aacred,  ever  honour^d  name !  O  thou  t 
Dbat  wert  cur  gieatett  William  unoe  below ! 


Wbat  place  soe'er  thy  Tirtues  now  possess 
Ncar  the  brigbt  source  of  everiasting  bliss, 
Wbere-e'er  exalted  to  etherial  height,  ' 

Radiant  with  stars,  thou  ti^ead*st  the  fields  of  light, 
Thy  seats  divine,  tby  Heaven  a-while  forsake. 
And  deign  tbe  Britons'  triumpb  to  partake. 
Nor  art  thou  f  bang*d,  but  still  thou  shalt  delight^ 
To  bear  the  fortunę  of  tbe  glorioos  fi.^ht, 
How  fiiiPd  oppression,  and  prcTaird  the  rigbt. 
What  once  below,  sucb  still  thy  pleasures  are, 
Europę  and  liberty  are  still  thy  cAre; 
Thy  great,  thy  generous,pure,  immortal  mind 
Is  erer  to  the  public  good  inclin*d, 
Is  still  tbe  tyranf  8  foe,  and  patron  of  mańki nd. 
Behold  where  Marlborough,  thy  last  besŁ  gift, 
At  parting  to  tby  nat)ve  Belgia  left, 
Succeeds  to  all  thy  kind  pateraal  cares, 
Thy  watchfol  counsels,  and  laborious  wars; 
Like  thee  aspires  by  yirtue  to  renown, 
Figbtsto  secure  an  empire  not  his  own, 
Roips  unly  toil  himself,  and  gires  away  a  crown. 
At  length  thy  prnyer,  O  pious  prince!  is  beard, 
Heaven  bas  at  length  in  its  own  cause  appearVi  j 
At  lengtb  Ramillia^s  field  atones  fur  all 
The  faitbless  breaches  of  the  perjur'd  Oaul; 
At  length  a  bettcr  age  to  roan  decreed, 
With tiuth, with  peace,  and  justice  sball  succeed; 
FaIPnarethe  proud,  and  the  griev'd  woridis  freed. 

One  triumpb  yet,  my  Muse,  rcmains  behind, 
Anotber  Tengeance  yet  the  Gaul  shall  ftnd; 
On  Lombard  plains,  bcyond  his  Alpine  hills, 
Louis  tbe  force  of  bostile  Britain  feels: 
Swift  to  ber  friends  distressM  ber  succours  fly, 
And  distant  wara  ber  wealthy  sons  supply: 
From  slow  unacti^e  courts,  they  grieve  to  beat 
Eugene,  a  name  to  every  Britpn  dear, 
By  tedious  languisbtng  delays  is  held 
Repining,  and  impatient,  from  the  field: 
While  factious  statesmen  riot  in  exces8. 
And  lazy  priests  whole  proyinces  possess, 
Of  unregarded  wants  the  brave  complaio. 
And  tbe  8tarvM  soldier  soes  for  bread  in  vain; 
At  once  witb  gcnerous  indignation  warm, 
Britain  the  treasure  sends,  and  bids  the  bero  arm, 
Straight  eager  to  tbe  field  he  speeds  away, 
There  vows  the  victor  Qau1  shall  dear  rcpay 
The  spoils  of  Calcinato*s  fatal  day: 
Cbeer'd  by  the  presence  of  the  chief  they  1ove; 
Once  morę  their    fote  the    warriors    long    to 

prove; 
ReviT*d  each  soldier  lifls  his  droopiug  head, 
Forgcts  his  wounds  and  calls  him  on  to  lead; 
Again  tbeir  cre8ts  the  German  eaglcs  rear, 
Stiietch  their  broad  wing%  and  fan  the  Latian  airi 
Greedy  for  battle  and  the  pix*y  they  cali, 
And  point  great  Gugene*s  thunder  on  tbe  Gaul, 
The  chief  commands,  and  saou  in  dread  array 
Onwards  the  nioving  lei^ions  urge  their  way; 
Witb  hardy  marches  and  successful  hastę, 
0*er  every  barrier  fortunate  they  pa8sM, 
Which  Natui-c  or  the  skiUul  foe  had  plac*d. 
The  foe.in  vain  with  Gallic  arts  attends. 
To  mark  which  way  the  wary  leader  bends, 
Yainly  in  war'8  mysterious  rules  is  wise, 
Lurks  where  tali  woods  and  tbickcKt  covert8  rise^ 
And  m^atily  hopes  a  conąucst  from  surprtse. 
Now  witb  swift  horse  the  plain  around  them  beatSj 
And  oft  advances,  and  as  oft  retreats; 
Now  fixM  to  wait  the  coming  force,  be  seems^ 
Secur*d  by  tteepy  baakg  aad  rapid  ttrwims; 
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While  riTer-fods  in  Tain  ezlunst  their  ■tore; 
From  plenteoos  anu  tbe  giubio;  torrents  poar, 
Rise  o'er  their  oŁmost  nurgins  to  tbe  plain. 
And  ftrire  to  tHy  the  warriof^s  basie  i;  rain; 
Aliketbey  pass  tbe  plaio  and  clocer  wood, 
Ei^plore  tbe  ford,  and  tempt  tbe  sweUing  flood, 
Unsbaken  sttll  parsie  the  steadfast  coane. 
And  wbere  tbey  want  tbeir  way,  tbey  find  it  qr 
tbey  force. 
Botaitsious  thougfatsSaToy'8  grreat  pńnce  infęst. 
And  roli  ilUboding  in  his  careftil  breast; 
Oft  he  revolTes  the  rnins  of  the  great. 
And  sadly  thinks  oniost  BaTaria's  fintę, 
The  hapless  roark  of  fohiuie's  cniel  sport, 
An  cxłle,  meajily  forcHl  to  beg  support 
From  the  slow  boonties  of  a  foreign  conrt. 
Forc*d  from  his  IoyM  Tnrin,  bislast  retreat. 
His  glory  ouce  and  empire*s  ancient  seat, 
He  sees  from  farwhere  wide  destnictions  spread. 
And  fiery  showers  the  goodly  town  ioTade, 
Tben  tunis  to  mouro  in  Tain  his  niin*d  state, 
And  carse  tbę  unrelenting  tyraitt*8  hate. 

Bat  great  Eugene  prcyents  bis  erery  fear, 
He  had  resolrM  it,  an<|  he  woułd  be  tbere; 
Not  danger,  toil^  Łhe  tedioos  wary  way. 
Nor  all  tbe  OaDię  powers  l\is  promisM  aid  de- 

/    lay. 
IJke  truth  itself  nnknowing  hoif  to  fail, 
He  tcorn'd  to  doubt,  and  kncw  he  mnst  prerail. 
Th  as  erer  certain  does  the  Sun  appear, 
Bound  by  the  law  of  Jove*s  eternal  ycar; 
Thns  constant  to  hi^t  coarse  sets  out  at  mom, 
Kound  the  wide  worid  in  twice  twelvę  boi^s  is 

borne, 
And  to  a  motncnt  keeps  his  fix*d  retnm. 
Straigbt  to  the  town  the  heroes   tum   t^eir 
care, 
Th*»ir  fricndly  succonr  for  the  braTe  prepare. 
And  on  the  foe  united  bend  the  war. 
0'er  the  stcep  trencb  and  ramparfs  goaided 

hei;;ht, 
At  ohre  tbey  xviĘh,  and  drire  the  rapid  fligfat; 
^'ith  i^le  arms  tbe  (Sallic  legions  sc«m 
Tn  Ftem  the  ragę  of  the  resistless  stream; 
At  once  tt  bcars  thrm  down,  at  ouce  they  yield, 
Hradlongare  pash'd  ąnd  swept  along  the  field; 
Rciiistanoe  ceases,  and  *tis  war  no  morc, 
.^  toiicc  the  vBDqui8h'd  own  the  victor*8  power; 
l^roughoot'  tbe  field,  wbere-e*er  they  tum  tbeir 

sąght, 
Ti  sali  orcoDqaest  or  inglorious  flight; 
Swift  to   their    rescu*d  frieudi  their  joys 

bear, 
With  life  and  liberty  at  once  they  cheęr. 
And  8ave  themin  tbe  moment  of  despair. 

Só  timely  to  the  aid  of  sinking  Romę, 
With  octive  hastę  did  great  Camillus  come: 
So  to  the  Capitol  he  forc^d  his  way. 
Su  from  Ihe  prond  barbarians  snatchM  his  prcy, 
Aud  savkl  his  country  in  one  signalday. 

From' impiou&  arnis  ątlength,  O  Touis,  ccase! 
And  Ieuve  at  lon^th  tlic  jabourii^  worid  in  peace, 
lipst  Heaveii  disclose  some  yet  morę  fatalscene^ 
Fatal  t>oyond  Ramilliaor  Turiii; 
Ix*st  from  thy  band  tbou  see  thy  sceptre  torn, 
And  ^umblcd  in  the  dustthy  losses  moum; 
Lcst,  urg*d  at  length,  thy  own  repiiiing  slare, 
Though  fond  of  burthens,  and  in  bondngc  biavc, 
■parsiie    thy    hoary    bead    with   cur^es   to    tlie 


tbey 


AH  EPi$rnjR  TO  PLAnA, 

OM  THB  SIGHT  OP  TWO  PMD.UUC  OIMS  OS  TBB 
•PŁEKH  AHD  YAMITY.  WUTTSM  BT  ▲  ŁAST^, 
HES  FSIE«D. 

Flwia,  to  yoQ  with  ofety  1  commend 
Tbjs  rerse*  the  seret  fisiting  of  your  friead. 
To  yonr  good-natnre  I  securely  tnut, 
Who  know,  that  to  cooceal,  is  to  be  jińl. 
Tbe  !|f  nśe,  lifce  wretcfaed  maids  by  love  msdoM, 
From  firiends,  aoąoaiotanoe,  and  the  light  wool^ 
Conscaoiia  of  foUy,  fears  attending  shame»    [raa; 
Fears  the  cenaońous  worid,  mdA  loss  of  fitme. 
Same  confidant  by  chaoce  sl^  fisds  (tiioogh  few 
Pity  the  fools,  whom  lorę  or  Terse  iukIo), 
Whoie  Ibod  compassion  aooths  ber  in  the  aa. 
And  seta  ber  on  to  Tentnre  ooce.agaii». 

Sore  in  the  beCter  agcs  of  old  tine. 
Nor  poetry  nor  lorę  was  thought  ą  crime;    [s«iit, 
From  Ueaveo  they  both,  the  gods  beat  gifta,  wcre 
Dirinely  perlect  both,  aad  imioceiit. 
Then  were  bod  poets  and  looce  lores  not  knowa  ; 
Nonę  fclt  a  waraith  wfaicb  they  migbt  błosh  to 
Beneatb  cooi  shades  oor  happy  tethers  lay,  [owa. 
Ąnd  spent  in  pure  nntainted  joys  the  day s 
Artless  their  luTes,  artless  thetr  niąmbcra  vei^ 
While  naturę  siraply  did  in  boih  appear. 
Nonę  co\^  tbe  censor  or  the  critic  fear.  [stow^d, 
Płeas*d  to  be  pk9Łs'd,  they  tpok  what  Heai 
Nor  were  too  curioos  of  the  giTCa  good. 
At  length,  like  lodtans  fond  of  faiicy*d  toya. 
We  lott  being  happy,  to  be  thoipight  more 
In  one  cuibM  age,  to  ponisb  vetae  and  sin, 
Critłcs  and  hangmen,  both  at  onoe,  came  in. 
Wit  and  the  laws  bad  both  the  same  iU  frte,) 
And  partial  tyrants  sway*d  in  either  state. 
IU-natar*d  oensure  woukl  be  sore  to  damn 
An  alien-wit  of  independent  famę, 
While  JBayes  grownold,  aad  harden^d  inofiencCj 
Was  suirer'd  to  write  on  io  spite  of  aeose ; 
Back'4  by  his  friends,  th'  invader  brooght  aloag 
A  crew  of  foreign  words  into  oor  toague. 
To  roin  and  eiialaTe  the  free-bora  £nglish 
Still  the  prerailing  foction  propt  his  tbron^ 
And  to  four  Yolumes  let  his  plays  run  on  ; 
Tben  a  lewd  tide  of  Terse  with  ricious  ragę, 
Broke  in  upon  tbemoiab  of  the  age. 
Tbe  stage  (whose  art  was  aurę  the  mind  to  naore 
To  notile  daring,  and  to  Tirtnous  lo7e) 
Precept,  with  pleasure  mix'd,  no  morę  profeat. 
But  de^lt  in  douUe-meaning  bawdy  jest: 
The  shocking  sounds  ofleiid  tbe  blushing  &ir. 
And  ÓTWft  Vhem  trom  tho  guilty  theatre. 
Ye  wretched  bards!  from  whom  these  iUa  bare 

sprung, 
Whom  the  arenging  powers  have  tpax*d  too  loag, 
Weil  may  you  fear  thebiow  will  surely  cooie, 
Your  Sodom  has  no  ten  to  avert  ita  doooa; 
Uniess  the  fair  Ąrdelia  will  ak>ne 
To  ^eaven  for  all  tbe  guiity  iribe  atone ; 
Nor  can  ten  saints  do  morę  than  soch  a  one. 
Since  tbe  alone  of  tbe  |M>etic  crowd 
To  tbe  false  gods  of  wit  bas  never  bow'd, 
The  empire,  which  s!ie  saT«ft,  8hall  o%m  her  sway. 
And  all  PamasftUK  her  blcst  laws  obcy. 

Say,  from  what  sacred  fouutain,DymphdiTiiie! 
The  treasurcs  How,  which  in  thy  Tcrse  do  shine^ 
With  what  strange  inKpimtion  art  thou  bleat, 
What  more  thau  Uelphio  aiduur  warms  thy  bi^ad?, 

^"Anne  (oun%eas  of  WinchclMa. 


*» 
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>Hr  soTd!d  Earthne^er  brcd  so  bright  a  flame, 
iuŁ  from  the  skies,  thy  kindred  skies  it  came. 
To  Dumbers  great  like  tbiiie,  th*  angelic  qatre 
n  joyous  concert  tune  the  gnlden  lyre; 
^iewing  with  pityiną;  eyes,  our  care&  witb  tbee, 
Tbey  trisely  owa*,  that  **  all  is  yanity ;" 
S'en  ail  the  joys  which  roortal  tninds.ean  know, 
Ind  find  Ai'delia'svers«the  lea9tvainthingbelo\v. 

If  Pindar*s  naineto  those  biess*d  mansionsreńch, 
Ind  morfal  Muscs  may  immorta)  teach, 
n  verse  likc  his,  the  heavenly  nation  raise 
Pheir  tum^ful  woices  to  their  \laker's  praisc. 
forshall  celrstial  harmony  di^dain, 
^or  once,  to  imitate  on  carthly  stniin, 
Vftoate  f^ame  secure,  no  rival  e'cr  can  fear, 
im  those  above,  and  fair  Aniel ia  here. 
Ihe  who  uiuLiuntedcould  his  raptnres  view, 
Lnd  \vith  bold  wiags  liis  sacred  heights  pursue; 
tafe  through  tbc  Dithyrambic  stream  she  steei^d, 
ior  the  roiigh  deep  in  all  its  dangers  fear^d; 
fot  8o  the  rest,  wno  with  śuccessfiil  paJD 
Th*  unnavigable  torrent  try'd  in  vain. 

So  Clejia  leapM  iuto  tbe  rapid  flood, 
l^hile  tlie  Etruscans  struck  with  wtvndcr  stood : 
^midst  the  wares  ber  rash  pursuers  dy*d, 
ilie  matchłess  damę  could  oiliy  stcm  the  tlde,  . 
Lnd  gain  the  glory  of  the  farther  side. 

See  with  what  pomp  the  antic  masąue  comes  tn ! 
lie  yarious  forins  of  the  fantastic  spioen. 
^ain  empty  laughter,  bowling  grtef  and  tears, 
'aise  joy,  bred  by  false  ho^ie,  and  falser  fears; 
vach  vice,  each  passion  wliich  pale  naturę  wears, 
n  this  odd  moiistrous  inedtey  inixM  appears. 
Ake  Bayes^s  dance,  cónfusMly  round  th<>y  run,  < 
Itatesman,  coquet,  gay  fop,  and  pensive  nUn, 
ipectres  and  heroes,  husbands  artd  their  wives, 
^ith  monkish  dibnies  that  dream  away  their  lires. 
>>ng  haTc  I  labour'd  with  the  dire  disease, 
^or  fbuńd,  but  from  Ardilta's  nućnbers,  case: 
The  dancing  verse  runs  through  my  sluggish  yeins, 
Vhere  duli  and  cold  the  frozen  blood  remains. 
^ale  cares  and  anxious  thoaghts  give  way  in  hastę, 
kod  to  returning  joy  resrgn  my  breast; 
!lien  free  from  every  pain  I  did  endure, 
ble«8  the  cbarming  author  of  my  cure. 
*o  when  to  Saul  the  great  musicianplayd, 
rhe  snillen  fiend  unwiilingly  obey*d,  [shade. 

Ind  lefl  the  monarch*8  breast,  to  seek  some  aafer 


SONG. 

Wrile  Sappho  with  harmonions  airs 

Her  dear  Philenis  charmii, 
With  equa1  joy  the  nymph  appears 

Disgolving  in  hifl  arms. 

Tbns  to  themsclres  alonąthey  are 
What  ail  mankind  can  gire; 

Alternately  tUe  happy  pair 
AU  grant,  and  all  receive. 

Likc  the  twin-stars,  so  farnM  for  friends^ 
Who  set  by  tums,  and  risej 

When  one  to  Thetis'  lap  descends^ 
His  brother  mounts  the  skies. 

Witb  faappier  fate  and  kinder  care, 
Thcse  uymphs  by  tums  do  rełgn, 

While  still  the  falling  does  prepare 
Tiie  rising  to  sustain. 


The  joys  of  either  sex  in  lovc, 
In  each  uf  them  we  read ; 

Succcssive  each  to  each  does  prove, 
Fierce  youtb  and  yieJding  maid. 


EPIGRAM, 

TO  THBtWo  KK9f  MEMBBUS  FOR  BRAM^ER,  1708. 

Though  in  the  Commons  Huuse  you  did  prevail» 
Good  Sir  Clcere  Moonr,  and  gentle  Master  Hale; 
Yc!t  on  good  łuck  be  oautious  of  rclying, 
Burgcss  for  Brambcr  is^no  place  to  iiie  in. 
Your  predecessoń  have  bcen  oddly  futed ; 
Asgill  and  Sbippcn  have  been  both  iraiukUtd, 


FERSES  MADĘ  TO  A  SIMILE  OF  POPE'S* 

Whiłe  at  our  house  the  8ervants  braw]. 
And  raise  an  uproar  in  tbe  hall; 
When  John  the  butler,  and  our  Mary, 
About  the  pl&te  and  linen  vary: 
Till  the  f>mart  dialogue  grows  rich, 
In  siieaking  dog  [  and  ugly  bitch ! 
Down  comes  my  łady  like  tbe  devi1, 
And  makes  them  silent  all  and  civll 
Thus  cannon  clears  the  cloudy  air, 
And  scatteńs  tempests  brewing  there: 
Thus  bułlies  sometimes  keep  tbe  peace* 
And  one  sculd  makes  anothcr  cease. 


ON  NiCOLiNi  AND  FALENT f  NFS 

tlRST    COafING    TO   THB   HOUbS   IN    tUS    H\Y» 

MARKET. 

Am fHioN  strikes  the  vocat  lyr^, 

And  ready  at  his  cali, 
Harmoaious  brick  and  stOne  conspira 

To  rikise  the  Theban  waH. 
In  emulation  of  his  praise 

Twb  Latin  signors  coOie, 
A  sinking  theatre  to  raise 

And  prop  Vaa's  totiering  dome* 
Butbow  this  iastshould  come  to  pass 

Must  still  remain  unknown, 
Since  these  iK>or  gentlemen,  alas! 

Bring  neither  bńck  nor  stonet 


EPILOOUE  TO  THE  INtONSTANT; 

OR,  THE  WAY  TO  tTIN  RIM:  A  COMBDY.  BY  MR« 
FARQUHAR.  AS  IT  WAS  ACTBD  AT  THB  THB- 
ATRS-KOVAŁIN  DRURY-ŁAMB,  1103.  %eOKkfi 
BY  MR.  WIŁK9. 

From  Fletchcr^s  great  originaP,  to  day 
We  took  the  hint  of  this  our  modern  piay: 
Our  author,  from  bis  lines,  bas  &trove  to  paint 
A  witty-y  wild,  inconstant,  free  gał!ant: 
With  a  gay  soul,  with  sense  and  will  to  rove, 
With  ans^uage,  and  with  softness  frani^d  to  move, 
With  little  tmth,  but  witb  a  worki  of  1ovp. 

i  See,  Tbe  Wild-Ooose  Chace. 


♦ro 


ROWE'S  POEMS. 


Such  ibrmi  on  matib  in  morning  slumben  wait, 
Wh«D  fancy  firstiiistrucŁs  tbttr  hearts  to  beat, 
Wben  first  tbey  wish,  and  sigb  forwbat  tb«y  know 

not  yet. 
From*D  not,  ye  fiiir,  to  tbink  yonr  loven  may 
Reach  your  cold  bearts  by  some  unguarrlcd  way ; 
Let  yilIeroy's  misfurtune  make  you  wise, 
There'8  danger  still  in  darkneiis  and  surprise; 
Tbou^hfrom  bis  raropart  be  defy'd  the  foe, 
Pńnce  Eugene  fouod  an  aqueduct  below. 
Witb  eaay  freedom,  and  a  gay  addregs, 
A  preeiing  lover  seldom  wants  saooess: 
Whiist  tbe  respectfuł,  like  tbe  Greek,  Bita  down, 
And  wastes  a  ten  yean  siege  before  oue  town. 
For  ber  own  sake  let  no  forsaken  maid, 
Our  wnnderer  for  want  of  loTe,  npbraid; 
Since  'tis  a  secret,  nonę  should  e'er  oonfets, 
That  they  have  lost  the  happy  power  to  pleate. 
If  you  guspect  tbe  rogue  inclinM  to  break, 
Break  ftr»t,and  swear  you  'Te  tomM  himoffa  week^ 
As  pńnces  when  they  resty  statesmen  doubt> 
Beforc  they  can  turrender,  tum  them  out 
What«*er  you  think,  grave  uses  may  be  madę, 
As  much,  e'en  for  inconstancy  be  said. 
het  tbe  good  man  for  marriage  ńtes  designM, 
Witb  studious  care,  and  diligence  of  mind, 
Tum  over  erery  page  of  womankind; 
Mark  every  sense,  and  how  tbe  madings  vary, 
And  when  be  knowstbewor8ton*t— lethim  many. 


PROLOGITE  TO  THE  GAMESTER: 

A  COMBDT.  BY  MRS.  CENTŁITRE.  AB  IT  WAS 
AC1'ED  AT  THB  MKW  THEATRB  IW  LIllCOŁM*S- 
IWN  FIBŁIM,  1704.  ftPOKEM  BY  MB.  BETTBR- 
TOH. 

Tf  bumble  wirea,  that  drag  the  marriage-cbain 
Witb  cursed  dogged  busbands,  may  complain; 
If  tura*d  at  łarge  to  Btarve,  as  we  by  you, 
They  may,  at  least,  for  alimouy  sue. 
Know»  we  resoWe  to  make  tbe  case  our  own, 
Between  the  plaintiff  stage  and  tbe  detendant 

town. 
When  first  you  took  ns  from  our  father*8  bouse. 
And  lovingIy  our  interest  did  espouse, 
You  kept  us  fine,  casessM,  and  lodg^d  us  berę. 
And  honey-moon  held  out  abo^e  tbrec  year; 
At  length,  for  pleasures  known  do  aeldom  last, 
Freqnent  enjoyment  pall*d  your  sprightly  taste; 
And  thougb  at  first  you  did  not  quite  neglect. 
We  found  your  love  was  dwindled  to  respect. 
Sometimes,  indeed,  as  in  your  way  it  fell, 
You  stopp'd,  and  calPd  to  see  if  we  were  well. 
Now,  quite  estnag^d,  tbia  wretched  place  you 

shun, 
Like  bad  winę,  business,  duels,  and  a  dun. 
Have  we  for  tbis  increasM  Apollo*8  lace  ? 
Been  often  prcgnant  witb  your  wifs  embrace? 
And  borne  yon  many- chopping  babes  of  grace? 
Some  ugly  toads  we  bad,  and  that*s  the  curse, 
They  werę  so  like  you,  that  jrou  far'd  the  worse; 
For  tbłs  to-uigbt  we  are  not  much  in  pain, 
Łook  on*t,  and  if  you  like  it,  eutertain : 
If  all  the  midwife  lays  of  it  be  tnie, 
There  are  some  features  too  like  some  of  you: 
Forus,  if  you  tbink  fitting  to  forsake  it, 
We  mcfM  to  run  away,  and  let  the  pari»h  take  it. 


EPILOGire 


SPOUOf  BYHRS.  BARRY,  ATTHBTHBA' 

AL  IN   DRURY-ŁAHB,   APRIŁ  7,  1709,  AT  HI 
PŁATING     IN    LOVB  FOR    ŁOVB     WITH 
BRACBOIRDLB,  FOR  THB  BBHBFIT  OF  Ml 
TBRTON. 

As  aome  brave  knigfat,  wbo  once  wiŁh  speśsr  mi 

sbield 
Had  sougbt  renown  in  many  a  well-foaght  SM^ 
But  now  no  morę  witb  sacred  h.me  iaapir'd. 
Was  to  a  peacefol  hermitage  retir^d: 
There,  if  by  chance  di^aatniuf  taies  he  beara 
Of  matrons  wrungs,  and  captire  virgios  Łenrs, 
He  fecis  soft  pity  urge  his  yeaerons  ^reaat. 
And  vow8  once  morę  to  soocoor  the  di3treas'd. 
Buckled  in  mail,  be  saliies  on  tl|e  plain. 
And  tums  him  to  the  feats  of  arms  again. 

So  we,  to  former  leagues  of  friendship  tnie, 
HaTe  bid  onoe  niore  our  peaoGful  homes  adieii^ 
To  aid  old  Thomas,  aad  to  pleasure  you. 
Like  errant  damsels,  boldly  we  engage, 
Arm*d,  as  you  see,  for  tbe  defonoeleaa  ttage. 
Time  was  when  this  good  man  no  help  did  lack» 
And  scorA'd  that  any  sbe  should  hołd  his  back; 
But  now,  80  age  and  firailty  have  ordain*d. 
By  two '  at  once  he  's  forc*d  to  be  sustain'd, 
You  sec  what  faiiing  naturę  brings  man  to; 
And  yet  let  noueinsult,  for  ought  we  know, 
Sbe  may  not  wcar  so  well  with  some  of  you. 
Though  old,  yet  find  bis  strength  is  notcleanpas^ 
But  truć  as  steel  be^s  metal  to  the  last. 
If  better  be  pcrformM  in  days  of  yore, 
Yet  now  he  glTCS  you  all  that  H  in  his  power; 
What  can  the  youngest  of  you  all  do  morę? 

What  be  bas  been,  thougb  present  |#r«łse  be 
Shall  liaply  be  a  tbcmc  in  timcs  to  come,    [dunib, 
As  now  uc  talk  of  Roscius,  and  of  Romę. 
Had  you  witbbcld  your  faTours  on  this  night, 
Old  Shakespcar\s  gbost  had  ris*n  to  do  him  ri^ 
Witb  indignation  bad  you  scen  him  frowo 
Upon  a  wortbicss,  witless,  tasteless  town; 
Grie\'*d  and  repioing,  you  had  beard  him  aay. 
"  Why  are  the  Muse^s  labours  cast  away? 
Wby  did  I  write  what  ouly  he  could  play  ?** 
But  sińce,  like  firiends  to  wit,  thus  throa^  yo» 

meet, 
O  o  on,  and  make  the  generous  work  complete: 
Be  tnie  to  merita  and  still  owo  hia  caose, 
Find  something  for  him  morę  than  InreappUniŁ 
In  just  remembrance  of  your  pleasuie  past. 
Be  kind»  and  gire  him  a  discharge  at  last: 
In  peace  and  ease  lifo^s  remnant  let  bim 
And  hang  his  consecrated  buskia*  tbere. 


BPILOGUE  ro  THE  CRUEL  GIFTt 

A  TRA6BDY.  BY  MRS.  CENTŁIYRE.  AS  IT  YTiS 
ACTBD  AT  TBB  THBATRB-ROTAŁ  IM  DHCRT- 
ŁAMB,  1717.      SFOKBir  BY  MRS.  OŁDFIBJLDl 

Wbłł.— *twas  a  narrow  'scape  my  loTer  nuide, 
That  cup  and  messagb— I  was  sore  airaid — 

*  Mrs.  Barry  and  Mrs.  Bracegirdle  cla^  ksR 

round  the  waist. 

*  Pointiug  to  the  top  of  the  stage. 
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«iru  th.t  •  pi«M>nt  for  •  new.in.de  widów, 
^     Ali  io  berdisnaal  dninps,  like  doleful  Dido? 

When  one  peep'd  in— «nd  hop*d  for  somethliig 

Ii  ^  gOÓd, 

{,     Therewa»— Oh!  Gad!  a nasty heart  aod  blood. ' 
tf  tbe  old  man  bad  shown  bimaelf  a  father» 
Hia  bowi  sbould  bave  inclosM  a  cordial  ratber, 

^    .Something  to  cbeer  me  up  amidst  my  trance, 
Ł*  eaa  de  Barde— ^r  comfbrtable  nants  *! 

^    He  tbooght  be  paid  it  off  with  being  tmart, 

^     And,  to  be  witty,  cry*d,  be*d  aend  tbe  beart. 

k     I  could  baTe  told  his  gravłty,  moreoyer, 
"Werę  I  our  sex>  secrets  to  discover, 
Tis  what  we  never  lookM  fbr  in  a  lover. 
Tjet  but  tbe  bridegroom  prudently  provide 
An  otber  matters  ifitting  for  a  bride, 
So  he  make  good  tbe  jewelt  and  tbe  jointure. 
To  miM  the  beart  does  seldom  disappoint  ber. 
Fiaithy  for  tbe  (asbion  hearts  of  late  are  madę  in, 
They  are  the  vłlest  baubles  we  can  trade  in. 
Wbere  are  tbe  tougb  brave  Britons  to  be  Ibund, 
"With  bearts  of  oak,  so  much  of  old  renown'd  ? 
How  many  wortby  gentlemen  of  late 
Swore  to  be  tnie  to  motber-chnrch  and  stato; 
When  thetr  false  bearts  were  secretly  maintaining 
Yon  trim  king  Pepin,  at  Arignon  reigning; 
Shame  oo  the  canting  crew  of  soul-insurers, 
The  Tybum  tribe  of  speech-makjng  non-jurors; 
Who»  io  new-ftingled  terms,  old  truths  esplaining, 
Teacb  honest  Eoglishmen,  damn'd  double-mean^ 
Ob!  would  youlost  integrityrestore,  [ing. 

And  boast  tbat  faith  your  plain  fore-fotbers  bore ; 
What  surer  pattem  can  you  bope  to  find, 
Than  tbat  dear  piedge  '  yoor  monarch  leftbebind ! 
See  bow  his  looks  bis  honest  beart  exp1ain. 
And  speak  the  blessiiigs  of  bis  fiitniie  rei^n ! 
In  his  each  featurc,  truth  and  candour  tracę, 
^nd  read  plainnleaUng  written  in  bis  face. 


PROLOOUE  TO  THE  NON^UROR: 

A  COMBDY.  BY  MR.  CIBBER.  AS  IT  WAS  ACTED 
AT  TBB  THSATRB-ROYAŁ  IK  DRCRY-ŁANE, 
171ft.     SPOUB  BY  MR.  WITJtS. 

'To  BiGHT,  ye  WbigB  and  Tories,  botb  be  tafe, 
Nor  bope  at  one  another^s  coit  to  laugh. 
We  mean  to  soose  old  Sataa  and  tbe  pope ; 
They  've  no  relations  here,  nor  iriends,  we  bope. 
A  tool  of  thein  sopplies  the  comic  stage 
With  just  materials  for  satiric  ragę: 
Nor  tbink  our  colours  may  too  strongly  paint 
Tbe  stiff  non-jnring  separation  laint. 
Good-breeding  ne^ercommands  ns  to  be  ci  vii 
To  those  wbo  give  tbe  nation  to  the  devil; 
Who  at  our  surest,  best  foundation  strike. 
And  hateour  monarch  and  our  church  alike; 
Our  church — which,  aw'd  with  reverential  fSńr^ 
Scarcely  tbe  Muse  presumes  to  mention  here. 
iong  may  she  these  ber  worst  of  foes  defy , 
And  lift  ber  mitrcd  head  triumphant  to  the  sky : 

'  This  tragedy  was  fonnded  npoo  tbe  story  of 
iSegisroonda  and  Ouiscardo^  one  of  Boocace's  no- 
Yels^  wberein  tbe  beart  of  the  loTer  is  sent  by 
tbe  fetber  to  bis  daugbter,  as  k  present. 

*  i*  e,  Citrun.water  and  good  brandy. 

*  ThapiiMt  of  Waies  tbsB  yrssraU 


While  theirs— bot  satire  silently  disdains 

To  name  what  lives  not,  but  in  madmen's  brains 

Łike  bawds,  each  lurking  pastor  seeks  the  dark. 

And  fears  the  justice*s  inquiring  cleik. 

In  close  back-rooms  his  routed  fl'>ck8  be  rallies. 

And  reigns  the  patriarch  of  blind  lanes  and  allies: 

There  safe,  he  lets  his  thondering  oensurcs  fl^, 

UncbristenSf  damns  ns,  gives  our  laws  the  lie. 

And  excommunicBtes  three  stories  high. 

Why,  sińce  a  land  of  liberty  they  bate, 

Still  will  they  linger  in  this  free«bom  state? 

Here,  every  hour,  ftcsh,  hatefiil  objects  rise, 

Peaceand  prosperity  afHict  their  eyes; 

With  anguish,  prince  and  people  they  sunrey, 

Their  J  ust  obedience  and  his  righteous  sway. 

Ship  oif,  ye  slaves,  and  seek  some  passiye  land* 

Where  tyrants  after  your  own  hearts  command. 

To  your  transalpine  masters  ruie  resort. 

And  fili  an  empty  abdicated  court : 

Tum  your  possessions  here  to  ready  rhino/ 

And  buy  ye  iands  and  lordsbips  at  Urbioo. 


HORACE,  BOOK  II.   ODE  IV.  IMITATEB, 

TME  LORO  GRirFlK  TO  TBB  EARŁ  OF  SCAHSUAŁE. 

Do  not,  most  fmgrant  earl,  disclaiti^ 
Thy  bright,  thy  reputable  flame, 
.  To  Bracegirdle  the  brown : 
But  publicly  espouse  the  damę. 
And  say,  G d the  town. 

Fuli  many  heroes,  flerce  and  keen, 
With  drabs  haTe  deeply  smitten  been, 

AIthough  right  good  cummanders; 
Some  who  with  you  have  Hounslow  seen, 

And  some  who  're  been  in  Flanders. 

Did  not  base  Ofeber*8  Peg'  inflame 
The  sober  eari  of  Nottingham, 

Of  sober  sire  descended? 
Tbat,  careless  of  bis  sou!  and  &me, 
To  play-bouses  he  nightiy  calkie. 

And  Idft  church  w^efended. 

The  monarch  who  of  France  is  hight, 
Who  rules  theroast  with  matcbless  migh^ 

Since  William  went  to  Heayens 
Loves  Maintenon,  his  lady  bright» 

Who  was  but  Scarron^s  leayiog. 

Though  thy  dear^s  father  kept  an  ina 
At  grisly  head  of  Saracen, 

For  carriers  at  Northampton ; 
Yetshe  might  come  of  gentler  kin, 

Tben  e*er  tbat  fiither  dreamt  on. 

Of  proffers  large  berchoice  bad  she, 
Of  jfewels,  plato,  and  land  in  fee, 

Which  she  with  tcorn  rejectpd : 
And  can  a  n3rmph  so  virtuoas  be 

Of  base-bom  blood  suspected  } 

Her  dimple  cbeek,  and  rognish  eye, 
Her  slender  waist,  and  tapertbtgb» 

I  always  thought  proToking; 
But,  fiaith,  though  I  Ulk  waggishly, 

I  mean  no  mons  than  joking. 

>  Signora  Francesco  Marguarcta  de  V  Epłat, 
an  Italian  songftrasse 


Then  be  not  jealoas,  friend:  for  why? 
My  lady  marchioncss  is  nigh, 

To  sec  I  ne^er  should  hurt  ye ; 
Besides  you  know  fuli  well  Łhat  I 

Ani  turnM  of  fiTe-and-forty. 


TJIE  RECONCIŁEMENT  BETWBBW  JACOB  T0H90N 
AND  MR.  CONORKtrE.  AN  IMITATION  OF  JIO- 
RAC£,  BOOK  III.  ODE  IX. 

TONSOy. 

Whiłe  at  my  house  in  FleeUstreet  once  you  lay, 
How  merriiy,  dear  ahr,  tiuie  pas8*d  away> 
Whiłe  "  I  partook  your  winę,  yoor  wit,  and  mirth, 
1  was  tlie  kappiest  creature  on  God*s  yearth  '.*' 

CONGREYE. 

While  in  your  early  days  of  reputatron, 
You  for  blue  garters  bad.nOt  such  a  pasision; 
Wbile  yet  you  did  not  use  (as  now  your  trade  is) 
To  drink  with  noble  lorda,  and  toast  tbeir  ladies; 
Tbou,  Jacob  Tonson,  wert  to  my  conceiving,   * 
The  cheerfullesty  be$t,  honest  feUow  liviog. 

TONSON. 

Pm  in  with  captain  Yanburgb  at  the  present, 
A  most  Bweet>natur*d  gentleman,  and  pleasant; 
He  writes  your  comodies,  draw«  gcbemes,   and 

modełs, 
And  builds  dukes*  houses  upon  very  odd  hills: 
For  him,  so  mucb  I  dote  on  him,  tbat  I, 
If  i  was  surę  to  go  to  UcaveDy  would  die. 

CONGREVE. 

Tempie  *  and  Delaval  are  now  my  party, 
Men  tbat  are  tam  Mcrcurio  botb  quam  Martę; 
And  though  for  tliem  I  słiall  scarce  go  to  Heaven, 
Yet  I  can  drink  with  them  6ix  nights  in  im'en. 

'  TONSON. 

What  if  from  Van'^8  dear  arms  I  should  retire, 
And  once  morę  waim  my  bnnnians^  at  your  fire; 
If  I  to  Bow^treet  should  invite  you  borne, 
Afkil  seta  bed  up  in  my  dining  room, 
Tell  me,  dear  Mr.  Oongri?ve,  would  you  come? 

.    CONOREYE. 

Though  tiM  gay  sailor,  and  the  gentle  knight, 
Wbere  ten  times  morę  my  joy  and  heart*8  deligbt, 
I    Though  civi)  penons  they,  you  'ruder  were. 
And  had  morę  humours  than  a  dancing-bear ; 
Yet  for  voar  sake  Td  bid  them  botb  adieu. 
And  liTe  atid  die,  dear  Bob,  witb  only  you. 


ROWE'S  POEMS. 

Since  to  soroe  day  ptopitioiis  and  cient, 

Justly  at  first  thoa  wast -desigii^d  by  fate; 
This  day,  the  hafipiest  of  thy  many  yeart, 
With  thee  1  will  forget  my  cares : 

To  my  Conrinus'  health  tbou  sbalt  go 
(Since  thou  art  ripcn^d  for  to  day. 
And  longerage  wouM  bringdewy)      [drowalL 

Till  tverf  anxiou8  tbought  in  the  rich  atrem  fce 


BOMACE  BOOK  UL    ODE  XXI. 

TO  BIS  CASK. 

Hail,  gtfntle  cask,  whoae  venerable  head 
Witb  boary  down  and  ancient  dust  o*er-spread» 

Proclaims,  that  snce  the  vtne  first  brought  thec 
Old  age  bas  added  to  thy  wortb.  [fortb 

Wbether  the  spri^lrtiy  jnioe  tbou  dost  coptain,  ' 
Thy  votarie»  will  towtt  and  love, 
dr  sensetess  noise  and  lewdness  mo^, 

Qr  sleep,  the  caf«  of  these  and  every  other  pain. 

'  The  dialect  of  the  didrr  Tonson. 

*Sir  Richard  Tc^iujWt^^fteiwards  lord  Cobham. 

^  Jacob'8  term  for  his  curn.i. 


To  thee  my  frland  his  roughneis  ahall  sabmit. 

And  Socratea  himself  a  while  forget. 

Tbns  w  hen  old  Cato  would  sometimes  unbend 

The  nigged  stitfness  of  his  mind, 
Stern  and  8everr,  the  stoic  quaff*d  his  bowl, 

Hisfro^en  VłTtue  felt  the  charm, 

And  soon  grew  pleas*d,  aod  sooo  grew  warni. 
And  bIeaB*d  the  sprightly  power  tbat  cbeei^i  kii 
^loomy  soul. 

With  kind  constraint  ill-nature  thou  dost  bend. 
And  mould  the  snarling  cynie  to  a  friend. 
The  sagę  r^ser^M,  and  fam'd  for  ^rayity, 
Finds  ałl  be  knuws  summM  up  in  thee,  Iptt, 

And  by  thy  power  unIockM,  grows  easy,  gmy,  sal 
The  swain,  who  did  some  credulous  nymph  po- 

To  grant  him  all,  iuspirM  by  thee,  [suaic 

Devotes  ber  tu  his  Tanity, 
And  to  his  fellow-fops  toasts  the  abandonM  maid. 

The  wretch  who,  press^d  beneath  a  load  of  cam, 
And  labouring  with  continual  woes,  dcspair*, 
If  thy  kind  warmth  does  his  chiHM  settae  invade, 
From  earth  be  rears  his  drooping  bead, 
Rcyiv*dby  thee,  he  ceases  now  to  moum; 

His  flying  cares  give  way  to  hastę. 

And  to  the  god  resign  his  breasŁ,  [ton; 

Where  hopes  of  better  daya,  aud  beiter  tkings  n- 

The  labouring  bind,  who  with  bard  toil  and  paias, 
Amidst  his  wants,  a  wretched  life  maintains; 
Ifthy  rich  juice  his  homely  supper  crown. 
Hot  with  thy  fires,  and  bolder  growii, 
Of  kings,  and  uf  their  arbitrary  power. 
And  ho  w  by  inipious  anas  they  reign, 
Fieroeły  he  talks  with  cudedisdain. 
And  vows  to  be  a  slave,  to  be  a  wretch  no  iBoreb 

Fair  queen  of  love,  and  thou  great  godof  wiae, 
Hear,  every  grace,  and  all  ye  powers  dtrioe, 
All  that  to  mirth  and  frtendship  do  indine. 
Crown  this  auspicioaa  cank,  and  hapipy  aighty 
With  all  things  thatcan  giye  deliicht; 
Be  erery  €are  and-anxiou8  thought  away ; 
Ye  tapers,  still  be  bright  and  elear, 
RiTal  the  Moon,  aod  each  pale  star, 
Your  beams  shałl  yield  to  nuoe,  bat   bi$  nliD 
brings  tbe  day. 


HOHACE  BOOK  IV.    OUE  7. 

TO  VENUS. 

Once  morę  the  qneen  of  Iove  inradea  my  breast 
Late,  with  long  ease  and  peaceliil  pleasnre  blest; 
Spare,  spare  the  urretch,   that  stiU  haa  been  tlir 
A  nd  łet  my  former  serriee  bare  fsla^i 

The  m<»rit  to  protect  me  to  the  grave. 
Mnch  am  I  changM  from  what  I  once  hare  bcea, 

When  under  Cyurta,  the  good  and  fair, 

With  joy  I  did  thy  fetters  wcar, 
BIess'd  in  tbe  gentle  sway  óf  an  itidalgent  qi 


^iff  and  uneqti^  \ó  the  UUxmr  now,  , 

Witb  pain  my  neck  beneath  thy  yoke  I  oow, 
Why  do8t  thou ui^e  me  9tiU  to  bear?  Oh!  why 
Dost  thou  jiot  much  rather  fly 
To  yontbfuł  brftasU,  to  mirth  and  gaiety? 
Ge,  bid  thy  awans  thcir  tHossy  wings  expand. 
And  swifUy  thnms^h  the  yielding^  air  ' 

To  Damon  thee  thcir  goddess  hear, 
Worthy  to  be  thy  8lave,  and  fit  for  thy  command. 

Noble,  and  gracefbl,  jritty,  gay,  and  younfr, 
Joy  in  his  heart,  love  on  his  charming  tongue. 
Skiird  in  a  thoińiand  soft  prevailing  arts, 
With  wondrous  force  the  youth  imparts 
Thypowerto  unexperiencM  virgins  hearts. 
Far  shal]  he  strctch  the  bonnds  ofthy  command; 

And  if  thou  shait  his  wishes  bless, 

Beyond  his  ńrals  wilh  snccess, 
In  gold  and  marble  shall  thy  statues  stand. 

Beneath  the  sacred  shade  of  Cyerś  irood, 
Or  on  the  banks  of  Onse^s  gentle  flood, 
With  odorons  beams  a  tempie  he  shall  raise, 
For  ever  sacred  to  thy  praise,  [cays. 

Till  the  furstream,  and  wood,  and  love  itself  de- 
Tfaere  while  rich  iacense  on  thy  altar  burns^ 
Thy  Totaries,  the  nymphs  and  swains, 
In  melting  soft  harmonious  strains, 
2Aix*d  with  their   isofter  flutes,   shall  tell 
fl^unes  by  turas. 


At  loTe  and  beaiity  with  the  light  are  bom, 
So  with  the  day  thy  honours  shall  retnm; 
Some  lorely  youth,  pair*d  with  a  blushing  maid, 
A  troop  of  either  sex  shall  )ead, 
AndtwicetheSalian  measures  round  thy  altar  tread. 
Tbus  with  an  eqnaj  empire  o*er  the  light, 

The  queeD  of  love,  and  god  of  wit, 

Together  rise,'  together  sit:  [nigbt. 

Bot,  goddess,  do  thou  stay,  and  bless  alone  the 


ON  CONTENTMENf  .  4» 

Stey  whai  thou  dott  in  t&y  i«la»6qidn4  fidit» 
Worthy  the  łaboon  pf  thy  actire  mind ; 
Whether  the  tragic  Muse  iospires.  thy  tbouglity 
To  emulate  \vhatvmoving  Qtway  wrote^ 
Or  whether  to  the  covert  of  some  grove 
Thou  aiid  thy  thonghtado  from  the  world  remoTe^ 
Where  to  thyself  thou  all  tbose  rules  dost  show, 
Thąt  gnod  men  ought  to  practise,  or  wise  know. 
For  surę  thy  mass  of  meii-  i«  no  dujl  Glay»  . 
But  well-inlcNrm'd  with  the  cele«tial  ray. 
The  bounteous  gods,  to  tliee  completely  kiod, 
In  a  fair  frame  enclosM  thy  iiurer  mind ; 
And  thongh  they  dld  profy^seły  wealth  bestow, 
They  gave  thee  the  true  use  of  wealth  to  know. 
Could  e*en  the  nurse  wish  for  her  darling  boy   - 
A  happiness  which  thou  dost  not  eąjoy : 
Włiat  can  her  fond  ambition  ask  beyond  - 
A  sont  by  wisdom's  noblest  precepts  crownM? 
To  this  fair  speech,  and  happy  utterance  join^, 
T*  untock  the  secret  treasures  of  the  mind, 
And  make  the  blessing  common  to  mankind. 
On  tbese  let  bealth  and  reputation  wait, 
The  fiiYOur  of  the  virtaous  and  the  great : 
A  table  cbeerfulły  and  cleanly  spread^ 
Strangeralike  to  riot  and  to  need: 
Such  an  estate  as  no  extremes  may  know, 
A  free  and  justdisdain  for  all  thtngs  eise  below. 
Amidst  uncertain  hopes,  and  anxious  cares, 
Tamultiious  strife,  aiid  miserable  fears, 
Prepare  for  alł  erents  thy  constant  breast, 
And  let  each  day  be  to  thee  as  thy  łast. 
That  moming^s  dawn  will  with  new  pleasure  rise 
Whose  light  shall  une3q9ected  bless  thy  eyes. 
Me,  when  to  towu  in  winter  you  repair, 
Battening  in  ease  you  *łl  flnd;  sleek,fresh,  and  fair; 
Me,  who  have  learn*d  firom  Epicurus'  lorę. 
To  snatch  the  blessings  of  the  flying  hour, 
Whom  eyery  Friday  at  the  Vine  *  you  '11  find 
His  tnie  disciple  and  your  faithful  friend. 


their 


lliere  may^st  thou  reign,  Whtle  I  forget  to  love; 
No  morę  fake  beanty  shall  my  passion  move; 
Nor  sba!l  my  fond^beliering  beart  beled. 
By  motual  irows  and  oaths  betray'd. 
To  hope  lor  trath  firom  the  protesting  maid. 
With  love  the  sprightly  joys  of  winę  are  fled ; 

The  roses  too  shall  wither  now, 

That  us'd  to  shade  and  crown  my  brow,    [shed. 
And  round  my  cheerful  temples  fragrant  odours 

But  t^ll  me,  Cynthia,  say,  bewitcbing  fair, 
Wbatmeanthcse  sighs?  whysteals  this  fiUlingiear? 
And  when  my  struggling  thoughts  for  passage 
Why  did  my  tongue  refuse  to  move;         [stroye, 
Tell  me,  can  tłiisbe  any  thlng  but  love? 
Stili  with  the  night  my  dreams  my  griefe  renew, 

SUIl  she  is  present  to  my  eyes. 

And  still  in  yain  I,  as  she  flies, 
0*er  woods,  and  plains,  and  seas,  the  scomful 
porsue. 


HORACty  BOOKL  EPISTLE IV,  IMITATED. 

TO  BICRARD  THORNHIŁŁ,  BSO^^ 

Tbornhiłl,  whom  doably  to  my  heart  oommend, 
The  crilic*.s  art,  and  candour  of  a  friend, 

^  Who  fooght  the  dud  with  sir  Cholmondlcy, 
Deerinc. 


THE   UNION, 

Whiłb  rich  in  brightest  red  the  blushing  roae 
Her  freshest  opcning  beauties  did  disciose; 
Her,  the  rough  thistle  from  a  neighbouring  field, 
Witii  fond  desires  and  loYer'8  eyes  beheld : 
Straight  the  fierce  plant  lays  by  his  pointed  darts. 
And  wooes  the  gentle  fiower  with  softer  arts. 
Kindly  she  heani,  and  did  his  flame  approvc. 
And  ownM  the  warrior  worthy  of  her  loye. 
Flora,  whose  happy  laws  the  seasons  guide, 
Who  does  in  fields  and  painted  meads  preside. 
And  crowns  the  gardens  with  their  flowery  pridf  • 
With  pleasure  saw  the  wishing  pair  combine. 
To  favour  what  their  goddess  did  design. 
And  bid  them  in  etemal  union  join. 
"  Henceforth,"  she  said,  *•  in  each  retumingyeai. 
One  stem  the  thistle  and  the  rosę  shaU  bear:    - 
The  thistle^s  lasting  grace,  thou,  O  my  Rosę! 

shalt  be,  ^ 

The  warlike  thistle'samis,a  snre  defimoe  4o  thee.'* 


/    ON  CONTENTMENT, 

DONB  FROM  THB  ŁATIN  OP  J.  ORRHARD  *. 

Many  that  once,  by  fortnno^s  bounty  rear'd; 
Amidst  the  wealthy  and  the  great  appearM; 

*  A  taTem  in  I»ng-Acre, 
^  In  his  Meditationes  Sacrsi. 


! 
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ROWE^S  PO£HS.  . 


HaTc  wiaely  ftmn  tlioie  envyM  heig łito  declinM, 
HaTe  Bunk  to  tbftt  just  lefd  of  mankind, 
Where  not  too  littie  nor  too  much  giTet  tbe  tnie 
paace  of  mind. 


Oiyr  THE  LAST  JUDGMENT, 

AMD  THB  RAPPINBSf  OP  TRB  tAIim  IIT  HBATBIT. 
DONE  FROH  THE  ŁATIM  OF  J.  « ERHARD. 

Im  that  bles8'd  dny,  Irom  every  part,  the  just, 
RaisM  from  the  liąuid  deep  or  mouldering  dutt» 
The  vańoiu  products  of  Tiroe^s  fraitful  womb» 
Ali  of  past  ages,  preaeot  and  to  come» 
In  fbll  assembly  sbaU  at  once  resort. 
And  meet.witbin  high  HeaTen*fi  capaciout  coort: 
Tbere  famoug  names  reyei^d  in  days  of  old, 
Onr  great  fore&tbera.there  we  shall  bebold» 
From  wbom  old  stoclu  and  anceslry  began. 
And  worthily  in  loog  succeraion  ran ; 
The  reFerend  sires  with  pleasure  shaU  we  greet, 
Attentive  hear,  while  faithful  they  repeat 
Fuli  many  a  virtuouf  deed,and  many  a  noble  feat 
There  all  those  tender  ties,  which  here  below, 
Or  kindred,  or  morę  sacred  iriendship  know. 
Firm,  constant,  and  uncbangeable  shall  grow. 
Refin^d  fW>m  pas»iou,  and  the  dregs  of  tente, 
A  betlcr,  truer,  dearer  loTe  from  tbence, 
Its  e\*erlasting  being  «haU  commence:. 
Therejiketheir  daySy  tfaeir  joys  shall  ne^er  be  dooe. 
Ko  nigbt  thall  rise,  to  sbade  Heaven*8  glorious  san. 
But  or«e  etemal  boly-day  go  on. 


COU^S  COMPJLŚINT. 

A  SOHC,  TO  THE  TDEE  OP  "  ORIll  KINO  OF  THE 

GHOPtS." 

Dbspairiho  beside  a  elear  itream, 

A  shepherd.foriaken  was  laid; 
And  while  a  fidse  nymph  was  his  theme* 

A  willow  supported  hishead. 
The  wind  that  blew  oyer  the  plain. 

To  his  sighs  with  a  sigh  did  reply; 
And  the  brook,  in  return  to  his  pain. 

Ban  moumfuUy  murmuring  by, 

«  Alas,  silly  swain  that  I  was  !>* 

Thus  sadly  complaining,  be  cry*d, 
*>  When  flrst  I  beheld  that  fair  foce, 

Twerc  better  by  far  I  had  dy*d. 
8be  talkM,  and  I  bles8'd  the  dear  tongue ; 

Wben  sbe  smiPd,  twas  a  pleasure  too  great. 
I  litten*d,  and  cry*d,  when  sbe  sung, 

Was  nightingflJe  ever  so  sweet? 

**  How  foolish  was  I  to  believe 

Sfae  coald  doat  on  so  lowly  a  ck)wn» 
Or  that  Irer  fond  heart  would  not  grieyo. 

To  Ibrsake  the  fine  folk  of  the  town  ? 
To  think  that  a  beauty  so  gay, 

So  kind  and  so  constant  would  pro^e; 
Or  go  clad  lika  our  maidens  in  gray, 

Or  liTe  in  a  cottage  on  lorę? 

^  What  though  I  have  akill  to  complain, 

Though  the  Muses  my  temples  bave  crownM; 

What  though,  wben  they  hear  my  soft  strain, 
The  Yirgins  sit  weeptng  anmncL 


Ab,  Golin,  tliy  kopet  are  in  ymn§ 
Tby  pipę  and  tfay  laurel  Ksigni 

Tby  folse-one  indines  to  a  swain, 
Whose  musie  is  sweeter  thao  tbine. 


I 

I 


u 


And  yoa,  my  companions  so  dear, 

Who  sorrow  to  see  me  betimy'd, 
Whaterer  I  suffer,  forbear, 

Foibear  to  accuse  tbe  fidse  maid. 
Though  througb  the  wide  worid  I  shoold  ranm^l 

Tis  in  Yain  from  my  fortunę  to  fty^ 
Twas  bers  to  be  frlse  and  to  cbange, 

Tis  minę  to  be  constant  aad  die. 

"  If  while  my  bard  fate  I  sostain, 

In  ber  breast  any  pity  is  found, 
Let  ber  come  with  tbe  nympbs  of  the  plani» 

And  see  me  laid  Iow  in  the  groond. 
Tbe  last  bombie  boon  that  1  crave, 

Is  to  sbade  me  with  cypress  and  yew; 
And  when  she  looks  down  on  my  gimw, 

Let  ber  own  that  ber  sbepherd  was 

"  Tben  to  her  new  loye  let  ber  go. 

And  deck  her  in  golden  array. 
Be  finest  at  every  fine  show. 

And  fi-olic  it  sil  the  long  day; 
While  Colin,  forgotten  aiid  g(Młe^ 

No  morę  shall  be  talk*d  of»  or  seen, 
Uniess  wben  beneath  the  paJe  Moon, 

His  ghost  shall  glide  over  the  green."* 


\ 


REPLY,   BY  ANOTHER  HANDl 

Yb  winds,  to  whom  Colin  complains, 

In  ditties  so  sad  and  so  sweet, 
Beliere  me,  tbe  shepherd  but  feig^s 

He'8  wretched  to  show  be  bas  wiC 
No  ehatmer  like  Colin  can  morę. 

And  this  is  some  pretty  new  ait; 
Ah!  Colin's  ajuggler  inlove. 

And  likes  to  play  tricks  with  my 


When  be  will,  be  can  sigh  and  look  pale» 

Seem  doleful  and  alter  his  foce, 
Cau  tremble,  and  alter  his  tale, 

Ah !  Colin  bas  every  pace: 
The  willow  my  rorer  preiers 

To  the  breast,  where  be  once  beg^d  to  Uc^ 
And  the  stream,  that  be  sweUs  with  hia  ttang 

Are  rirats  belov'd  morę  than  L 

His  head  my  fond  bosom  would  bear. 

And  my  heart  would  soon  beat  him  to  weU^ 
Let  the  swain  that  is  sli^bted  deqiair. 

But  Colin  is  only  in  jest; 
No  deatli  tbe  dcceiTer  designs, 

Let  the  maid  that  is  niin'd  de^nir; 
For  Colin  but  dies  in  bis  lines. 

And  gires  himself  that  modish  air. 

Can  shepherds,  bred  lar  from  the  comrtp 

So  wittily  talk  oftheirflame? 
But  Colin  makes  passion  his  sport» 

Beware  of  so  latał  a  gamę ; 
My  Yoice  of  no  musie  can  boast. 

Nor  my  person  of  obgbt  that  is  finCi 
But  Colin  may  find  to  bis  cott, 

A  face  that  if  ftirer  than  mina. 
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Ah  !  then  I  fńll  break  my  IotM  crook, 

Totbee  lMlbeqaeftth  all  my  ftheep, 
And  die  in  the  much*&vour'd  brook, 

Where  Colin  does  now  sit  aod  weep: 
Then  mourn  the  sad  fate  Łhat  you  gaye^ 

In  sonnets  so  smooth  aod  diyine  ; 
Periiaps,  I  may  rise  from  my  grave. 

To  hear  such  soli  musie  as  thine. 

Of  the  violet,  daisy,  and  rosę, 

Tbc  beart^s-eaae,  the  lily,  and  pink, 
Dłd  thy  fiogem  a  farland  compose. 

And  crown*d  by  the  riTulet^s  bńnk; 
How  oft,  my  dear  swain,  did  I  swear, 

Ho«ir  much  my  fond  love  did  admire 
Thy  verses  thy  shape,  and  thy  air, 

Thoo^h  deck*d  in  thy  rnial  attire  ! 

Yonr  sbeep-hook  you  ru1'd  with  snch  art, 

Tbat  all  yoar  smali  subjects  obey*d ; 
And  still  you  reign'd  king  of  this  beart, 

Whose  passion  you  falaely  upbraid; 
How  often,  my  swain,  ha^e  I  said, 

Thy  arms  are  a  palące  to  me. 
And  how  well  I  could  live  in  a  shade, 

Thongh  adomed  with  nothing  but  thee ! 

Oh !  what  are  the  sparks  of  the  town, 

Though  never  so  fine  and  so  gay  ? 
I  freely  would  leave  beds  of  down. 

For  thy  breast  on  a  bed  of  new  hay : 
Then,  Colin,  return  once  again, 

Again  make  me  happy  in  loye, 
Let  me  find  thee  a  faithful  true  swain. 

And  as  constant  a  nymph  1  Will  proYC 


EPIGRAM 


OM  A  LADT  WHO  SHED  HER  1VATBR  AT  SEBIHG 
TRB  TRA6EOY  OF  CATC;  OCCASIONED  BY  AN 
EPIGRAM  ON  A  ŁADY  WHO  WBFT  AT  IT. 

Whiłst  mandtin  Whigs  deplore  their  Cato's  ibte, 
Still  with  dry  eyes  the  Tory  Celia  sate : 
But  though  her  pride  forbade  ber  eyes  to  flow, 
The  gushing  waters  found  a  vent  below. 
Though  secret,  yet  with  copious  streams  she 

mourns, 
Uke  twenty  rirer-gods  with  all  their  ums. 
liCt  others  screw  an  hypocritic  foce, 
She  shows  her  rrief  in  a  sincerer  plaee ! 
Herę  Naturę  reigns,  and  passion  Toid  of  ait; 
For  this  roadleads  directly  to  the  heart. 


MMC  BN  AS. 

TER8ES  0CCA8I0NED  BY  THE  HOWOITRJ  COHFER- 
RED  ON  TUB  RIOHT  HON.  THB  EARŁ  OP  HAŁ1< 
I'AX,  1714;  BBINO  THAT  YEAR  Ilf8TAIXEO 
KNIGHTOFTHE  MOST  NOBLE  ORDBR  OF  THB 
GARTBR. 

Phcbbbus  and  Ciesar  once  coospir^d  to  grae» 
A  noble  knight  of  ancient  Tuseaa  race. 
Tbc  monarchy  greatly  conscious  of  his  worth, 
From  books  and  his  retiremcnt  calPd  him  ibrtb; 
Adom*d  tlie  patriot  with  the  cItic  crown, 
The  consofs  fasces  and  patrician  gown : 
The  world*s  whole  wealth  he  gare  him  to  bestow, 
And  teach  the  streams  of  treasnre  where  to  flow : 
To  him  he  bade  the  suppliant  nations  come^ 
And  on  his  counsels  fix'd  the  &te  of  Romę. 

The  god  of  wit,  who  taught  him  first  to  sing, 
And  tune  high  numbers  to  the  Tocal  stńng, 
With  jealous  eyes  beheld  the  bouateous  king. 

"  Foibear,**  be  cry'd,  **  to  rob  me  uf  my  share ; 
Ourcommon  fovourite  is  oor  commoa  care. 
Honoon  and  wealth  thy  gimtefiil  haad  may  giTe; 
But  Phcebus  oniy  bids  the  poet  tive. 
The  senrice  of  his  fiiithful  heart  is  thine ; 
There  let  thy  Julian  star  an  emblem  shine  ; 
Hismind,  and  her  imperial  seat  are  miue. 
Then  bind  his  brow  ye  Thespian  maids,"  he  said : 
The  willingMuses  the  coomiand  obey'd. 
And  wore  the  deatJiless  lanrel  for  his  bead. 


EPIGRAM. 


imTATED  IN  IiATUr. 

PłorAT  fata  sui  dum  caetera  toiba  Catonif, 

Ecce!  oculis  siccis  Cselia  fixa  sedet; 
At  quanquam  lacrymis  fostus  vetat  ora  rigari, 

lurenere  Tiam  qua  per  opaca  Ouant : 
Clam   dolet  iłla  quidem,   manat  tamen   humor 
abundd, 

Numinis  ex  urna,  ceu  flurialis  aqua. 
0istorquent  aliae  vultu8,  8tmulantque  dolorem : 

Sua:  mag^  sincera  est  Cselta  parte  dolet 
fiua  mera  Natura  est,  non  personata  per  artcm^ 

Suaque  itur  recta  cordis  ad  iiua  Tis, 


OM  THB  PRINCB  OP  WAŁB8*S,  THEN  RB6BNT,  Apu 
PBARINO  AT  THB  FIRB  IN    SPRIWG-GARDEN. 

1T26. 

Thy  guardian,  blest  Britannia,  scoms  to  sleep, 
When  the  sad  subjects  of  his  father  weep ; 
Weak  princes  by  their  fears  increase  distrass; 
He  Hce9  danger,  and  so  makes  it  less. 
Tyrants  on  blazing  towns  may  smile  With  joy; 
He  knows,  to  sare,  is  greater  than  datroy. 


sr^ 


SONG 

ON  A  FINB  WOMAN  WHO  RADA  DUŁŁ  BOTBAIIKDu 

Whbn  on  fair  Celia's  eyes  I  gazę. 

And  bless  their  light  divine; 
I  stand  confounded  with  amaze. 

To  thiok  on  what  they  shine. 

On  one  Tile  clod  of  earth  she  seems 

To  fix  their  influence; 
Which  kindles  not  at  those  bright  beams, 

Nor  wakens  into  sense. 

Lost  and  bewilder*d  with  the  thought, 

I  could  not  but  complain, 
Tbat  Nature*s  lavi8h  hand  had  wrought 

This  fairest  work  in  vain. 

Thus  some,  who  have  the  ttars  suryeyM, 

Are  ignorantly  led, 
To  thtnk  those  glorions  lamps  were  madę  ' 

To  light  Ton-fool  to  bed. 
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OCGASIONBD  BT 

HIS  FIRST  riSlT  TO  LADY  WARWICK, 

AT  HOLLAND  H0U8E. 

Hearino  Łhat  Chloe'8  bov7er  ciowD*d 

The  fiammit  of  a  neigbbouńng  hifl, 
Wbere  crery  raral  joy  was  found, 
Where  bealth^n^wealtfa  werę  placM  aroiuid. 

To  wait  like  senranU  on  ber  will, 

I  went,  and  found  twas  as  tbey  said, 
That  evcry  tbioglook^d  fresh  aiid  fair; 

Her  herds  ia  flowery  pastures  stray^d, 

I>e)ightful  was  tbe  green-wood  shade. 
And  gently  breathM  tbe  balmy  air. 

But  when  I  found  my  troubled  heart 

IToeasy  grown  within  my  breast. 
My  breatb  come  short,  and  in  eacb  part 
Some  new  disorder  seem  to  start, 

Wbłch  pain'd  me  sore  and  broke  my  rest :  j 

**  Some  nosious  Tapoor  rare,"  I  said, 
"  From  tbis  unwholesome  soil  must  riie^ 

Some  secret  venom  is  convey'd 

Or  from  tbis  field,  or  from  tbat  sbade, 
That  does  tbe  power  of  life  surprise." 

Soon  as  tbe  skil^  Leach  bebekl 
Tbe  change  tbat  io  my  bealth  was  grown : 

'<  Blame  not/*  ba  cry'd, "  uor  wood  nor  field; 

Diseases  whicbsnch  tymptoms  yield, 
Prooeed  from  Cbloe*s  eyes  ałone; 

*'  AUke  she  kills  in  eveiy  air, 
Tbe  coldest  braast  ber  beauties  warm  | 

And  tbougb  tbe  fever  took  you  thcre, 

If  Cbloe  had  not  been  so  iair, 
Tbe  place  had  nerer  done  yoa  banu." 


Wben  barmony  sball  tbysoft  aoul 
Sooth  all  tby  senses,  and  tby 


Amidst  wbatet^er  various  joys  appear, 
Yet  breatb^  obe  sigb,  for  one  sad  minutę . 

Nor  let  thy  beArt  know  onedeligbt  sincere, 
Till  thy  owti  ttuest  Lycidas  return. 


TER   VI SIT. 
Wi  ir  and  beauty  t'  other  day, 
Cbanc'd  to  take  me  in  their  way; 
And,  to  mttke  tbe  favour  greater, 
Brought  tbe  giaces  and  good^nature; 
Conver8ation  care-beguiling, 
Joy  iu  dtmples  erer  smiling, 
All  tbe  pleasures  bere  bełtfw. 
Men  can  ask,  or  gods  bestow, 
A  jolly  trajn,  beliere  me  !  No: 
Tbere  were  but  two,  Lepell »  and  How 


8TANZAS  TO  LADY  WARWICK. 

ON  MR.   ADDISON'S   GOING   TO    IREŁAND. 

Yb  gods  and  Nereid  nympbs  wbo  rule  tbe  sea ! 

Wbochainloud  sŁorms,  and  still  theragingmain! 
With  carc  tbe  gentle  Lycidas  conYey, 

Andbring  tbe&ithful  lover  safe  again. 

When  Albion'8  shore  witb  cbeerłess  heart  be  left, 
PenatTe  and  6ad  upon  tbe  deck  he  stood, 

Of  erery  joy  in  Cbloe*s  eyej^  bei^ft, 
And  wept  bis  sorrows  in  tbe  sweliing  flood. 

Ab,  fairest  maid!  whnm,  as  I  well  diytne, 
Tbe  rigbteons  gods  his  just  reward  ordain; 

For  his  return  tby  pioos  wishes  joln, 
Tbat  tbou  at  length  may*st  pay  him  for  his  pain. 

And  si oce  his  lore  does  thine  alone  pursue, 
In  arts  unpractisM  and  unus*d  to  rauge  ;* 

I  charge  thee  be  by  his  example  tme, 
And  sbon  thy  sex'sinclination,  cbange, 

When  crowds  of  yoi^hful  lovers  round  thee  wait. 
And  tend^  thougnts  in  sweetest  words  impart; 

When  tbou  art  m-cx»'d  by  titirs,  wealth,  and  state, 
Then  thtnk  on  Lycidas,  and  guard  thy  hearC 

When  tbegay  theatrr  sh«an  charm  thy  eyes, 
WbeBartTul  wit  shall  speak  tby  beauty'8  praisc;' 


THE  COyTENTED  SffEPHERIk 

TO  HRS.A O *. 

As  on  a  summer's  day 
In  tbe  greenwood  sbade  I  lay, 

The  maid  that  I  lov*d, 

As  ber  fancy  movM, 
Caine  walking  fortb  that  way. 

And  as  she  passed  by 
With  a  scomfol  glance  of  ber  eye^ 

•*  What  a  shame,**  quotb  8be» 

"  For  a  swain  must  it  be, 
Like  a  lazy  loon  for  to  die ! 

'<  And  dost  tbou  nothiog  heed, 
WbatPao  ourgod  basdecłead; 

What  a  prize  to  day 

Sball  be  giveo  away. 
To  tbe  sureetest  sbepherd^s  teed ! 

'*  There'6  not  a  single  swain 
Of  all  tbis  fruitfulplain, 
'  But  with  hopes  and  feąrf 

Now  busily  prepares 
Th6  bonny  boon  to  gain. 

"  Sball  another  maiden  shine 
In  bri^^bter  array  than  thine  > 

Up,  up,  dulł  swain, 

Tune  thy  pipę  once  again. 
And  make  tbe  garland  minę.*' 

"Alas!  my  loye,**  he  cry'd, 
<<  What  arails  tbis  courtJy  pride  ? 

Since  thy  dear  desert 

Is  written  in  my  heart 
What  is  all  tbe  worid  beside  > 

•    *  To  me  tbou  art  moi^e  gay, 
In  tbis  homely  russet  gray, 

Than  tbe  nymphs  of  our  grecn, 

So  trim  and  so  sheen; 
Or  thc  brigbtest  qaeen  of  May. 

"  What  tboagh  my  fortunę  frown. 
And  deny  tbec  a  silken  gown ; 

'  Aflcrwanli;  thc  celebrated  lady  Harley 
"  Afterwards  bis  wife. 


TO  LADY  JANE  WHARTON. 


m 


My  Dwn  desr  nuid. 
Be  content  with  tbis  thade, 
And  a  sbeplierd  ftU  tby  own.^ 


SONG. 


A.R  WIŁŁOW.     TO  THB  gAMB  IN  HER  SICKMCSS. 

^o  the  brook  and  tbe  willow  tbat  bęard  biin  coni' 
Ab  willow,  willow.  [plain, 

'Oor  Colin  sat  weeping,  and  told  them  his  pain ; 
Ah  willow,  willow ;  ab  wiUow,  willow. 

weet  strram,  he  ciy^d  sadly,  Pil  teach  thec  to  flow. 

Ah  willow,  &c. 
Liid  tbe  wakera  flha]l  rise  to  tbe  b.riiik  with  my  woe. 

Ab  willow,  &c. 

• 

m  reatkaa  ąndpainful  poor  Amoret  lies. 

Ab  willow,  &c^ 
Lnd  co^ints  the  sad  mo^en(s  of  tioi^  ąs  it  flies. 

Ah  willow,  &c. 

''o  tbe  nympb  my  beart  loyes,  yę  soft  slnrpbers 
Ah  willow,  &c.  [r^pair; 

•pread  your  downy  wings  o^er  ber,  and  make  ber 
A  h  willow,  &c.  [your  care. 

>ear  brook,  were  tby  cbanoe  near  ber  pillow  to 
Ah  willow,  &c.  [creep, 

^hapt  tby  soft  murmors  migfat  luli  ber  to  s^eep, 
Ąh  willow,  &c. 

^t  me  be  kept  waking,  my  eyes  nerer  close, 

Ah  willow,  Btc. 
o  the  sleep  that  I  lose  bnngs  my  lair  one  lepose, 

Ah  willow,  &c. 

lut  if  I  am  doom*d  to  be  wretched  indeed ; 

Ah  willow,  &ć. 
f  tbe  loss  of  my  dear-one,  my  Iove  is  decreed; 

Ab  willow,  &c. 

r  no  morę  my  sad  beart  by  those  eyes  sbałl  be 
Ah  willow,  &c.  [cheeHd; 

f  the  voire  of  my  warbler  no  morę  sball  be  beard; 
Ah  willow,  ttc, 

lelieve  me,  thou  foir-one;  tbou  dear-one  beliere, 

Ah  willow,  &e. 
'ew  aighs  to  tby  locs*,  and  few  tęarą  wUl  \  giv«. 

Ah  willow,  fcc.  I 

hie  fate  to  tby  Colin  and  tbee  sball  be  ^*d,^ 

Ah  willow,  &c. 
Ind  soon  lay  tby  shepberd  closc  by  thy  cold  sid^. 

Ah  willow,  &c. 

rhen  run,  gentłe brook;  and  to  lose  tbyself,  hastę; 

Ah  willow,  willow. 
?ade  thou  too,  my  willow,  this  rerse  is  my  last ; 

Ah  willow,  willow ;  ah  willow,  willow. 


Still  when  I  hear  tbee,  O  my  Adry 

I  bid  my  beart  rgoice ; 
1  shake  off  every  sullen  care. 

For  sorrow  flics  thy  voice. 

The  seąsooa  Philomel  obey, 
Whene^ęr  they  hoar  her  sing ; 

She  bida  the  wiuter  fly  away, 
And  sbe  recalU  the  spring.. 


TC  THE  SAMB  SINGiyC, 

HThat  cbarms  in  mefody  are  found 

To  soften  erery  pain  ! 
^ow  do  we  catcli  the  pleasing  sound, 

i^^d  feel  the  sootbtng  strain ! 


ą    O    N    G. 

•        THE  FAIR  INCONSTAHT. 
HE. 

SiifCB  I  have  long  loT*d  you  in  vain. 

And  duated  on  every  feature; 
Girc  me  at  lengtb  but  leare  to  complain 

Of  so  ungratefal  a  creature. 
Tbough  I  bebeld  in  yoyar  wandering  eyes 

The  wanton  symptom^  of  ranging ; 
Still  1  re8olv*d  against  being  wise, 

Apd  IoyM  you  \fk  spite  oif  yo«r  cfaangingi 

SIIB- 

Why  shottld  you  Uame  wbat  bearen-has  madę, 

Or  find  any  fiuilt  in  creation  ? 
'Tis  not  the  crime  of  tbe  laithless  luaid. 

But  I{ature*8  indinatlon. 
'Tis  not  because  I  love  you  less, 

Or  tbink  you  not  atrueone; 
Bnt  if  the  tnith  I  must  confessa 

I  alwąys  lov*d  a  new-one. 


TO   LORD   W4RWJCK. 

ON  HIB  BIRTH-DAY. 

When,  fraught  with  all  that  gratefiU  minds  caa 

moTe, 
With  friendsikip,  tendemess,  respect,  and  Iove ; 
Tbe  Muse  had  wish*d,  on  this  retuming  day, 
Sometbing  most  worthy  of  berself  to  say : 
To  Jove  she  offer^d  up  an  humble  prayer. 
To  take  tbe  noble  Warwick  to  bis  care. 
"  Oivehiro,"  sbe  said,  ^'-whate^er  diviner  grace 
Adoms  the  soul  or  bęautifiea  tbe  fece: 
Let  maniy  oonfitanoy  eon  firm  his  truth. 
And  geątlest  maniters  crowu  bis  blooming  youth. 
Gi  ve  hipą  to  fame^  ta  Tirtue  to  aspire, 
Worthy  our  songs  and  thy  informing  6re: 
Ą\{  yarious  prai4C,  all  hoiiours  it;t  him  prove, 
.  liiet  men  admire,  and  siiching  virgins  luve: 
With  bonest  zcal  inflame  bis  generous  mind. 
To  loTe  his  countiy,  and  protect  mankind.'* 
Attentire  to  ber  prayer,  the  god  reply*d, 
"  Why  d99t  thou  ask  wbat  bas  not  been  denyd  > 
Jove>s  bouoteow  band  bas  iavish*d  all  bit  power. 
And  making  wbat  he  is,  can  add  no  morę. 
Yet  siuce  1  joy  in  wbat  i  did  create, 
1  will  prolong  the  £iTourite  Warwtck*s  fiite,[date.'' 
And  lengthen  out  his  years  to  some  uncommon 


TO   LADY  JANE   WUAltTON. 

ON  HER  ftTUDTlNO  THB  GŁOBB. 

W01ŁB  o>.r  the  głobe,  fair  nymph,  your  searches 
And  tracę  its  rolling  circnit  round  the  snn,    [run, 
You  scem*d  the  world  beneatb  you  to  8urvey, 
With  cres  on1ain'd  to  giTe  its  people  day. 
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Włth  twofidr  lttiip»iiMthai|i|wn  iwliumihone, 
Whileotm  are  pooriy  fiii^ted  up  by  oneu 
3ow  did  those  wft  your  happier  empire  gild ! 
Hov  dotiw  tke  iiowery  mcad  Mtd  fraitful  ikkil 
Yoor  eaith  was  ineteniał  tpńng  arrayM, 
Attd  laughing  jay  amidst  its  natiTes  play'd* 

Soch  it  th^r  day,  bot  cbeeriem  is  tfaeir  nislit. 
No  friendly  moon  reflaets  yoor  absent  ligbt: 
Aad,  ob !  wben  yet  ere  many  years  are  past, 
Tbote  beams  on  other  cUijects  sball  be  plac*d, 
When  some  youńg  bero,  with  resistless  art, 
Sball  draw  tboie  eyes,  aad  waim  tfaat  Tirgin  beart: 
How  shall  your  creatures  tben  tbeir  loss  def^ore. 
And  want  tbose  sans  tbat  ńse  for  tbem  oo  mure? 
The  bliM  you  give  will  be  confin'd  to  one, 
And  for  bis  sake  your  world  aiast  ba  undoaa. 


TO   MRS.   PULTBNBT, 

VPOM  HSR  GOIMG  ABSOAD. 

■ 

Tia'D  with  tbe  freqttent  mischieft  of  ber  eyes^ 
To  distant  dimes  tbe  fiur  Belindaflies. 
Sbe  sees  ber  spreadinp  flames  ooasume  aroand. 
And  not  anotrferoonqQest  to  be  frand. 
Secure  in  ibreign  realins  at  will  to  reign, 
Sbe  leares  ber  rassals  berę  witb  proud  dKadaia. 
One  onty  joy  wbicb  in  ber  beart  sbe  weart, 
Tbe  dear  companion  of  ber  fligbt  she  bean. 
.£neastbns  a  bnmingtown  forsook, 
Thos  into  banishment  bis  gods  be  took: 
Bot,  to  retricfYte  bis  natiye  Troy's  disjgnoe^ 
Fui'd  a  wem  empire  in  a  happier  place. 


ODM  FOR  THE  KSfVYEAR,  171& 

Hail  to  tbee,  glorioiis  rising  Year, 

Witb  wbat  micommon  grace  tby  days  appear ! 

Comeły  art  thon  in  tfay  primey 

IjOTely  child  of  hoary  Time; 

Wbere  tfay  goiden  footsteps  tread, 

Pleasures  ali  aroond  tbee  spread; 

Bliss  and  beaiity  grsce  tby  train; 
Mose,  strikethc  lyre  to  some  immortal  straJn. 

But,  oh !  what  skill,  wbat  master  band, 

Sbail  gorem  or  constnin  tbe  wanton  band } 
Loose  like  my  verse  they  daace,  and  all  witboat 

Iniages  offairestthii^^  [ccHwoand. 

Crowd  about  the  speaking  strings; 

Peace  and  sweet  prosperity, 

Faith  and  cbeerfuł  loyaity, 
With  smiling  love  and  dieathless  poesy. 

Ye  scowling  sbadcs  wbo  break  away» 
WcU  do  ye  fly  and  abon  tbe  pmple  day, 

Every  6end  and  fiend-like  form, 

Black  and  sullen  as  a  storm, 

Jealons  Pear,  and  ftOae  Snrmiae, 

Banger  witb  ber  dieadfol  eyct, 

Faction,  Fury,  all  are  fled. 
And  bold  Rebellion  bides  her  daring  bead. 

Behold,  thoo  gracions  Year,  bebold, 
To  wbom  tby  treasuies  alł  tboa  shalt  unfold, 
For  wbom  tby  whiter  days  were  kept  from  times 

See  tby  Oeorge,  for  tbis  is  be!  £of  pid! 

On  bis  right  band  waiting  firee^ 

Britain  aadfiUr  JLibeity, 


Erery  good  is  in  his 
Every  open  honestgnoe. 
TbougreatPlantageoet;  immoital  hethynnl 

See !  the  sacred  scyon  springs, 
See  the  glad  promisa  of  a  Ime  of  kin^s! 

Royal  yonth!  wbat  bard  diviae^ 

Equal  to  a  praise  like  thine^ 

Sbail  in  some  ezalted  meaaure 

Smgthee,  Britain'*  dearest  tfeaaareł 

Wbo  ber  joy  in  thee  sball  teU, 
Wbo  tbe  sprigfaily  notę  sball  swell. 
His  voice  attemperiag  to  the  tunefiol  sbell^ 

Tbee  Andenard's  recorded  fi^, 
Bold  in  tby  brare  patemal  band,  belidd. 
And  saw  witb  bopdesa  beart  thy  fAinto^  ńnŁ  yidde 

Troubled  be,  with  sore  dismay. 

To  tby  stronger  fiste  ga^e  way, 

Safe  bieneath  tby  noble  scoinot 

Wingy.footed  was  be  borne, 
Swift  as  tbe  fleeting  sbades  upon  the  goMen  eat^ 

What  Talour,  what  distingniabM  worth, 
From  thee  shall  lead  tbe  coming  ages  foitlł? 

Crested  helms  and  shining  shielda^ 

Warriors  &m*d  in  fereign  fielda^ 

Hoary  beads  witb  o(ive  bonnd. 

Klagi  and  lawgirers  reDown*di 

Crowding  still  they  rise  anew, 
Beyond  tbe  naeb  of  deep  pn^betie  Tiew. 


Fledge  of  OUT  preaent  and  our  fotnre 
Still pourthe  bicsaii^  fortb,  and  ghre  thy 

All  the  stock  that  late  ordaina  [i 

To  supply  succeeding  reignś, 

Whether  gloiy  sball  intpire 

Oentler  arts  or  martial  fire, 

Still  the  fiur  descent  sball  be 

I>ear  to  Albion,  all,  like  thee, 
Patfons  of  lighteons  roles,  and  fites  to  tymuij. 

Ye  goiden  ligbts  wbo  sbine  on  high, 
Ye  potant  planeta  who  aacend  the  sky^ 

On  the  opening  year  dispense 

All  your  kindeat  influence; 

HeuTenly  powen  be  all  piepar*d 

For  our  Carolina's  gnaid; 

Sbort  and  easy  be  the  pains, 
Whicb  for  a  nation'8  weal  tbe  heroinę 

Britannia^s  angel,  be  thou  near 
Tbe  growiiig  race  is  thy  peculiar 
Oh  s|irMd  thy  sacred  wing  abore  the  royal  fiur. 

George  by  tbee  was  wafted  o'er 

To  tbe  long  expccted  sbore : 

Nonę  presaming  to  witbstand 

Thy  celestial  armed  band. 

Wbite  bis  sacred  bead  to  shade,  [jibcfŁ 

Tbe  blended  cross  on  high  thy  silrer  shiefid  dis- 

But,  ob!  what  other form.dirine 
Propitioot  near  the  bero  seems  to  shine ! 

Peace  of  mind,  and  joy  serene, 

In  her  sacrod  eyes  are  scen, 

Honour  binds  ber  mitred  brow, 

Faith  and  truth  beside  her  go, 
With  zeal  and  pure  derotion  bóidinglow. 

A  thonsand  storms  around  ber  thi^it, 
A    thonsand  billows  roar  beneath  bełfeft, 
Wbile,ihc*d  upon  a  rock,  shekeeps  ber  stable 

Still  in  sign  of  surę  defence. 

Trust  andmutiiaj  oiMifideBoa, 


ODE  FOR  Tlffi  MEW  YEAR. 
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On  ihe  momrcb,  standing  by, 
Still  she  bends  her  gnctoot  eye,       [are  nigb. 
Kor  feui  her  foes'  approach,  wbile  Heaven  and  be 

Hence  tben  with  every  anxipu8  care! 
Be  gone,  pale  £nvy,  and  thou,  cold  Despair! 

8eek  ye  out  a  moody  celi, 

Where  Deceit  and  Treason  durell ; 

Tbere  repining,  raging,  still 

Tbe  idle  air  with  cnnes^fltt;         [theni  bUl; 
Tbere  Uasl  the  patblen  vild,  and  tfae  Ueak  nor- 

Tbere  yonr  exile  Tainly  OMan; 
Tbere  where,  with  murmnrabonid  as  your  own, 
Beneath  tbe  sweeptng  wmdB,the  bending  forests 

But  thon,  Hope,  witb  smttii^  cheer,  [gToaD» 

Do  tbon  bńng  tbe  ready  year; 

See  tbe  Houra !  a  chosen  band ! 

See  witb  jocund  looks  tbey  »tand, 
▲n  in  tbeir  tńm  array,  and  waiting  for  command. 

The  welcome  train  begins  to  moye, 
Hope  leads  increase  and  cbasteconnnbialloTe: 

Flora  sweet  ber  bounty  spreads, 

Smelling  gardens,  painted  meads; 

Ceres  crowns  the  yellow  plain ; 

Fan  rewards  tbe  sbephenl*B  pain; 

AU  is  plenty,  all  is  wealth, 
JLnd  on  tbe  balmy  air  sits  rosy-colonr'd  bealtb. 
1  hear  tbe  mirtb,  I  hear  tbe  land  rejoice, 
like  many  waters  swells  the  pealing  noise, 
While  to  tbeir  monarcb,  thus,  tiiey  laise  tbe  pub- 

**  Fath^r  of  thy  country,  haii !         [lic  Yoice. 

Always  every  where  preTail; 

Pious,  Taliant,  just,  and  wise, 

Better  suns  for  tbee  arise, 

Purer  breezes  fan  the  skies, 
•   Eartb  in  fruits  and  flowers  is  drest, 

Joy  abounds  in  eyery  breast, 
•  Vor  tbee  thy  people  all,  for  tbee  the  yearis  btesL" 


SONG, 
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Łay  tby  flowery  garlands  by, 

£ver-b]ooming  gentle  May ! 
Othef  honoors  now  are  nigh ; 

Other  bonours  see  we  pay. 
Łay  tby  flowery  gariands  by,  hc. 

Majesty  and  great  renown 
"Walt  tby  beamy  brow  to  crown* 
Parent  of  our  bero,  thou, 
Oeorge  on  Britain  didst  bestow. 
Tbee  the  trompet,  tbee  the  drum, 
"With  the  piuDiy  hełm,  become; 
Thee  tbe  spear  and  shining  shield, 
With  every  tropfay  of  the  warlike  field. 

Coli  thy  better  blessings  forth. 

For  tbe  honoar  of  bis  birth : 
Still  the  Yoice  of  loud  commotion. 

Bid  oom^laining  murmurs  oease, 
Łays  the  bUłows  of  the  oceany 

And  ccmipose  tlie  land  in  peace* 

Cali  tby  better,  &>c. 

Sucen  of  odours,  fragrant  May, 
For  this  boon,  this  happy  day« 
fatam  with  the  double  fac« 


Shall  to  thee  resign  his  plaoe, 
Thoa  shalt  rułe  with  better  grace : 
Time  from  tbee  shall  wait  bis  doom. 
And  thoo  sbalt  lead  the  year  for  every  age  to  come» 

Fairest  montb,  in  Cesar  pride  thee, 

Nothinglike  him  canst  thou  bringi 
Thougb  the  gpraces  sraile  beside  thee : 

Thmigh  thy  bounty  gives  the  Springi 

Thougb  like  Flora  tbou  array  tbee^ 

Ftner  than  the  painted  bow  | 
Carolina  shall  repay  tbee 

All  thy  sweetness,  all  thy  show. 

She  herself  a  glory  greater 

Tban  thy  goldeń  sun  discloses; 
Aud  ber  smiling  offspring  sweeter 

Tban  the  bloom  of  all  tby  roses. 


ODE  FOR  THE  NEH^TEAR,- 1711. 
Wimtbr!  tbou  boary  yenerable  tffre, 

All  richly  in  tby  furry  mantle  clad  ; 
What  thought«  of  mirth  caa  fteble  age  inspire. 

To  make  thy  carefiil  wrinkled  bcow  so  glad ' 

Now  1  see  the  reason  plain, 
Now  1  see  tby  joliy  train : 
Snowy-beaded  Winter  leads, 
Spring  and  Summer  next  succeeds; 
Yellow  Autumn  brings  tbe  rear» 
Thoo  art  father  of  tbe  year« 

Wbile  from  the  frosty  mel1ow*d  earth 

Abonnding  plenty  takes  her  birth, 

The  conscions  sire  exulting  sees 

Tbe  seasons spread  thetr  rich  increase; 

So  dusky  night  and  chaos  smil*d 

On  beauteous  form,  tbeir  loTely  child. 

O  fair  rariety ! 

What  bliss  tbou  dost  supply )    ' 
Tbe  luul  brings  forth  the  &ir 
To  deck  the  changing  year, 
W  ben  our  oM  pleasures  die, 
Some  new  one  still  is  nigh; 
Ob !  £ur  variety ; 

Our  passions,  like  the  seasons  tum ; 
And  now  we  laugh,  and  now  we  moum. 
Bntannia  late  oppre8s'd  with  dread, 
Hung  her  declining  drooping  bead: 
A  better  visage  now  she  wears, 
And  now  at  once  she  quits  her  fears: 
Strifie  and  war  no  morę  sbe  knows, 
R.d>el  sons  nor.  ibreiga  foes. 

Safe  beneath  her  migfaty  master, 

In  security  s)ie  sits ; 
Plants  her  loose  foundations  faster. 

And  her  sorrows  past  fbrgets. 

Happy  isle !  the  care  of  Hearen, 
To  tłie  guardian  bero  given, 
Unrepining  still  obey  him, 
Still  with  loTe  and  dn^  pay  him. 

Tbongfa  be  parted  from  tliy  sbore, 
While  coiitesting  kings  attend  him; 
Could  he,  Britain,  gire  thee  morę 
Tban  tiie  pledge  he  lefŁ  behind  him  ? 
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ODE   TO  PEACE. 

FOR  THBYBAR  1718. 

Thov  fkirest,  sweetest  daughter  of  the  skies, 
Indalgeoi,  gentle,  life  re8tx>ring  Peaoe ! 

With  what  auspicions  beauties  dott  tboo  rłjie« 
And  BritaiD'8  new-rerolviog  Janus  biesa! 

Hoary  Winter  smiles  beibre  thee, 
'         Dances  merri  ly  along : 

Hours  and  seasons  all  adore  tfaee. 

And  for  thee  are  ere^  yonng ; 

Ever,  goddess,  tbiis  appear, 

£ver  lead  the  ja3^  year. 

In  thee  the  night,  in  thee  the  day  is  blcst; 
In  thee  the  dearest  of  the  purple  east: 
^8  tbhłf  inunoTiał  pleasores  to  impart, 
Mirth  to  inspirc,  and  raise  the  droopiog  beart; 
To  thee  the  pipę  and  tunefiil  striug  belong, 
Thoa  theme  etemal  Ibr  the  poef^  soug^ 

Awake  the  goMen  lyre, 
Ye  Heiłconian  cboir; 
Swel]  eyery  notę  still  hif  her» 
And  melody  int^pire 
At  Heaven  and  Eartb's  desire^ 

Hark,  bour  th^  sounds  agree, 
With  due  complacency  ! 
Sweet  Peace,  'tisallbythee, 
For  thou  art  harmony. 

Who,  by  Natare'8  fairest  creatnres, 
Can  deacribe  ber  heaven1y  featnres? 
What  comparison  can  fit  ber? 
Sweet  are  roscs,  she  is  sweeter; 
Łigbt  is  good,  but  Peace  is  better. 
Would  you  see  ber  snch  as  Jov€ 
Fonu'd  for  universal  love, 
B1ess*d  by  men  and  gods  above  ? 
Woold  you  eyery  feature  tracę, 
Every  sweetly  smiling  grace? 
Seek  our  CaroliDa'8  ihce. 

Peace  and  she  are  Britain*B  tnsasiiret,^ 
Fniifftłl  in  etemal  pleasurcs: 
Still  tbeir  bounty  sball  increase  us,^ 
Sm' i)  their  smiling  ofTspring  bless  us. 
Hsippy  day,  when  racb  was  gpven 
By  Casf^ar  and  induiging  Heaven. 

CHOIIUS. 

Hail,  ye  cetestia)  pair! 

Mili  let  Britaiinia  be  your  care, 

And  Kace  aud  Carolina  crown  the  year. 


ODE 
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Oh  touch  tbe  strinsr,  celestial  Muse,  and  say, 
Why  are  peculiar  times  and  seasous  blest? 

iś  łt  in  fate,  that  one  di8tingui8h'd  day 
Should  with  morę  hallowM  purple  painttheeast? 

liook  on  life  and  nature'8  race! 
How  the  careless  minntes  pass, 
How  they  wcar  a  common  face : 
One  18  what  another  wa$ ! 


Till  the  happy  bero*!  wort& 
Bid  the  festiyal  stand  forth; 
Tili  the  golden  ligbt  he  crown, 
Till  he  mark  Tt  for  his  own. 

How  had  this  gtorioas  moming  been  fin^yt, 

Unthooght-of  as  the  tłiiiigs  that  neret  were; 

Had  not  our  g reatest  Caesar  been  itt  lot. 

And  call'd  it  fh>in  amongst  the  migar  year! 

•• 

Now,  Naturę,  be  gay 

In  the  pride  of  thy  May; 
To  court  let  thy  graces  repair; 

Łet  Flora  bestow 

The  crown  from  h^r  brow. 
For  our  brigbter  Britannia  to 


Througb  erery  language  of  thy  peopl«d  Earlh,^ 
Far  as  tbe  sea*s  or  Caesar^s  influence  goesi, 

Let  tbankfui  natiuiis  celebrate  his  birth. 
And  bless  the  author  of  the  world's  repoae. 

Let  Yolga  tumbling  in  cascades, 

And  Po  that  glides  tiirough  poplar  shade^^ 
And  Tagus  brigfat  in  sands  of  gotd. 
And  Arethusa,  riverB  old, 

Thfjr  great  deli^erer  sing. 
Not,  Oanube,  thou  wbose  winding  fiood 
So  loog  bas  biu8h'd  with  Turkish  biood. 
To  Cssar  sball  refuse  a  strain, 
Since  now  thy  streams  withoiit  a  ataia 

Run  crystal  as  tbeir  spring. 

CBORUS. 

Tomigfaty  George,  that  heals  thy  woufcds, 

That  -names  thy  kings  and  marks  thy  bouads, 

The  joyfiil  rolce,  O  Europę,  raise: 

In  the  great  mediator'8  praise 

Let  all  thy  various  tongues  combine^ 

And  Britain'8  festiral  be  thine. 


ODE  TO  THE  THJMES', 

rORTHB  YR4R  1719. 

KiNa  of  tbe  toods,  whoip  friend^y  stan 

To  fold  alteraate  in  thy  winding  train, 

The  loity  palące  and  die  fertile  rale; 

King  of  the  floods,  Britaanta%  darłing, 

Hail  with  the  year  so  well  begun. 

And  bid  bis  each  reroiring  sun, 

Taugfat  by  thy  streamS;  in  snoeth  sooceaaioD 

From  thy  neTer-friliiig  ląm 
Flowers,  bloom  and&tr  increaae 

With  the  seasons  take thair  tara; 
From  thy  tribatary  aeas 

Tides  of  Tarious  wealth  attend  th«e  ^ 

Seas  and  seaaont  alt  befiiend  thee. 

Herę  on  thy  banks,  to  matę  tbe  sldes, 

Augiista*s  hailow'd  domes  arise; 

And  there  thy  ample  bosom  pours 

Her  numerwis  souls  and  floating  ton'ers;  fkoowii, 

Whose  teiTOurs  latc  to  vanquish'd  Spaia   were 

And  iEtna  shook  with  thunder  not  ber  own. 

Fiillest  flags  thou  dost  sustain, 
While  thy  banks  confiue  thy  eourse  ; 
Emblem  of  uur  Csesar^s  reign, 
Mingling  clemency  and  fotce. 

'  This  ode  was  written  for  Roive  by  Mr.  Jett* 
roys,  and  is  cłaunM  hy  him  in  his  work|i,  p,  57.  a; 
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80  nMy'8i  thoo  still,  secucM  by  digtaat  wars, 
Ke*er8tain  thy  ery  stal  with  domesticjars: 
&s  CsMai^fl  reign,  to  Britain  ever  dear, 
ihal]  join  with  thee  to  biesa  the  corotog  year. 

Od  thy  shady  margiji, 
Care  its  load  discharging^ 

Is  luird  to  ąentle  rest: 
Britain  tbns  disanning, 
Nor  no  morę  alarm  ing,  - 

ShaO  sleep  oo  CaB8ar's  breast. 

Sweet  to  digtress  is  balmy  sleep. 

To  sleep  auspicious  dreams, 
Thy  meadows,  Tbames,  to  feeding  slieep, 

To  tbirstythy  silver  streams : 
Morę  sweet  than  all,  the  praise 
Of  CBsar's  golden  days : 

Canar^s  praise  is  sweeter; 

Britain'8  pleasure  greater; 

Still  may  Caesar^s  reign  excel ; 

Sweet  the  praise  pf  reigning  welL 

caoRus. 

Gentle  Janus,  erer  wait, 

Aa  now,  on  Britain'8  kindest  iate ; 

"**S  « !n^"'  ^^^*'  ^^  •*•  *^y  «f'^  bestow ; 
Till  Time  no  morę  renews  his  datę, 
iaa  Thames  forgets  to  flow. 
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[IuBceas>dthenymph;  the ftiir  assembly  broke; 
J«  9eA-fSnca  Nereids  to  the  wares  betook : 
JTWlc  Scylla,  feariul  of  the  wide-sprcad  main, 
Swift  to  the  safer  shore  returns  again. 
Hiere  o'er  the  saody  margin,  unarray*d 
rith  printless  footstcp*  flies  the  bounding  maid; 
jr  m  aome  wmding  creek's  sccure  letreat    i 
Ibe  batbes  her  weary  limbs,  and  shans  the  noon- 

day*s  beat. 
ier  Glaucas  saw,  aa  o'er  the  deep  he  rode, 
ffew  to  the  seas,  and  late  receiv'd  a  god.  « 

ie  saw,  and  languish*d  for  the  virgin»s  Toye, 
Jrith  many  an  artfiil  blandisbment  he  strore 
fcr  flight  to  hindcr,  and  her  fears  iemove. 
pic  more  he  sues,  the  morę  he  wings  his  flight. 
Lnd    nimbly  gains    a  neighbouring  mountain»s 

height, 
Iteep  shelTing  to  the  margin  of  the  flood, 
i  neighbouring  mounUin  bare  and  woodless  stood: 
lere,  by  the  place  secar-d,  her  steps  she  rtayU 
Lnd,  trembling  still,  her  lorcTs  form  surveyM 
lis  shape,  hłs  hue,  her  troubled  sensc  appall.' 
Uid  droppmg  locks  tfaat  o^er  his  shoulders  fali ; 
•he  sees  his  hce  divinc  and  mauly  brow 
End  iu  a  fish'8  wreathy  taił  below: 
|he  sees,  and  doubts  within  her  ansious  mind. 
JThether  he  comes  of  god  or  monster  kiod. 
rhisGlaucus  soon percei^M;  and,  "Oh !  forbear" 
His  hand  supporting  on  a  rock  lay  near)      ffear. 
Forbear,"  he  cry'd,  «  fond  maid,  this  needless 
JOT  fish  am  I,  nor  monster  of  the  main, 
tat  equal  with  thc  watery  gtMls  I  reign : 
for  Proteus  nor  Pajapipon  4pe  exceł, 
łor  he  whoiie  bre^th  inspijc^  the  soundir^  shdL 
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My  birth,  tis  trne,  I  owe  to  mortal  race. 

And  I  mysełf  but  late  a  mortal  was: 

E*en  thenin  seas,  and  seas  alone,  I  joyM; 

The  seas  my  hours,  and  all  my  cares,  employ'd. 

In  meshes  now  the  twinkling  prey  I  drew, 

Now  skilfully  the  slender  linę  I  threw, 

And  silcnt  satthe  moving  fleat  to  riew. 

Not  far  from  shore,  there  lies  a  verdant  mead, 

With  herbage  half,  and  half  with  water  spread: 

There,  nor  the  homed  beiiers  browsing  stray. 

Nor  shaggy  kids  nor  wanton  lambkins  play ; 

There,  nor  the  sounding  bees  their  nectar  cuU, 

Nor  rural  swains  their  gcnial  chaplets  puli ; 

Nor  flocks,  nor  herds,  nor  mo#erB,  haunt  the  place. 

To  crop  the  flowers,  or  cut  the  bushy  grass : 

Thither,  surę  first  of  living  race  came  I, 

And  sat  by  chance,  my  droppingnets  todry. 

My  scaly  prize,  in  order  all  digplay'd. 

By  number  on  the  green-sword  there  I  lay»d. 

My  captires,  whom  or  m  my  nets  I  took, 

Or  hung  unwary  on  my  wiły  hook. 

Strangetobebold!  yet  what  availsalie? 

I  saw  them  bite  the  grass,  as  I  sat  by ; 

Then  sudden  darting  o'er  the  verdant  plain, 

They  spread  their  fins,  as  in  their  natiire  main: 

I  paus*d,  with  wonder  struck,  whileall  my  prey 

I^ft  their  n^w  master,  and  regain'd  the  aea. 

AmazM,  withiri  my  secret  self  1  sought, 

What  god,  what  herb,  the  miracle  had  wrought: 

*  But  surę  no  herbs  have  powcr  like  this,*  1  cry*d; 

And  straight  I  pluck'd  some  neighbouring  herb^ 

and  try'd. 
Scarce  had  1  bit,  and  proT*d  the  wondrous  taste, 
When  strong  conyulsions  shook  my  troubled  breast; 
I  felt  my  heart  grow  fond  of  something  strange. 
And  my  whole  naturę  labouriog  with  a  cha&ge. 
R«stless  I  grcw,  and  every  place  forsook. 
And  still  upon  the  seas  I  bent  my  look. 
*Farewcll,forever!  fiirewell,land!' Isaid; 
And  plung»d  amidst  the  waves  my  sinktng  head^ 
The  gęntle  powers,  who  that  Iow  empire  keep, 
Kcceiv'd  me  as  a  brother  of  the  deep; 
To  Tethys,  and  to  Ocean  old,  tbey  pray, 
To  purge  my  mortal  earthy  parts  away. 
The  watery  parents  to  their  suit  agreed. 
And  thrice  ni«^  times  a  secret  charm  they  read 
Then  with  lustrations  puriiy  my  Unlbs,  ' 

And  bid  me  bathe  beneath  a hundred  streams; 
A  hundred  streams  from  yarious  fountains  run. 
And  on  my  head  at  once  come  rushing  down. 
Thus fiireach pasiiage  I  rememberwell. 
And  faithfully  thus  far  the  tale  1  tell ; 
But  then  obllVion  dark  op  all  my  seiises  fell. 
Again  at  length  my  thoueht  reviving  came, 
When  I  no  looger  fouud  myself  the  saąie ; 
Then  flrst  this  sea-green  beard  I  felt  to  grow, 
Aud  these  large  honours  un  my  spreading  brow. 
My  long-desoendine  locks  the  billows  swcep, 
And  my  broad  shoulderscleaTe  the  yiekling  deeps 
My  fishy  taił,  my  arms  of  azure  hue, 
Aod  every  part  divinely  chang'd,  I  view. 
fi^t  what  avail  these  useless  honours  now  ? 
What  joys  can  immorUlity  bestow  ? 
What,  tbough  our  Nereids  all  my  form  approve> 
What  boots  it,  while  fair  Scylla  scoms  my  love?» 
Thus  fiir  the  god  j  and  mor*j  he  would  have  said  • 
When  from  his  presciice  flew  the  ruthlesa  maid*   ' 
5tung  with  repulso,  in  such  disdainful  sort, 
He  seeks  Titąnian  CirceHi  honid  court 
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Ml  I  I 


Joseph  Addtson  was  born  on  the  first  of  M^y  16T2,  at  Milston^  óf  which 
his  &ther,  Lancelot  Addison,  was  then  rector,  near  Ambrosebuiy  in  Wiltshire, 
and  appearing  weak  and  unlikely  to  live,  he  was  christened  tbe  same  day. 
After  the  nsual  domestic  education,  which  from  .the  character  of  his  father 
may  be  reasonably  supposed  to  haye  given  him'strong  impreasions  of  piety^ 
he  was  committed  to  the  care  of  Mr.  Naish  at  Ambrosebury,  and  aftferwardś 
o£  Mr.  Taylor  at  SaUsbury. 

'  Not  to  name  the  scbool  or  the  masters  of  men  iUustrious  for  literaturę  u;  a 
kind  of  historical  fraud,  by  which  honest  famę  is  injuriously  diminished.  I 
would  therefore  tracę  him  tbrough  the  whole  process  of  his  education.  In 
1683^  in  the  beginning  of  his  twelftb  year,  his  father,  being  madę  dean  o^ 
Łichfield,  natnrally  carried  his  family  to  his  new  residence,  and,  I  belieye, 
placed  him  for  some  time,  probably  not  long,  under  Mr.  Shaw,  then  maste^ 
of  die  school  at  lichfield,  father  of  the  late  Dr.  Peter  Shaw.  Of  this  interval 
his  biographers  have  giyen  no  account,  and  I  know  it  only  from  a  story  of  a 
barring-ont,  told  me,  wben  I  was  a  boy,  by  Andrew  Corbet  of  Shropshire, 
wbohad  heard  it  from  Mr.  Pigot  his  uncle. 

The  praćtice  of  barring-ont  was  a  sayage  Ucence,  practised  in  many  schools 
at  tbe  end  of  the  last  century,  by  which  the  boys,  when  the  periodical  yaca- 
tion  drew  near,  growing  petulant  at  the  approach  of  liberty,  some  days  be- 
fore  the  time  of  regular  recess,  took  possession  of  the  school,  of  which  they 
barred  the  doors,  and  bid  their  master  defiance  from  the  windows.  It  is  not 
easy  to  suppose  that  on  such  occasions  the  master  would  do  morę  than  laugh ; 
yety  if  tradition  may  be  credited^  he  often  stmggled  bard  to  force  or  surprise 
'the  garrison.  The  'master,  when  Pigot  was  a  school-boy,  was  barred-outat 
Ucbfieid ;  and  the  wbole  operation,  as  he  said^  was  planned  and  conducted 
by  Addison. 
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To  jtidge  better  of  the  probability  of  this  story,  I  have  inąuired  when  b6 
Was  sent  to  the  Chartreux ;  but,  as  he  was  not  one  of  those  whó  enjoyed  thc 
founder^s  benefaction,'there  is  no  account  preserred  of  his  admissioo.  At  the 
school  of  the  Chartreuz,  to  which  he  was  removed  cither  from  that  of  Salis- 
bury  or  Lichfield,  he  pursued  his  juvenite  studies  under  the  care  of  Dr.  Ellis, 
and  contracted  that  intimacy  with  sir  Richard  Steele,  which  their  joint  laboon 
h£ive  so  efiectually  recordcd. 

Of  this  memorable  friendship  the  greater  praise  must  be  gi?en  to  Steele.  It 
is  not  hard  46  Jore  those  from  wfaoiB  iK)thin<r  *can  be  feftt^d ;  and  Addisoo 
ne^er  considered  Steele  as  a  rival ;  but  Steele  lived,  as  he  coofesśes,  under  an 
habitual  subjection  to  the  predominating  genius  of  Addison,  whom  he  always 
mentioned  with  reyerence,  and  treated  with  obsequiousness. 

Addison',  who  knew  his  own  dignity,  could  not  always  forbear  to  show  k, 
by  playing  a  little  upon  his  admirer;  but  he  was  in  no  danger  of  retort:  his 
jests  were  endured  without  resistanceor  resentment. 

But  the  sneer  of  jocularity  was  not  the  worst.  Steele,  whose  imprudence  of 
generosity,  or  vanity  of  profusion,  kept  hitn  always  incurably  necesaitous, 
upon  some  pressing  exigence,  in  an  evii  hour,  borrowed  an  hundred  pooads 
of  his  fricnd,  probably  without  much  purpose  of  repayoient ;  but  Addisoo,  who 
secms  to  have  had  other  notions  of  a  hundred  pounds,  grew  impatieot  of  d«- 
lay,  and  reclaimed  his  loan  by  an  execution.  Steele  feit  with  great  sensibilily 
the  obduracy  of  his  creditor,  but  with  emotions  of  sorrow  ratber  tfaaa  of 
anger  . 

tn  1687  he  was  entered  into  Queen's  College  in  Osfoid^  where,  ia  1689» 
the  accidental  perusal  of  seme  I^in  yerses  gained  faim  the  patrons^  of  Dn 
Lancaster,  afterwards  proYostofOueen^s College;  by  whose  recomiiiciidado9 
be  was  clected  into  Magdalen  College  as  a  deinj',  a  term  by  which  thait  so- 
cięty  denominates  those  wtiich  are  elsewbere  called  scholars ;  joung  men  wW 
partake  of  the  founder's  beoefaction,  and  succred  Ln  their  order  to  yacaot 
{ellowships  j. 

Herę  he  continued  to  cultłvate  poetry  and  criticistn,  and  grew  firsteauAeat 
by  his  Latin  corapositions,  which  are  indeed  entitled  to  particular  praice* 
He  has  not  confined  himself  to  the  inutotion  of  any  ancient  author,  but  bas 
fbrmed  his  style  firom  the  generał  languagCi  such  as  e  dUigent  perusal  of  the* 
productions  of  diflerent  ąges  hapjpened  to  supply. 

His  Latin  compositions  seem  to  have  had  much  of  łus  fondness^  for  he  €»ł« 
lected  a  second  Yolume  of  the  Mussc  AngUcansB,  perhaps  for  a  conyeoieut  i^ 

'Spence. 

*  Tbh  fact  wu  ciopmtttitticated  to  Johnson  ia  my  hearing  by  a  person  of  anąnestionable  reracity,  bnt 
vkio9eMlB6 1  sui  not  at  llbettsr  t*  tnCwUo*.  B«  kai  it,M  ke  toM  us,  finom  Lftdy  Mmro*e»  Id  wImmh 
$^leMl«tediŁiri4;htaM»  ia  kte  e|p€a  Tkotote  Dr.  Simt«a  «cntaB«d  it  to  Ae^by  Wyti^  llifite 
had  beard  it  from  Mr.  Hooke,  antbor  of  the  Roman  Historyk  mnd  hc^  ftoa  .Mr.  Bope.    A 

See,  Victor*8  JLetters,  voł.  I.  p.  S28,  this  transaction  somewbat  differenUy  related*     iU 

•  fio  look  tfaedesiteof  M.  A.  Feb.  14^  1693. 
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eeptacle,  in  which  all  his  Latin  pieces  are  inserted,  and  nrfaere  bis  poem  on 
the  peace  bas  the  first  place.  He  afterwards  presented  tbe  coUection  to  Boi- 
Jeau,  who>  from  that  time,  ^*  conceired,''  says  Tickell,  <^  an  opinion  of  the 
Englisb  genios  for  poetry/*  Nothing  is  better  known  of  Boile^u,  tban  that 
be  had  an  injudicious  and  peevish  contempt  of  modem  Latin,  and  tberefore 
łńs  profession  of  regard  was  probably  the  -effect  of  his  ciyility  rather  than* 
epprobation. 

Three  of  his  Latin  poems  are^upon  subjects  on  which.perhaps  be  Woold 
tiot  haye  yentured  to  bave  written  in  his  own  langnage.  Tha  Battie  of  thor 
Pigmies  and  Cranes;  the  Baronieter';  and  A  Bowling-green.  When  tbep 
matter  is  Iow  or  scanty,  a  dead  language,  in  which  nothing  is  mean  because 
cotfaing  is  familiar,  affords  great  conveniences ;  and^  by  tbe  sonorous  mag* 
nificence  of  Roman  syllables,  the  writer  ćoQceab  penury  of  thcnight,  and  wan& 
of  norelty,  often  from  the  reader>  and  often  from  bimsełf . 

tn  his  twenty-second  year  be  first  showed  his  power  of  English  poetry  bj 
-some  Terses  addressed  to  Dftyden ;  and  soon  afterwards  publisbed  a  translation  : 
of  the  greater  part  of  the  Fourth  Georgie  npon  Bees ;  after  which,  saya 
Dryden,  "  my  latter  swarm  is  hardly  worth  the  biying.'* 

About  the  same  time  be  composed  tbe  arguments  prefixed  to  the  sereral 
books  of  Dryden's  Yirgil ;  and  prodnced  an  Essay  on  tbe  Georgics,  juve* 
nile,  superficial,  and  uninstructire,  without  much  either  of  the  schoiar^s  learn- 
ing  or  the  critic's  penetration* 

His  nezt  paper  of  verses  contained  a  character  of  the'  principal  EngUsh 
poets,  inscribed  to  Henry  Sacheyerell,  who  was  then,  if  not  a  poet,  a.writfer 
of  yerses^;  as  is  shown  by  hb  yersion  of  a  smali  part  of  YirgiPs  Georgics, 
publisbed  in  the  Miscellanies ;  and  a  Latin  encomium  on  queen  Mary,  in  the 
Mus«  AngUcano;.  These  yer^es  exhibit  all  the  fondness  of  friendship ;  but, 
ou  one  side  or  the  t)ther,  friendship  was  afterwards  too  weak  for  the  malignit j 
cf  faction. 

In  this  poem  is  a  yery  confident  and  discriminate  character  of  Spencer|  - 
whose  work  he  had  then  neyer  read  s.  So  little  sometimes  is  criticism  tho 
pflect  of  judgmenU  It  is  necessary  to  inform  the  reader,  that  about  this  time 
he  was  introduced  by  Congreye  to  Montagae,  then  chancellor  of  the  exch&*^ 
quer :  Addison  teas  then  leaming  the  trade  of  a  courtier,  and  subjoined  Mon<* 
tague  as  a  poetical  name  to  those  of  Cowley  and  Dryden. 

4  A  letter  which  I  found  among  I>r.  Johnton^ft  papers,  dated  in  January  17S4»  from  a  lady  łn  WilU 
•hire,  contains  a  discorery  of  sonie  importance  in  Itteiary  history,  riz.  that,  by  tbe  initials  H.&  preftited 
to  the  poem,  we  are  not  to  undentand  the  fiunous  Dr.  Henry  Sachererell,  whose  trial  is  the  most  re» 
markable  incident  in  his  Kfe.  The  information  thos  oommiioicated  is,  that  the  renes  in  quest]OB  were 
not  an  address  to  the  £Rnious  Dr.  Saehe^ereU,  but  to  a  Tery  ingenions  gentleman  of  the  same  name, 
who  died  young,  supposed  to  be  a  Manksman,  for  that  he  wrote  tbe  history  of  the  ble  of  Man.— That 
this  person  left  his  papers  to  Mr.  Addison,  and  had  formed  a  plan  of  a  tragedy  npon  the  death  of  So- . 
prates.— The  lady  says,  she  had  this  information  from  a  Mr.  Stephens,  who  was  a  fellow  of  Merton  Col- 
lege, a  oontemporary  and  intimate  with  Mr.  Ad^so^  ip  Ozford,  who  died,  near  50  years  ago,  aprebea- 
^ary  of  Winchester.    J^ 

ISpeno^ 
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By  the  iDflueiice  of  Mr.  MonUguei  concumng,  according  to  TickoH,  with 
hjs  natural  modesty,  he  was  diverted  from  his  ońginal  design  of  enteńng  into  i 
holy  orders.  Montague  allegcd  the  comiption  of  men  wbo  engaged  in  ciril 
employments  without  liberał  education ;  add  declared,  that,  though  he  was 
represented  as  an  enemy  to  the  churcb,  he  would  nęver  do  it  any  injury  bot  by 
i^ithholding  Addison  from  it. 

Soon  after  (in  1 695)  he  wrote  a  poem  to  king  William,  with  a  rhyming  intro- 
duction  addressed  to  lord  Somers.  King  William  had  no  regard  to  elegance 
or  literaturę ;  ^is  study  was  only  war ;  yet  by  a  choice  of  ministers,  whose 
disposition  was  very  different  from  his  own>  he  procured,  without  intentiooi 
a.  very  liberał  patronage  to  poetry.  Addison  was  caressed  both  by  Somen 
and  Montague. 

.  In  1607  appeared  his  Latin  verses  on  the  pcace  of  Ryswick,  which  he  dedU 
cated  to  Montague,  and  which  was  afterw.ards  całled,  by  Smith,  '^  the  best 
Latin  poem  sińce  the  ^neid.''  Praise  must  not  be  too  rigorously  examined; 
but  the  performance  cannot  be  denied  to  be  rigorous  and  elegant.  I 

Having  yet  no  public  employment,  he  obtained  (in  1699)  a  pension  of  three 
hundred  pounds  a  year,  that  he  might  be  enabled  to  travel.     He  staid  a  year  * 
at  Blois^,  probably  to  learn  the  French  language ;  and  then  proceeded  in  his 
joumey  to  Italy,  which  he  survejed  with  the  eyes  of  a  poet.  | 

While  he  was  trave1ting  at  leisure,  he  wa$  far  from  being  idle :  for  he  not  | 
only  coUected  his  obserrations  on  the  country,  but  found  time  to  write  Us 
Dialogues  on  Medals,  and  four  acts  of  Cato.     Such  at  least  is  the  relation  of 
Tickeli.     Perhaps  he  only  collected  his  materials,  and  formed  his  plan. 

Whatever  were  his  other  employments  in  Italy,  he  there  wrote  the  Letter 
to  Lord  Halifax,  which  is  justly  considered  as  the  most  elegant,  if  not  the  most 
sublime,  of  his  poetical  productions.  But  in  abóut  two  years  he  found.  it  ne- 
cessary  to  hasten  borne ;  being,  as  Swift  informs  us,  distressed  by  indigence, 
and  compelled  to  bccome  the  tutor  of  a  trayelling  squire,  because  his  pension' 
was  not  remitted. 

At  his  return  he  published  his  Travels,  witli  a  dedication  to  lord  Somers. 
As  his  stay  in  foreign  countries  was  short,  his  obserrations  are  such  as  might 
be  supplied  by  a  hasty  yiew,  and  consist  chiefly  in  comparisonsof  the  present 
face  of  the  country  with  the  descriptions  left  us  by  the  Roman  poets,  firom 
whom  he  madę  preparatory  collections,  though  he  might  have  spared  the 
trouble,  had  he  known  that  such  collections  had  been  madę  twice  before  by 
Italian  authors. 

The  most  amusing  passage  of  his  book  is  his  account  of  the  minutę  repub- 
lic  of  San  IMarino  ;  of  many  parts  it  is  not  a  very  severe  censure  to  say,  that 
they  might  have  been  written  at  home.  His  elegance  of  language,  and 
variegation  of  prose  and  verse,  howeyer,  gains  upon  the  reader ;  and  the  book, 
though  awhile  neglected,  became  in  time  so  much  the  Ikyourite  of  tfae  public, 
that  before  it  was  reprinted  it  rosę  to  five  times  ijts  price. 

•       *  • 

*  Speucec 
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When  he  retutned  to  fingland  (in  1702),  with  ameanness  of  appearance 
which  gave  testimonj  of  the  difficnlties  to  which  he  had  been  reduced,  he^ 
found  his  old  patrona  out  of  power,  and  was  therefore^  for  a  ttmey  at  fuli 
lebure  for  the  cultiyation  of  his  mind ;  and  a  mind  śo  ouMrated  gives  reasoa 
to  belieye  that  little  time  was  lost. 

But  he  remained  not  łong  neglected  or  nseless.  Th^  victory  at  Blenheim 
(1704)  spread  triumph  and  confidence.over  the  nation ;  add  lord  Godolphin, 
laroentiog  to  lord  Haliiax,  that  it  had  not  been  celebrated  in  a  manner  equal 
to  the  subjecty  desired  him  to  propose  it  tosome  better  poet.  Halifax  tcrfd 
him,  that  there  was  no  encouragement  for  genius ;  that  worthless  men  were- 
unprofiti^ly  enriched  with  public  money,  without  any  care  to  find  or  employ 
those  whose  appearance  might  do  honour  to  their  country.  To  this  GodoU 
phin  replied,  that  sucb  abuses  should  in  time  be  rectified ;  and  that,  if  a  man 
could  be  found  capable  of  the  task  then  proposed,  he  should  not  want  an  am-' 
ple  recompense.  Halifax  then  named  Addison,  but  reąuired  that  the  treasu* 
rer  should  apply  to  him  in  his  own  person.  Godolphin  sent  the  messagc  by  Mr«. 
Boyle,  afterwards  lord  Carleton ;  and  Addison,  having  undertaken  thą  work, 
communicated  it  to  the 'treasurer,  while  it  was  yet  advanced  no  further  than 
the  simile  of  the  angel,  and  was  immediately  rewarded  by  succeeding  Mr« 
Locke  in  the  place  of  commissioner  of  appeals. 

In  the  following  year  he  was  at  Hanover  with  lord  Halifiajc :  and  the  year 
ąfter  he  was  madę  under-secretary  of  state,  first  to  sir  Charles  Hedges,  and  in 
a  few  months  morę  to  the  earl  oC  Suoderland. 

About  this  time  the  preyalent  taste  for  Italian  operas  inclined  him  to  try 
what  would  be  the  effect  of  a  musical  drama  in  our  own  language. .  He  there-' 
fore  wrote  the  opera  of  Rosamond^  which,  when  exhibited  on  the  stage,  was 
either  hissed  or  neglected ;  but,  trusting  that  the  readers  would  do  him  morę 
justice,  he  published  it,  with  an  inscription  to  the  dutchess  of  Marlboroughj 
a  woman  without  skill,  or  pretensions  toskiU,in  poetry  or  literaturę.  Hisde^ 
dication  was  therefore  an  instance  of  servile  absurdity,  to  be  ezceeded  only 
by  Joshua  Barnes's.dedication  of  a  Greek  Anacreon  to  the  Duke. 

His  reputation  had  been  somewhat.  advanced  by  The  Tender  Husband,  a 
comedy  which  Steele  dedicated  to  him,  with  a  confession  that  he  owed  to  him 
8everal  of  the  most  successful  scenes.  To  this  play  Addison  supplied  a  prologue.' 

When  the  marauis  of  Wharton  was  appointed  lord  lieutenant  of  Ireland, 
Addison  attended  him  as  his  secretary ;  and  was  m&de  keeper  of  the  records  in 
Birmingham's  Tower,  with  a  salary  of  three  hundred  pounds  a  year,  The 
office  wąs  little  moro  than  nominał,  and  the  saJary  was  augmented  for  his  ac  - 
commodation. 

Intę^est  and  iaction  allow  Uttle  to  the  operation  of  pardcular  dispositions, 
or  private  opinions.  Two  men  of  personal  characters  morę  opposite  than 
those  of  Wharton  and  Addison  could  not  easily  be  broughttogether.*  Whar- 
ton was  impious,  profligate,  and  shameless,  without  regard,  or  appearance  of 
regard,  to  right  and  wrongi:  whateyer  is  contraryto  this  may  be^aaid  of  Addi- 

^  Dr.  Johnioo  appetn  to  bate  Uttidcd  thtt  dianctcr  of  the  marąuif  with  tlnt  of  tuf  too  the  dalw. '  N,  • 
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son ;  but  as  agento  of  a  party  they  were  connected,  and  how  thej  adjasM 
tbeir  other  sentiments  we  cannot  know. 

AddisoD  mu8t  bowever  not  be  too  hastily  condemned.  It  is  not  neceamr 
to  refuse  benefits  iroin  a  bad  man,  wheo  tbe  acceptance  imf^es  no  apprbha- 
tion  of  bis  crimes;  nor  bas  tbe  subordinate  oflBcer  any  obligation  to  esamine 
tbe  opintons  or  conduct  of  tbose  nnder  wbom  be  acts,  ezcept  that  he  may  not 
be  madę  tbe  instrument  of  wickedness,  It  is  reasonable  to  snppose  that  Ad- 
dison  counteracted,  as  far  as  be  was  able,  tbe  malignant  and  blasting  influ- 
ence of  tbe  lieutenant;  and  tliat,  at  least,  by  bis  iiitervention  some  good  wat 
done,  and  some  miscbief  prevented. 

Wben  be  was  in  office,  be  madę  a  law  to  bimself,  as  Swift  bas  recorded, 
neyer  to  remit  bis  regular  fees  in  civility  to  his  friends,  **  for,*'  said  he,  ^  ł 
may  have  a  hundred  friends ;  and  if  my  fee  be  two  goioeas,  I  sbalł,  by  relio« 
qQishing  my  rigbt,  lose  two  hundred  guineas,  and  no  friend  gain  morę  than 
two;  there  is  therefore  no  proportion  between  tiie  good  impąrted  and  tbe 
«vił  snffercd.'* 

He  was  in  Ireland  wben  Stecle,  without  any  communication  of  his  design, 
began  tbe  publication  of  tbe  Tatler :  bnt  be  was  not  long  concealed  ;  by  in« 
serting  a  remark  on  Yirgil,  wbich  Addison  bad  giren  him,  be  discorered  faim- 
self.  *  It  is  indeed;not  easy  for  any  man  to  write  upon  literaturę  or  common 
Kfe,  so  as  not  to  make  bimself  known  tb  tbose  witb  wbom  be  iamiliariy  con- 
▼erses,  ^nd  wbo  are  acqpainted  with  bis  track  of  study,  bis  fa^ourite  topc, 
his  peculiar  notious,  and  bis  babitual  pbraaes. 

If  Steele  desired  to  write  in  secret,  be  was  not  lucky ;  a  single  month  de. 
tected  bim.  H'is  first  Tatler  was.  publisbed  April  22  (1709);  and  Addison'f 
contribution  appeared  May  26.  Tickell  obseryes,  tbat  tbe  Tatler  began  and 
was  concluded  without  bis  concHrreuce.  Tbis  is  doubtless  literally  tnie;  bat 
tbe  work  did  not  sufibr  much  by  his'  unconsciousness  of  its  commencemeoty 
x>r  bis  absence  at  its  cessation ;  for  he  continued  bb  assistance  to  Deoember 
S3,  and  tbe  paper  stopped  on  January  2*  He  did  not  distmgruisb  hia  pieoes 
by  any  signature  ;^and  I  know  not  wbetber  bis  name  was  not  kept  aecręt  tiU 
tbe  papers  were  coUected  iuto  rolumes. 

To  the  Tatler,  in  about  two  montbs,  succeeded  tbe  Spectator ;  a  series  of 
essaysof  tbe  samekind,  but  written  witb -less  levity,  upon  a  more  r^uhr 
plan,  and  publisbed  daily.  Sucb  an  undertaking  showed  tbe  writets  not  to 
distrust  tbeir  .own  copiousness  of  materiais  or  fisu:ihty  of  composition,  and 
their  performance  justiiied  their  confidence.  They  found  howeyer,  in  tbeir 
progress,  many  auxiliaries.  To  attempt  a  single  paper  was  no  terrifying  la- 
bour;  many  pieces  were  ofFered,  and  many  were  received. 

Addison  bad  enougfa  of  the  zeal  of  party ;  but  Steele  bad  at  that  time  aL 
most  nothing  else.  The  Spectator,  in  one  of  the  first  papers,  showed  the 
political^tenets  of  its  authors ;  but  a  resolution  was  soon  taken,  of  courting 
generał  approbation  by  generał  topics,  and  subjects  on  wbich  faction  bad 
prodnced  no  diyersity  of  sentiments;  sucb  as  litecatui^,morali^,and£uiiiliac 
life.    To  tłus  practice  they  adhered  with  few  demtions.    T|ie  aidour  sf 
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Sleele  once  broke  out  in  praise  of  Marlborough ;  anJ  wben  Dr.  Fleetwood 
prefixed  to  some  sermons  a  preface,  oyerflowing  with  wbiggish  opinions^  that 
it  might  be  read  by  the  queen  *,  it  was  reprinted  in  the  Sp^tator. 

To  teach  the  minuter  deeencies  and  inferior  daties,  to  regniate  the  practic^ 
of  daily  conYersatioDy  to.  correct  those  deprayiiies,  which  areiatfaer  ridicolous 
than  criminal,  and  remove  those  grieTancies  whicb,  if  they  prodace  no  lasdng 
ćalamitiesy  impress  hoprly  Yexation,  was  first  attempted  by  Casa  in  his  book 
of  Mannersy  and  Castiglione  in  hb  Courtier;  two  books  yetcelebroted  in  Itely 
for  pnńty  and  degance^  and  whicb,  if  they  are  now  less  read,  are  neglected 
oniy  because  they  haye  effected  that  reformation  which  their  authors  intended^ 
and  their  precepts  now  are  no  longer  wai^ted^  Their  usefnlness  to  the  age  in 
which  they  were  written  is  sufficiently  attested  by  the  trauslations  which  al- 
most  all  the  nations  of  Europę  were  in  hastę  to  obtain. 

This  species  of  instruction  was  continued,  and  perhaps  advanced  by  the^ 
French ;  among  whom  La  Brttyere's  Manoers  of  the  Age,  though,  as  Bmleaa 
remarked,  it  is  written  without  connection,  certainiy  deserve8  praise,  for  liye* 
Iiness  of  description,  and  justnęss  of  obseryation. 

Biffore  the  Tatler  and  Spectator,  if  the  writers  for  the  theatreare  excepted^ 
Englaiid  had  no  masters  of  common  life*  No  writers  had  yet  undertaken  to 
reform  either  the  sairagęness  of  neglect,  or  the  impertinence  of  cińltty ;  to 
abow  when  to  speak,  or  to  besilent ;  how  to  refuse,  or  how  to  comply.  We 
had  many  books  to  teach  us  our  morę  important  duties,  and  to  settle  opinions 
m  philosophy  or  politics ;  but  an  arbiter  el^antiarum,  a  judge  of  prppriety^ 
w^as  yet  wanting,  who  should  survey  the  track  of  daily  conrersation,  and  free 
it  from  thoms  and  prickles,  which  tease  the  passer,  though  they  do  not 
wound  hi^]• 

For  this  purpose  nothing  is  so  proper  as  the  freąnent  publication  of 
short  papers,  which  we  read  not  as  study  but  amusement.  If  the  subject  be 
slight,  the  treatise  is  short.  The  busy  may  find  time,  jmd  the  idle  may  find 
patience* 

This  modę  of  conyeying  cheap  and  easy  knowledge  began  among  us  in  the 
Ci  vii  War  9,  when  it  was  much  the  interest  of  either  party  to  raise  and  fis  the 
prejudices  of  the  people.  It  that  time  appeared  Mercurius  Aulicus,  Mercu* 
rius  Rusticus,  and  Mercurius  Civicus.  tl  is  said,  that  when  any  title  grew 
popular,  it  was  stolen  by  the  antagonbt,  who  by  this  stratagem  conreyed  his 
notions  to  those  who  would  not  have  received  him  had  be  not  worn  the  ap- 

*  This  paiticalar  number  of  the  Spectator,  it  is  said,  was  not  published  till  twelye  o*c]ock,  that  it 
might  eome  oat  precisely  at  the  bour  of  ber  Maje8ty'8  brealcfiist,  aod  that  no  time  might  be  left  for  de- 
liberating  aboat  senring  it  np  with  that  meal,  as  nsnaU  See  the  edition  of  the  Tatler  with  notes,  voL 
VI.  No»  371,  note.  p.  45&,  fce.    N. 

9  Newspapers  s^pear  to  b4ve  had  an  eaiiier  datę  than  here  astigned.    Cleiveland,  in  his  Charpcter 

of  a  London  Diumal,  says,  **  The  original  sinner  of  this  kind  was  Dutch ;  Gallo4)elgicus  the  Protoplas, 

and  the  modem  Mercnries  bnt  Hans  en  kclders."  Some  intelligence  giyen  by  Mercurius  Galk>.betgicns 

U  mentioned  in  Carew^s  9nrvey  of  Comwall,  p.  126,  originally  published  in  1602.    Thcie  vehides  of 

iidbimation  are  often  nwntioiied  in  the  plays  of  J^mes  and  Chariea  the  first .    R> 
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pearance  of  a  frieiid.  The  tumult  of  those  unhappy  days  left  scarcely  aojr 
man  leisure  to  treasure  up  oćcasional  compositions ;  and  so  much  were  they 
neglectedy  that  a  compleie  coiiection  is  no  where  to  be  found. 

These  Mercuries  were  succeeded  by  UEstrange^s  Obseirator ;  and  that  hj 
Lesley^s  Rehearsal,  and  perhaps  by  otbers ;  but  hitherto  notfaing  bad  beea 
conyeyed  to  the  people,  in  this  commodious  maoner,  butcontrorersy  relating 
to  the  church  or  śtate ;  of  whicb  they  taught  many  to  talk,  whom  they  conld 
not  teach  to  judge* 

It  has  been  suggested,  that  the  Royal  Society  was  instituted  soon  after  the 
Restoration,  to  divert  the  attcntion  of  the  people  from  public  discontent.  Tlie 
Tatler  and  Spectator  had  the  same  tendency ;  they  were  pnblished  at  a  time 
when  two  parties  loud,  restless,  and  yiolent,  each  with  plausible  declarationsy 
and  each  perhaps  without  any  distinct  termination  of  its  yiews,  were  agitating 
the  nation  ;  to  minds  heated  with  pblitical  contest  they  supphed  cooler  aod 
morę  inofiensive  reflections;  and  it  is  said  by  Addison,  in  a  subsequent  wofV, 
that  they  bad  a  fierceptible  influence  upon  the  conyersation  of  that  time,  and 
taught  the  frolic  and  the  gay  to  unitę  merriment  with  decency :  an  eSect 
which  they  can  never  wholly  lose,  while  they  continue  to  be  among  tłie  first 
books  by  which  both  sexes  are  initiated  in  the  elegance  of  knowledge. 

The  Tatler  and  Spectator  adjusted,  like  Dąsa,  the  unsettled  practice  of 
daily  intercourse  by  propriety  and  politeness ;  and,  like  La  Bruyere,  eichibited 
the  Characters  and  Maitners  of  the  Age.  The  personages  introduced  in  tfaese 
papers  were  not  merely  ideał ;  they  were  then  known  and  conspicuous  in  ^a- 
rióus  stations.  Of  the  Tatler  this  is  told  by  Steele  in  his  last  paper ;  and  o( 
the  Spectator  by  Budgell  in  the  preface  to  Theophrastus,  a  book  which  Ad- 
dison  has  recommended,  and  which  be  was  suspected  to  have  rerised,  if  ht 
did  not  write  it.  Of  those  portraits,  which  may  be  supposed  to  be  somedmes 
embellisbed,  and  sometimes  aggrarated,  the  originals  are  new  pardy 
known,  and  partly  forgotten. 

But  to  say  that  they  united  the  plans  of  two  or  three  eminent  writers,  is  to 
gtve  them  but  a  smali  part  of  their  due  praise ;  they  superadded  literaturę 
and  criticism,  and  sometimes  towered  &r  above  their  predecessors ;  and  taugfat 
with  great  justness  of  argument  and  dignity  of  language,  the  most  important 
duties  and  sublime  truths. 

AU  these  toplcs  were  happily  yaried  with  elegant  fictions  and  refined  alle- 
gories,  and  illuminated  with  diflerent  changes  of  style  and  felicities  of  in- 
Tention. 

It  is  recorded  by  Budgell,  that  of  the  characters  feigned  or  exhibited  in  the 
Speetator,  the  fayourite  of  Addison  was  sir  Roger  de  Coyerley,  of  whom  be 
bad  formed  a  yery  delicate  and  discriminate  idea '°,  włuch  be  woald  not  snfibr 
to  be  yiolated;  and  therefore,  when  Steele  had  shownhim  innócently  pićkii^ 

■  **  The  enoon  in  thit  scconnt  are  ezplained  at  coDsiderable  length  in  the  ipn&ce  to  UieS^iectatorpie 
fixed  to  the  ediUon  id.  the  Bńtish  Esaay tita.  The  original  ddiDeataon  of  air  fi4%er  uadoiiMedty  belami 
to  Steele.    C 
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up  a  girl  in  the  Tempie,  and  taking  her  to  a  taveni,  he  drew  upon  bimseif 
80  much  of  his  friend^s  indignation,  tbat  be  was  Ibrced  to  appeai»e  bim  by  a 
pt-omise  of  forbearing  sir  Roger  for  the  time  to  coose.  \ 

The  reasoD  which  induced  Cenrantes  to  bring  his  bero  to  the  graye,  par» 
mi  sola  nacio  Don  Quixote,  y  yo  para  d,  madę  Addicon  declare,  witb.  undue 
Tebemence  of  expression,  tbat  he  would  kill  3ir  Roger ;  being  of  opinion  tbat 
they  were  born  for  one  another,  and  tbat  any  otber  band  would  do  hfm  wrong, 

It  may  be  doubted  whęther  Addison  ever  fiUed  yp  his  original  delineation. 
He  describes  hi&  knight  as  having  his  imagination  somewhat  warped ;  but  of 
this  perrersion  he  bas  madę  very  little  use.  The  irregularities  in  sir  Roger^s 
ponduct  seem  not  so  much  the  e£kcts  of  a  mind  deyiatiog  from  the  beatea 
track  of  life,  by  the  perpetual  pressure  of  some  overwheIming  idea,  as  of 
babitual  rusticity,  and  tbat  negligence  which  sohtaiy  grandeur  naturallj 
jgenerates. 

The  variable  weather  of  the  mind/ the  flying  vapQurs  gf  incipieot  mad- 
pessy  which  from  time  to  time  cloud  reason,  without  eclipsing  it,  i\  requirea 
se  muchnicety  to  exhibit^  that  Addison  seems  to  have  been  deterred  from 
prosecuting  his  own  design. 

To  sir  Roger,  who,  as  a  country  gentleman,  appeats  to  bę  a  Tory,  or,  as 
it  is  generally  expressed,  an  adherent  to  the  landed  interest,  is  cpposed  s^ 
Andrew  Freeport,  a  new  man,  a  wealthy  merchant,  ^ealous  for  the  moneyed 
interest,  and  a  Wbig.  Of  this  contrariety  of  opinions,  it  is  prpbable  morę  coat 
8equences  were  at  first  intended  than  could  be  produced  when  the  resolutioa 
wastaken  toescinde  party  from  the  paper.  Sir  Andrew  doesbut  little^  and 
that  little  seems  not  to  haye  pleased  Addison,  who,  when  be  dismissed  bim  fjrom 
the  club,  changed  his  opinions.  Steele  had  madę  bim,  in  the  tnie  spirit  of 
unfeelingcommerce,  declare  that  he  ^^  would  not  build  an  hospital  for  idle 
people  ;^'  but  at  last  he  buys  land,  settles  in  the  country,  and  builds  not  a  ma- 
nufactory,  but  an  hospital  for  twelye  old  husbandmen,  for  men  with  whom  a 
inerchant'  bas  little  acquainiance,  and  whom  he  commpnly  considers  with 
little  kindness. 

Of  e$says  thus  elegant,  thus  instructiye,  and  thus  commodiously  distributed^ 
it  is  natural  to  suppose  the  approbation  generał,  and  the  sale  numerous.  I 
onceheard  it  obseryed,  that  the  sale  may  be  calculated  by  the  product  of 
%he  tax,  related  iń  the  last  number  to  produce  morę  than  twenty  pounds  a 
weęk,  and  therefore  stated  at  one-and-twent}^  pounds,  or  .three  pounds  ten 
shillings  a  day :  this,  at  a  halfpenny  a  paper,  will  giye  sixteen  hundred  and 
eighty  '^  for  the  daily  number. 

This  sale  is  not  great ;  yet  this,  if  Swift  be  credited,  was  likely  to  grow 
less;  for  he  declares  that  the  Spectator,  ijrhom  jie  ridicules  for  his  endliess 
meution  of  the  fair  8ex,  had  before  his  rece!»  wearied  his  readers. 

The  next  year  (1713),  in  which  Cato  came  upon  the  stage,  was  the  grand 

■■  That  ihi8  calculation  is  not  exaggeraied,  tbat  it  is  eTen  muchbelow  the  rtal  number,  set  the  nptes 
'^o»theTatkr,ed.l786,voLVI.p.i52.    N. 
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climacteric  of  Addison's  repucation.  Upon  the  cleath  €i  Cato,  he  hai^  a»  h 
nidy  płanned  a  tragedy  in  the  time  of  his  trards,  and  bad  for  se^eral  yean 
tbe  first  four  aicts  finisbed^  wbich  were  shown  to  sucb  as  were  likdy  to  spread 
their  admiration.  They  were  seen  by  Pope,  and  by  Cibber,  wbo  relates  tbat 
Steele,  when  he  took  back  the  copy,  told  him,  ia  the  despicabłe  cant  of  lite- 
rary  modesty,  tbat,  whaterer  spirit  his  friend  bad  shown  in  the  composition, 
he  doubted  whether  he  would  bave  courage  sufficient  to  expose  it  to  the  cen- 
aure  of  a  British  audience. 

The  time  however  was  now  come,  when  dwee^  wbo  affected  to  tłunk  fiberty 
ID  danger,  affected  likewise  to  think  tfaat  a  stagć  phy  might  pieserye  it ;  aad 
Addison  was  importuned,  in  the  name  of  tbe  tutekury  deities  61  Britain^  to 
show  his  courage  and  bis  zeał  by  finisbing  bis  design. 

'  To  resume  his  work  be  seemed  peryersely  and  unaocountably  mnrillińg ; 
«nd  by  a  reąuest,  wbśeh  perhaps  he  wished  to  be  denied,  desired  Mr.  Hugiws 
to  add  a  fifth  act#  Hughes  supposed  him  serious ;  and,  undertakii^  tbe  sap. 
plement,  brooght  in  a  few  days  some  sc^ies  for  his  eiamination ;  but  fae  had 
in  the  meaa  time  gone  to  work  himself,  and  produced  balf  ao  act,  yAAch  h^ 
afterwatds  completed,  but  with  brerity  irregularly  disproportionate  to  tbe 
for^oing  parts,  like  a  task^  peiformed  with  relnctanoe,  aad  hunied  to  its 
^sonclusion. 

It  may  yet  be  doubted  whether  Cato  was  madę  public  by  any  chai^ 
of  tbe  autbor^s  purpose;  for  Dennis  charged  him  with  raising  prejudices  in  bas 
own  favour  by  łalse  positions  of  preparatory  criticism,  and  with  poisoniog 
ibe  town  by  contradicting  in  the  Spectator  tbe  estahlisbed  rule  of  poetical  jns. 
tice,  because  his  own  bero,  with  all  bis  virtues,  was  to  fali  before  a  ^rant* 
Tbe  fact  is  certain ;  the  motive8  we  must  guess. 

Addison  was,  I  beliere,  suffictently  disposed  to  bar  all  ayenues  againt  all 
danger.  When  Pope  brought  him  the  prologue^  wbich  is  psoperly  acoMmoo* 
dated  to  the  play,there  were  these  words,  ^^  Britons,  anse !  be  worth  li|:etius 
approred  ;**  meaniog  nothing  morę  than,  Britons,  erect  and  exalt  yoonelf  to 
the  approbation  of  public  virtue.  Addison  was  frighted,  lest  he  should  be 
thought  a  probaoter  of  insurrecdon,  and  dbe  lihe  was  liquidated  to  ^'  BritoK^ 
attend.** 

'  Now  ^<  beaTily  in  clóuds  came  on  tbe  day,  the  great,  the  important  day,* 
when  Addison  was  to  stand  the  hazard  of  the  thesjtre.  Tbat  there  might, 
howeyer,  be  left  as  litde  hazard  as  was  possible,  on  the  first  night  Steelę,  as 
him^lf  relates,  utidertook  to  pack  an  audience.  This,  says  Pope  "^  had  been 
tried  for  tbe  first  time  in  fąvour  of  the  Distrest  Moti^er ;  and  was  now,  with 
morę  eflScacy,  practised  for  Cato. 

Tbe  danger  was  soon  over.  The  whole  nation  was  at  tfaat  time  pn  fire  with 
faction.  The  Whigs  applauded  every  linę  in  wbich  liberty  was  mentioned,  as 
asatire  on  the  Tories;  and  the  Toriesechoed  every  clap,  to  sbow  tbat  the  satiie 
was  unfelt.    The  stoiy  of  BoUngbroke  is  well  known<    He  called  Booth  tu 

oSpeoci^ 
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Ińs  bo^^  atid  gave  him  fifty  guineas  for  defending  tbe  cause  of  Jiberty  so  well 
against  a  perpetual  dictator.  The  Whigs,  says  Pope,  design  a  second  present,^ 
when  they  can  accompany  it  with  as  good  a  sentence. 

The  play,  supported  thus  by  die  emulation  of  factious  praise,  was  acted 
night  after  night  for  a  longer  time  than^  I  belieye,  the  public  had  allowed  to 
any  drama  before ;  and  the  author,  as  Mrs.  Porter  long  afterwardś  related^ 
wnodered  through  the  whole  exbibition  behłnd  the  scenes  with  restless  and 
tiDappeasable  solicitude. 

When  it  was  printed,  notice  was  giyen  that  the  queen  would  be  pleased  if 
it  was  dedicated  tó  ber ;  **  but  aś  he  had  designed  that  compliment  elsewhere, 
he  found  himself  obliged,  '*  says  Tickell,  ^*  by  his  duty  on  the  one  band,  and 
his  honour  on  the  other,  to  send  it  into  the  world  without  any  dedication.** 

Humań  happiness  bas  always  its  abatements;  the  brightest  sunsbine  of 
success  is  not  without  a  cloud.  No  sooner  was  Cato  offered  to  the  reader, 
than  it  was  attacked  by  the  acute  malignity  of  Denuis,  with  aii  the  yiolence 
of  angry  criticism*  Dennis,  thoygh  equally  zealous,  and  probably  by  hi» 
temper  morę  furious  than  Addbon,  for  what  they  called  Hberty^  and  though 
s  flatterer  of  the  Whig  ministry,  could  not  sit  quiet  at  a  successful  play ;  but 
'^as  eager  to  tell  friends  and  enemies,  that  they  had  misplaced  their  admira- 
tions.  The  world  was  too  stubborn  for  instruction ;  with  the  &te  of  the  cen** 
fiurer  of  Corndllels  Cid,  his  animadversions  showed  his  anger  without  efTect^ 
and  Cato  continued  to  be  praised. 

Pope  had  now  an  opportunity  of  courting  the  friendship  of  Addison,  hf 
Tilifying  his  old  enemy^  and  could  give  resentment  its  fuli  play  without  ap» 
pearing  to  reyenge  himself*  He  therefore  published  A  Narratiye  of  the  Mad* 
ness  of  John  Dennis ;  a  performance  which  left  the  objections  to  the  play  in 
their  fuli  force,  and  therefore  discoyered  morę  desire  of  yexing  the  critic 
than  of  defending  the  poet. 

Addison,  wlio  was  no  stranger  to  the  world^  probably  saw  the  selfishness  of 
Pqpe*8  friendship ;  and  resolying  that  he  should  baye.the  conseąuences  of 
bis  officionsness  to  himself,  infórmed  Dennis  by  Steele,  that  be  was  sorry  for 
the  insult :  and  that,  wheneyer  he  should^  think  fit  to  answer  his  remarks^  hą 
would  do  itin  a  manner  to  which  nothing  could  be  objected. 

The  greatest  weakness  of  the  play  is  in  the  scenes  of  loye,  which  are  said 
By  Pope  '^  to  haye  been  added  to  the  original  plan  upon  a  subseąuent  reyicw, 
io  compliance  with  the  popular  practice  of  the  stage.  Such  an  authority  it 
is  hard  to  reject ;  yet  the  loye  is  so  intimately  niingled  with  the  whole  action^ 
tbat  it  cannot  easily  be  thought  extrinsic  and  adyentitious ;  for,  if  it  were 
taken  away ,  what  would  be  left  ?  or  how  were  the  four  acts  filled  in  the  first 
draught  ? 

At  the  publication  the  witg  seemed  proud  to  pay  their  attendance  with  en* 
comiastic  yerses.  The  best  are  from  an  unknown  band,  which  will  perhapt 
lose  somewhat  of  their  praise  when  the  autlior  is  known  to  ber  Jeffreys. 
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Cato  bąd  j-et  other  honours.  It  was  censurcd  as  a  party-play  by  a 
of  Oxford ;  and  defended  in  a  fayourable  exainination  by  Dr.  SeweL  It 
Iranslated  by  Sal^ini  into  Italian,  and  acted  at  Florence ;  and  by  the  Jesoits^of 
St.  Omer's  intó  Latin,  and  played  by  their  pupils.  Of  this  yersioir  a  ćdpy 
"was  sent  to  Mr.  Addison:  it  is  to  be  wisbed  that  it  could  be  foand,  for  tfe 

» 

sake  of  comparing  their  yersion  of  tbe  soliIoquy  M-ith  that  of  Blaml. 

A  tragedy  was  written  on  the  same  subject  by  Des  Cfaamps,  a  Frencli  poet, 
which  was  translated  with  acriticism  on  the  English  play.  But  the  translator 
and  the  critic  are  now  forgotten. 

Dennis  Iived  on  unanswered,  and  therefore  little  read.  Addison  knew  thli 
poIicy  of  literaturę  too  weli  to  make  his  enemy  importantby  drawing  the ^- 
tention  of  tbe  public  upon  a  cńticism,  which,  though  sometimes  intemperate) 
was  often  irrefragable. 

While  Cato  was  npon  the  stage,  anotbef  daily  paper,  całled  the  Guardtan, 
was  published  by  Steele.  To  this  Addison  gaye  great  assistance^  whether 
occasionally  or  by  previous  engagement  is  not  known* 

Tlie  character  of  Guardian  was  too  narrow  and  too  aerious :  it  migbt  prtv 
perly  enough  admit  both  the  duties  and  decencies  of  life,  bat  seemed  not  to 
include  literary  speculations,  and  was  in  some  degree  vtoIated  by  merrimeiK 
and  borlesąue.  What  faad  the  guardian  of  the  lizards  to  db  with  clubs  of  tal 
or  of  little  men,  with  nests  of  ants,  or  with  Strada^s  proliisions  ? 

Of  this  paper  notbing  is  necessary  to  be  said,  bat  that  it  found  many  ćob. 
tributors,  and  that  it  was  a  continuadon  of  the  Spectator,  with  die  śan)e'ele- 
gance,  and  the  sameyariety,  till  some  unlucky  sparklefroni  a  Tory  papei^  set 
Steele's  politics  on  fire^and  wit  at  onceblazed  into  faction.  He  wassoon  itib 
hot  for  neutrał  topics,  and  quitted  the  Guardian  to  wrtte  the  Eńglłshirian. 

The  papers  of  Addison  are  marked  in  the  Spectator  by  one  of  tbe  Mt^fa 
the  name  óf  Clio,  and  in  the  Guardian  by  a  hand ;  whether  it  was,'  as  *f  ickcS 
pretends  to  think,  that  he  was  unwiltingto  nsurp  the  praise  of  otbefs,  ór^  ts 
Steele,  with  far  greater^likehhood,  insinuates,  that  he  could  hot  witbońt  iff 
conteńt  impart  to  othcrs  any  of  his  own.  I  have  heard  that  his  avidity  did  oót 
satisfy  itself  with  the  air  of  renown,  but  that  with  gireat  eagerńessbelaid  hoH 
on  his  proportion  of  the  profits. 

Muny  of  these  papers  were  written  with  powera  truły  comil:,  withirice^ds- 
crimination  of  cliaracters,  and  accurate  obsenration  of  natńralof  accfdental^ 
Tiatibn  from  propriety ;  but  it  was  not  supposed  that  he  had  trieS  a  ćoniedj 
on  the  stage,  till  Steele,  after  his  death  dcclared  him  the  author  ófthe  DffAn- 
mer.  This  however  Steele  did  not  know  to  be  true  by  any  direct  t^Bihóidy'* 
for,  when  Addison  put  the  play  into  his  hands,  be  ottly  told  Um,  it  was  tU 
work  of  a  ^^  gentleman  in  the  company  ;*'  and  when  it  was  received,  Wiś  ^o&^ 
fessed,  with  cold  disapprobatioR,'he  wam  probabły  iesa  wiiłt«^' to  ^Mfti^it, 
Tickell  omitted  it  in  his  collection ;  but  the  testimony  of  Steele,  and  the  total 
silence  of  any  ctber  claimant,  ha^.d^termined.tbe.public  to  a3sign  ittaJii^ 
son,  and  it  is  now  printed  with  his  other  poetry«   Steele 
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o  tłie  play-house^  and  afterwards  to  the  press,  and  sold  thc  copy  for  fifty 
fnineas. 

To  the  opinion  of  Steele  may  be  addęd  the  proof  supplied  by  the  play  iiself, 
>f  V  bich  tłie  characters  are  such  as  AddUon  wogld  have  delineated,  and  the 
endcncy  such  as  Addison  would  havc  promoted.  That  it  should  have  beeu 
łl-i'eceived  would  raise  wonder,  did  we  not  daily  see  tbecapricious  distribution 
yf  theatrical  praise. 

He  was  not  all  this  time  an  indiflPerent  spectator  of  public  affairs.  He  wrote, 
is  cliffurent  exigenciesrequired  (in  1707),  The  present  State  of  the  War,  and 
he  Necessity  of  an  Augmentation ;  which,  however  judicious,  being  written  on 
:enriporary  topics,  and  exbibitingnopeculiar«powerSy  laidhold  on  no  attention, 
ind  has  naturally  sunk  by  its  own  weight  into  neglect.  This  cannot  be  said 
>f  thc  few  papers  entitled  The  Whig  Exaniiner,  in  which  is  employed  all  the 
orce  of  gay  inaIevolence  and  bumorous  satire.  Of  this  paper,  which  just  ap- 
KJared  and  expired,  Swift  remarks,  witli  eyultation^  that  **  it  is  now  down 
tmong  the  dead  men  '\"  He  might  well  rejoice  at  the  death  of  that  which  he 
tould  not  bave  killed.  Every  reader  of  every  party,  sińce  pćrsonal  malice  is 
>ast ,  and  the  papers  which  once  inflamed  the  nation  areread  only  as  effusions  of 
vłt-,  must  wish  for  morę  of  the  Wbig  Examiners ;  for  on  no  occasion  was  the 
^enius  of  Addison  morę  vigorously  exerted,  and  on  nonę  did  the  superiority 
>f  his  powers  morę  evidently  appear«  His  Trial  of  Count  Tariff,  written  to 
ixpose  the  treaty  of  commerce  with  France,  lived  no  longer  tfaan  the  question 
:hat  prodttced  it. 

Not  long  afiterwards,  an  attempt  was  madę  to  revive  the  Spectator,  at  a 
:ime  indeed  by  no  roeans  favourable  to  literaturę,  when  the  succession  of  a 
lew  family  to  the  throne  filled  the  nation  with  ansiety,  discord,and  confusion: 
md  eitber  the  turbulence  of  tbe  times,  or  the  satiety  of  the  readers,  puta  stop 
;o  the  pubUcation,  after  an  experiment  of  eighty  numbers,  which  were  after- 
rards  collected  into  an  eighth  yolume,  perbaps  morę  raluable  than  any  of 
iiose  that  went  before  it.  Addison  produced  morę  than  a  fourth  part ;  and 
:be  other  contributors  are  by  no  means  unworthy  of  appearing  as  bis  associ- 
ites,  The  time  that  bad  passed  during  the  suspension  of  the  Spectator,  though 
t  bad  not  lessened  his  power  of  humour,  seems  to  have  increased  bis  disposi^ 
;ioQ  to  seriousness :  the  proportion  of  his  religious  to  his  comic  papers  is 
j^rcater  than  in  the  former  series. 

The  Spectator,  fi-om  its  re-commencement,  was  publisbed  only  three  times  ą 
nreek ;  and  no  discriminatiye  marks  were  added  to  the  papers.  To  Addison 
Fickcll  has  ascribed  twenty-three  ". 

The  Spectator  had  many  contributors ;  and  Steele,  whose  negligence  kept 
liim  always  in  a  hurry,  wheo  it  was  his  turn  to  furnish  a  paper,  called  loudlj 

**  From  a.Tory  long  id  rogat  at  the  time,  tbe  biirttiea  wbcreaf  it,   ^ 

And  be,  that  will  this  liealtłi  deny, 
]>owii  ftoiong  the  dead  men  let  fain  lie.    Ft 
*^  Nomb.  556, 557, 558,  559, 561^  S§$,  »6S,  567, 56S,  H»,  57l|  574«  575,  579, 58CU 582, 58S,  ^4» 
$85, 590. 599,  598,  «ga 
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for  the  letterS)  of  which  Addifion,  whose  materials  were  raore,  madę  little 
use  ;  havii)g  rccourse  to  sketches  and  hints,  the  product  of  his  former  sto* 
diesy  n^hich  he  now  reviewed  and  completed :  among  these  are  named  by 
Tickell  the  Essays  on  Wit,  those  on  the  Pleasures  of  the  Imagination,  and 
the  Criticism  on  Milton. 

When  the  bouse  of  Hanov6r  toók  possession  of  the  throne,  it  was  rea- 
sonabie  to  expect  that  the  zeal  of  Addison  would  be  suitably  rewarded. 
Before  the  arrivat  of  king  George,  he  was  madę  śecretary  to  the  regency, 
and  was  rcąuired  by  his  office  to  send  notice  to  Hanoyer  that  the  queen  was 
dead.  and  that  the  throne  was  yacaut.  To  do  this  would  not  bave  been  dif* 
iicultto  any  man  but  Addison,  who  was  so  overwhelmed  with  the  greatnes9 
of  the  eyent,  and  so  distracted  by  choice  of  escpression,  that  the  lords,  who 
could  not  wait  for  the  niceties  of  criticism.  called  Mr  Southwell,  a  clerk  in 
the  house^  and  ordered  him  to'  dispatch  the  message,  Southwell  readały 
told  what  was  necessary  in  the  common  style  of  business,  and  yalued  Inm« 
self  upon  haying  doiie  what  was  too  hard  for  Addison. 

He  was  betfer  qnaHfied  for  the  Freeholder,  a  paper  which  he  published 
twice  a  weik,  from  December  23,  1715,  to  the  middle  of  the  .next  year. 
This  WćLs  unclertaken  in  defence  of  the  established  government,  sometimo 
with  argunient,  and  sometimes  with  miith.  In  argument  he  had  oiany 
cquals ;  but  bis  humour  was  singular  and  matchiess.  Bigotry  itself  must  be 
cleli^bted  with  the  Tory  Fox-hunter. 

There  are  however  some  strokes  less  elegant,  and  less  decent ;  sucfa  as  the 
Pretender^s  Journal,  in  ifrhich  one  topie  of  ridicule  is  his  poverty.  Tfab 
^ode  of  abuse  had  been  employed  by  Milton  against  king  Charles  II. 

'     Jacobasi 

CeDtum,  <  xuUatH(  vttoem  martupii  regis. 

And  01dniixon  deiights  to  tell  of  some  alderman  of  London,  that  hp  had 
morę  money  than  the  exiled  pńnces ;  bat  that  which  might  be  expected 
from  Milton's  savageness,  or  01dtaixon'8  meanness,  was  not  suitable  to  the 
delicacy  of  Addison. 

Steele  thought  the  humour  of  the  Freeholder  too  nice  and  gentle  for  such 
noisy  times;  and  is  reported  to  have  said,  that  the  ministry  madę  use  of  ą 
lute,  when  ihey  should  have  called  for  a  trumpet. 

This  year  (1716**)  he  married  the  countess  dowager  of  War  wiek,  whoni 
he  had  solicited  hv  a  very  long  sąnd  anxious  courtsbip,  perhaps  with  beha. 
viour  not  verv  uniike  that  of  sir  Roger  to  his  disdainful  widów;  and  wlioj 
I  am  afniid,  diverted  herself  often  by  playing  with  his  passion.  He  is  said| 
to  have  first  kiiown  ber  by  becoming  tutor  to  ber  son ".  **  He  formed,*! 
said  Tonson,  "  the  design  of  getting  that  lady  from  the  time  when  he  wJ 
first  j-ecommended  into  the  family."  In  what  part  of  his  life  be  obtaio^ 
the  recommendatioD,  or  how  long,  and  in  what  mauner,  he  livęd  in  tb# 
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te&iły,  I  know  not*  His  advances  at  first  were  certainly  tiraorouS]^  but 
rew  bolder  as  his  reputatioii  and  influence  increased;  till  at  hist  the  lady 
^a6  persuaded  to  marry  bim,  on  terms  much  like  those  on  which  a  Turkish 
trincess  is  espoused,  to  whom  the  Sułtan  is  reported  to  pronounce,. 
'  Daugbter,  I  give  thee  this  naan  for  thy  slave."  The  marriage,  if  uncon- 
radicted  report  can  be  crcdited,  madę  no  addition  to  his  happiness ;  it 
f&ither  found  them  nor  madę  them  equal.  She  always  rcmembcred  hcr 
\vn  runk,  and  thought  herself  entitled  to  treat  with  very  little  cerempny 
3e  tutor  of  her  son.  Rowe's  ballad  of  the  Despairing  Sliepherd  is  said  to 
ave  been  written,  either  before  or  after  marriage,  upon  this  memorable 
air ;  and  it  is  certain  tbat  Addison  has  left  behind  him  no  encouragement 
por  aixibiUQus  love* 

The  year  after  (1717)  he  rosę  to  his  highest  elcvation,  being  madę  secre- 
Mry  of  statc.  For  this  employment  be  might  justly  be  supposed  qualified 
y  long  practice  of  business^  and  by  his  regular  ascent  through  other  offices  j 
ut  expectation  is  often  disappointed ;  it  is  uniyersally  confessed  that  he  was 
uequal  to  the  duties  of  his  place.  In  the  house  of  commons  he  couldi 
ot  speak,  and  therefore  was  u$eless  to  the  defence  of  the  government.  In 
ae  ofl^ce,  says  Pope'',  he  cauld  not  issuc  an  order  without  losing  his  time 
1  quest  of  fine  expressions.  Wh^t  he  gainęd  in  rank  be  lost  in  credit ;  and, 
iftding  by  ezperience  his  own  inability,^  was  forced  to  solicit  his  dismission, 
irith  a  pension  of  fifteeu  hundred  pounds.a  year.  His  friends  palliated  thi^ 
plinąuisbment,  of  wbich  both  friends  and  enemies  knew  the  true  reasoDj^ 
rilrh  an  account  of  declining  healtb,  and  the  necessity  of  recess  and  quie(. 

He  now  returned  to  his  yocation,  and  began  to  plan  literary  occupationji 
or  bis  futurę  life.  He  purposed  a  tragedy  on  the  deatb  of  Socrates:  a 
tory  of  wbicb^  as  Tickell  remarks,  the  basis  is  narrow,  aud  to  which  I  know 
)Ot  bo  w  love  could  have  been  appended.  There  would  however  haye  beea 
K>  want  either  pf  yirtue  in  the  scntiments,  or  elegance  in  the  language.  - 

He  engaged  in  a  nobler  work,  a  Defence  of  the  Christian  Religion,  of 
trbich  part  was  published  after  his  deatb ;  and  he  designed  to  haye  madc  ą 
^w  poetical  yersiyn.  of  the  Psalms. 

These  pious  compositions  Pope  imputcd^'to  a  selfish  motiye,  upon  thę 
redity  as  he  owns,  of  Tonson ;  who  haying  ąuarrelled  with  Addison»  an^ 
lot  loyir^  him,  said,  that  whej)  ha  laid  down  the  secretary's  office,  he  in- 
ended  to  take  orders,  and  obtain  a  bisiiopric ;  *'  for/'  said  he,  ^^  I  alway^ 
bought  him  a  priest  in  bis  heart." 

Tbat  iPope  should  haye  thought  this  cpnjecture  of  Tonson  worth  remem** 
^rance,  is  a  proof,  but  indeed,  so  far  as  I  haye  found,  the  ouly  proof,  that 
le  reCaioed  soipe  malignity  from  their  ancient  riyalry.  Touson  pretended 
mt  to  guess  it;  no  other  mortal  eycr  suspected  it;  and  Pope  might  haye 
ęflected  tbat  a  mau,  wbo  had  been  secrctary  of  state  in  tlie  ministry  of 
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Sunderland,  knew  a  nearer  way  to  a  bishopric  than  by  dofendiog  rdłgian,' 
or  tramlattng  tbe  Psalms. 

It  is  related,  tbat  be  had  once  a  design  to  make  an  Eiiglisb  dictioDerj,  and 
tbat  he  considered  Dr,  Tillotson  as  tbe  writer  of  highest  autbority.  Therc 
was  formerly  sent  to. me  by  Mr.  Locker,  clerk  of  the  Leathersellers*  com- 
pany, who  was  eminent  for  curiosity  and  literaturę,  a  collection  of  exam- 
pies  collcctcd  from  Tillotson^s  works,  as  Locker  said,  by  Addison.  It  came 
too  late  to  be  of  use,  so  I  inspected  it  but  sligbtly,  and  remember  it  uidis^ 
tinctiy.    I  thought  the  passages  too  sbort. 

Addison,  however,  did  not  conclude  his  life  in  peaceful  studies;  bot  re» 
lapsed,  wben  he  was  near  his  end,  to  a  political  dispute* 

It  so  happened  tbat  (1718-19)  a  controversy  was  agitated  with  great 
yehemence  between  those  friends  of  long  continuance,  Addison  and  Steele« 
It  may  be  asked,  in  tbe  language  of  Homer,  what  power  or  what  caiise 
should  set  them  at  variance.  The  subject  of  their  dispute  was  of  great  ieo* 
portance.  Tbe  earl  of  Sunderland  proposec^  an  aot  called  The  Peerage  Bill; 
by  which  the  number  of  peers  should  be  fixed,  and  the  king  restrained  from 
any  new  creation  of  nobilit}^,  uniess  wben  an  old  family  should  be  eKtinict 
To  thłs  the  lords  would  naturally  agree ;  and  the  king,  who  was  y«t  littb 
acquainted  with  his  own  prerogative,  and,  as  is  now  well  kno^wi,  ałmoil 
indifferent  to  tbe  possessions  of  the  crown,  had  been  persuaded  to  consent 
Tbe  only  diffioulty  was  found  among  the  commons,  who  were  not  likely  to 
approye  the  perpetual  exclusion  of  themselres  and  their  postertty.  Tk» 
bi!»  iberefore  was  eagerly  oppósed,  and  among  odiers  by  sir  Robert  Wak 
pole,  whose  speech  was  pubiished. 

The  lords  might  think  their  dignity  diminished  by  improper  adTaneements, 
and  particularly  by  the  introduction  of  twelve  new  peers  at  once,  to  prodace 
a  majority  of  Tories  in  the  last  reign ;  an  act  of  autbority  violent  eraougfa, 
yet  certainly  legał,  and  by  no  means  to  be  compaped  with  that  contempt  <f 
national  right  with  which,  some  time  afterwards,  by  the  insttgation  of  WUg- 
gism,  the  commons,  chosen  by  the  people  for  three  years,  chose  theniselves 
for  seven»  But  whątever  might  be  tbe  disposition  of  the  lords,  tbe  peofk 
had  nowishto  increase  their  power.  The  tendency  of  tbe  bill^  as  Steele 
óbserved  in  a  letter  to  the  earl  of  Oxford,  was  to  introduce  an  artstoora^ł 
for  a  majority  in  the  house  of  lords,  so  limited,  would  have  been  despotic 
Md  irresistible. 

To  prevent  this  subversion  of  the  ancient  establishment,  Steele,  wfaose 
pen  readily  seconded  his  political  passions,  endeayoured  to  alarm' the  naticn, 
(  by  a  pamphiet  called  The  Plebeian.  To  this  an  answer  was  pubiished/ by  Addi- 
son, undar  the  title  of  The  Old  Whig,  in  which  it  is  not  discorered  tbat 
gteele  wąs  then  known  to  be  the  advocate  for  the  commons.  Stede  replied 
by  a  second  Plebdan ;  and,  whether  by  ignorance  or  by  courtesy,  ccAifined 
liimself  to  bis  ąuestion,  witbout  any  personal  notice  of  his  oppoae&t. 
^pthing  bithertp  wąs  coounitted  against;  the  laws  of  ffiendshipi  or  propriet 
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ties  of  decency ;  but  cóntrovertisls  canriot  long  retain  their  kindness  for  each 
othen  The  Old  Whig  answered  the  Plebeian,  and  could  not  forbear  solne 
cpntempt  of  "  littłe  Dicky,  whose  trade  it  was  to  write  pampblets."  Dicky, 
however,  did .  not  lose  bis  settled  yeneration  for  his  friend ;  but  contented 
himself  with  quoting  some  lines  of  Cato,  which  were  at  once  detection  and 
reproof.  The  bill  was  laid  aside  during  that  session ;  and  Addison  died  be- 
fbre  the  next,  in  which  tts  commitmect  was  rejected  by  two  hundrKl  and 
^sty-fire  to  one  hundred  and  seventy-seven. 

£very  reader  surely  must  regret  that  these  two  illustrious  friends,  after 
8o  many  years  past  in  ćonHdence  and  ehdearmcnty  in  unity  of  interest,  con- 
foroiity  of  opinioUi  and  feliowship  of  study,  should  iinally  part  in  aorimo- 
nioas  opposition.  Such  a  controyersy  was  helium  plusquam  civile,  aa 
Lttcan  expresses  it.  Wby  could  not  faction  find  other  adrocates?  bot 
andong  the  uncertainties  of  the  buman  state,  we  are  doomećl  to  number  tha 
iostabitity  of  friendship. 

Of  thłs  dispute  I  have  httle  knowledge  but  from  the  Biographia  Britannica. 
The  Old  Whig  is  not  inserted  in  Addisorfs  works;  nor  is  it  mentioned  by 
Tickell  in  his  life;  why  it  was  omitted,  the  biographers  doubtless  give  the 
ttue  reason;  the  fact  was  too  recent,  and  those  who  had  been  heated  in  the 
lH»ntention  were  not  yet  cool. 

The  necessity  of  complying  with  times,  and  of  sparing  persons,  is  the  great 
impediment  of  biograpby.  History  may  be  formed  froni  permanent  monu- 
snfcnts  and  records ;  but  lives  can  only  be  wńtten  from  personal'  knowledge, 
whfch  is  grórwing  eyery  day  less,  and  in  a  short  time  is  lost  for  ever.  What 
is  known  can  seldom  be  immediately  told;  and  when  it  might  be  told,  it  is 
BO  iongier  known,  The  delicate  features  of  the  mind,  the  nice  discńmina- 
tjons  of  character^  and  the  minutę  peculiarities  of  conduct,  are  soon  oblt- 
terated;  and  it  is  snrely  better  that  caprice,  obstinacy,  frolic,  and  foHy, 
howevet  they  might  dełight  in  the  description,  should  be  silentiy  forgotten^ 
tban  that,  by  wanton  merriment  and  unseasonable  detection^  a  pang  should 
-be  griven  to  a  widów,  a  daughter,  a  brother,  or  a  friend.  As  the  process  of 
tbese  narratiyes  is  now  bringing  me  among  my  contemporaries,  I  begin  to 
feel  myself  walking  upon  asbes  under  which  the  **  fire  is  not  extingubhed/* 
and  coming  to  the  time  of  which  it  wili  be  proper  rather  to  say  *'  nothiitg 
that  is  false,  than  all  that  is  true.'* 

The  end  of  this  useful  life  was  now  approaching.— Addison  had  for  some 
time  b^n  oppressed  by  shortness  of  brcatb,  which  was  now  aggrarated  by  a 
dropsy;  and,  finding  his  danger  pressing,  be  prepared  to  die  conformably 
to  his  own  precepts  and  professions. 

During  this  lingertng  decay,  he  sent,  asPope  relates*,  a  message  by  the 
earl  of  Warwick  to  Mr.  Gay,  desiring  to  see  him.  Gay,  who  had  not  visited 
htm  for  some  time  before,  obeyed  the  summons,  and  found  himaelf  rcceiyed 
with  great  kindoess»    The  purpose  for  which  the  interriew  had  .beęn  soU- 

■ 
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cited  tras  thcn  discoyerec).  Addison  told  him,  that  he  had  injnred  hłin;  Hut 
that,  if  be  recorered,  he  would  recompeiise  him.  What  the  injury  was  he 
did  not  explain;  nor  did  Gay  ever  know,  but  supposed  that  some  prefo- 
ment  desi^ned  for  him  had,  by  Addison's  intervention,  bcen  withhcid. 

Lord  Warwick  was  a  young  man  of  very  irregular  life,  and  perhaps  tjf 
loose  opinions.  Addison,  for  whom  .he  did  not  want  respect,  had  very  diK 
gently  endearoured  to  reclaim  him;  but  his  argtiments  and  fexpostulations 
had  no  eflFect.  One  experiment,  however,  remained  to  be  tried :  when  hc 
found  his  life  near  its  end,  he  directed  the  young  lord  to  be  called;  and 
when  he  desired,  with  great  tenderness,  to  hear  his  last  injunctions,  told 
him,  "  I  have  sent  for  you,  that  you  may  see  how  a  Christian  can  die* 
What  effect  this  awfal  scenę  had  on  the  earl,  I  know  not:  he  Kketrise  dicd 
himself  in  a  shor.t  time. 

In  Tickeirs  excellent  Elegy  on  his  fricnd  are  these  lines : 

He  taoght  us  how  to  Uve;  and,  oh!  too  hi^h 
'       The  price  of  kaonrledge,  taoght  us  how  to  die — 

in  which  he  alludes,  as  he  told  Dr.  Young,  to  this  moving  interview. 

Having  given  directions  to  Mr.  Tickell  for  the  publication  of  his  worts, 
and  dedicated  them  on  his  death-bed  to  his  friend  Mr.  Craggs,  he  died  Juue 
n,  ni9,  at  Holland-house,  leaving  no  child  but  a  daughter**. 

Of  his  virtue  it  is  a  sufficient  testimony,  that  the  resentment  of  party  las 
transmitted  no  charge  of  any  crime.  He  was  not  one  of  those  who  art 
praised  only  after  death;  for  his  mcrit  was  so  generally  acknowledgcd,  that 
Swift  having  observed  that  his  election  passed  without  a  contest,  adds,  that, 
if  he  proposed  himself  for  king,  he  would  hardly  have  been  refused. 

His  zeal  for  bis  party  did  not  estinguish  his  kindness  for  the  nierit  of  bis 
opponents:  when  he  was  secretary  in  Ireland^  he  refused  to  intennit  hb 
kcquaintance  with  Swift. 

Of  his  habits,  or  external  manners,  nothing  is  so  often  mentioned  as  tb« 
timorous  or  sullen  taciturnity,  which  his  friends  called  modesty  by  too  mild  a 
name^  Steele  mentions  with  great  tenderness  **  that  remarkable  bashful- 
ness,  which  is  a  cloak  that  hides  and  muffles  merit  ;'*  and  tells  us^  **  that  bis 
abilities  were  co^ered  only  by  modest}*,  which  doubles  the  bcauties  which  are 
•een,  and  give8  credit  and  esteem  to  all  that  are  concealed.'*  CliesterfieU 
affirmsy  that  "  Addison  was  the  most  timorous  and  awkward  man  that  he  erer 
tew."  And  Addison,  speaking  of  his  own  deficience  in  conrersation,  usttl 
to  say  of  himself,  "  that,  with  respect  to  intellectual  w^alth,  he  could  draw 
bills  for  a  thousand  pounds,  though  he  had  not  a^guinea  in  his  pocket." 

That  he  wanted  current  coin  for  ready  payment,  ai¥l  by  that  want  wai 
often  obsiructed  and  distressed ;  thut  he  was  often  oppressed  by  an  improper 
and  uugraceful  timidity;  evcry  testimony  concurs  to  prove:  but  Chester- 
field's  representotion  is  doubtless  hyperbolical.    Tliat  man  cannot  be  sup- 

»  Wbo  died  at  Biltoii,  in  Wanrickfbin,  t  •  Tfry  adtinced  age,  ia  1197^   See  GnL  Maf.  vi 
ŁXVU.  p.  856.  S95.       N. 
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|K>sed  very  unęxpert  in  the  arts  of  conversatLon  and  practicc  of  life,  who, 
Yithout  fortunę  or  alliance,  by  his  usefulnessanddcKteńtyibecamc  socretury 
of  State ;  and  who  died  at  forty-seven,  after  having  not  oniy  stood  long  in  the 
highest  rank  of  wit  and  literaturę^  but  filled  one  of  the  most  important  offices 
of  State. 

The  time  in  which  he  Iived  had  reason  to  lament  his  obstlnacy  of  silence; 
^  for  he  was/'  says  Steele,  ^'  above  all  men  in  that  talent called  humoury  and 
cnjoyed  it  in  such  perfection,  that  I  have  often  reflected,  after  a  niglit  spent 
with  him  apart  from  all  the  world,that  I  had  had  the  pleasure  of  conyursing  with 
an  intimate  acquaintance  of  Terence  and  Catullus,  who  had  all  their  wit  and 
oature,  heightened  with  humour  morę  cxquisite  and  delightful  thanany  other 
Dian  ever  possessed.*'  This  is  the  fondness  of  a  friend;  Ict  us  hear  what  is 
toid  us  by  a  rival :  **  Addison^s  conversation  *»/'  says  Pope,  **  had  something 
in  it  morecharming  tban  I  have  found  in  any  other  man.  Btit  this  was  oniy 
when  familiar:  befl)re  strangers,  or,  perhaps  a  single  stranger,  hc  preserred 
}iis  dignity  by  a  stifF  silence.*' 

This  modesty  was  by  no  means  inconsistent  witha  vcry  high  opitiion  of  his 
own  merit.  He  demanded  to  be  the  first  name  in  modern  wit  ;  and  with 
Steele  to  echo  him,  used  to  depreciate  Dryden,  whom  Pope  and  Congreve 
defended  ag^ainst  theni^.  There  is  no  reason  to  doubt  that  he  suflercd  too 
invich  pain  from  the  prevalence  of  Pope*s  poetical  re|)Utation ;  nor  is  it  without 
strong  reason  suspectcd,  that  by  some  disingeouous  acts  he  en(leavoured  to 
obstruct  it ;  Pope  was  not  the  oniy  man  whom  be  insidiously  injurcJ,  though 
the  oniy  man  of  whom  he  could  be  afraid. 

His  own  powers  were  such  as  might  have  satisfied  him  with  conscious  ex« 
cellence.  Of  very  extensive  learning  he  hi^  indeed  given  no  proofs.  He 
seems  to  have  had  smali  acquaintance  with  the  sciences,  and^to  haye  read 
little  except  I^atin  and  French  ;  but  of  the  Latinpoets  his  Dialogues  on  Afedals 
show  that  he  had  perused  the  works  with  great  diligence  and  skill.  The' 
abundance  of  bis  own  mind  left  him  little  in  nced  of  adventitious  sentiments; 
his  wit  always  could  suggest  what  the  occasion  demanded.  He  had  read  with 
ćritical  eye3  the  tmportant  Yolumc  of  human  life,  and  knew  the  heart  of  Oiaa 
from  the  depths  of  stratagem  to  the  surface  of  atfectation. 

What  he  knew  he  could  easily  communicate.  **  This,**  says  Steele,  "  was 
particular  in  this  writer,  that  when  he  had  taken  his  resolution,  or  miulc  his 
plan  for  what  he  designedto  w^rite,he  would  walk  about  a  room,  and  dictateit 
into  language  with  as  much  freedom  and  ease  as  any  one  could  writeit  dowB^ 
and  attend  to  the  coherence  and  grammar  of  %vhat  he  dictated." 

Pope  *\  who  can  be  less  suspected  of  favouring  his  memory,  declares  that 
he  wrote  yery  fluently,  but  was  slow  and  scrupuious  incorrecting;  that  many 
of  his  Spectators.were  wntten  very  fast,  and  sent  immediately  to  the  press; 
and  that  it  seemed  to  be  for  bis  adyantuge  not  to  ha?e  time  for  much  rerisal* 

fSpcnęc.  ^  ToDicm  and  Sp«nce.  **Spence» 
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"  He  would  alter,'*  says  Pope>  "  atiy  thing  to  please  his  friends, 
publication  ;  but  would  not  retoucfa  his  pieces  afterwrards;  and  I  belieme 
one  word  in  Cato,  to  which  I  madę  an  objection,  was  suflered  to  stand*** 

The  last  hne  óf  Cato  is  Pope's,  baving  been  originally  written 

And  oh !  >twas  this  tiiat  eoded  Cato^s  life. 

Pope  migbt  have  madę  morę  objections  to  the  six  concluding  lines.  In  tbe 
6rst  couplet  the  words  **  from  hence"  are  improper ;  and  thc  second  linę  ii 
taken  from  Dryden*8  Virgil.  Of  the  next  couplct,  the  first  verse,  being  ro- 
cluded  hi  tbe  second,  is  therefore  useless;  and  in  the  third  Discord  is  madę 
to  produce  Strife. 

Of  tbe  course  of  Addison^s  familiar  day**,  beforc  his  marriage,  Pope  bas 
given  a  detail.  He  bad  in  the  house  with  hini  Budgell^  and  perhaps  Philips. 
His  chief  compauions  were  Steele,  Budgell,  Philips,  Carey,  Davenant,  and 
colonel  Brett.  With  one  or  other  of  these  be  always  breakfasted.  He  sto- 
dted  all  morning ;  then  dined  at  a  tavern  ;  and  went  afterwards  to  Button*s. 

Bultoii  bad  been  a  servant  in  thecountess  of  Warwick^sfamily,  wbo,  undcr 
the  patronage  of  Addison,  kept  a  coSec-bouse  on  tbe  south  side  of  Russei- 
Street,  about  two  doors  from  Coyent-garden.  Herę  it  was  that  tbe  wits  of 
that  time  used  to  assemble.  It  is  said,  when  Addisou  bad  suflered  any  vexa- 
tion  from  the  countess,  be  withdrew  the  company  from  Button^s  house. 

From  thc  coffee-bouse  be  went  again  to  a  tavern,  wherc  be  often  sat  late, 
and  drank  too  much  winę.  In  the  bottle,  discontent  seeks  for  comfort,  cow- 
ardice  for  courage,  and  bashfulness  for  confidencc.  It  is  not  unlikely  that 
Addison  was  Brst  seduced  to  excess  by  the  manumission  wliich  he  obtained 
from  tbe  scrvile  timidity  of  bis  sober  hours.  He  that  feels  oppression  from 
the  presence  of  those  to  whom  he  knows  himself  superior,  will  desire  to  set 
loose  bis  powers  of  conversation ;  and  wbo,  that  ever  asked  succours  from 
Bacchus,  was  able  to  preserye  himself  from  being  enslaved  by  his  auxiliar}'? 

Among  those  friends  it  was  that  Addison  displayed  the  elegance  of  his  col- 
loąuial  accomplisbments,  which  may  easily  be  supposed  sucb  as  Pope  rcpre- 
»ents  them.  Tbe  remark  of  Mandeville|  who,  when  he  bad  passed  an  evening 
in  his  company,  declared  that  he  was  a  parson  in  a  tye-wig,  can  detract  little 
from  his  character ;  he  was  always  reserved  to  strangers,  and  was  not  iocited 
to  uncommon  freedom  by  a  character  like  that  of  Mandevil]e. 

Trom  any  minutę  knowledge  of  his  familiar  manners,  thc  interrention  of 
gixty  years  bas  now  debarred  us.  Steele  once  promised  Congreve  and  tŁe 
public  a  complete  description  of  bis  character ;  but  the  promises  of  autbors 
.arę  like  the  vows  of  lovers.  Steele  thought  no  morę  oii  bis  design,  or  tboyglit 
on  it  with  aiixiety  that  at  last  disgusted  bim,  and  left  his  friend  in  tbe  faandi 
pfTickell. 

One  slight  Hneament  of  bis  character  Swift  bas  presecved.  It  wąs  bis  pnc- 
tice  wheh  be  found  any  maa  inyincibiy  wroog,  to  flatter  his  opiuious  by  ać- 
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ąmescencef  and  sink  him  yet  deeper  in  absurdity,    This  aitifice  of  nli&cbief 
was  admired  by  Stella;  and  Swift  seems  to  approve  ber  admiration. 

His  works  will  supply  soine  information.  It  appears,  from  his  varioas  pic« 
tores'Of  the  world|  tbat  witb  all  bis  baslifolness,  be  had  coDverJ<ed  with  niany 
distinct  classes  of  men^  had  surveyed  their  ways  witb  very  diligeqt  observa« 
tion,  and  marked  with  great  acuteness  the  effects  of  different  modes  of  life«  Ile 
was  a  man  in  whose  presence  notbing  reprehensible  was  out  of  danger ;  quick 
in  disccming  whatever  was  wrong  dr  ridiculous,  and  not  unwilling  tó  expose 
it.  "  There  are,"  says  Steele,  **  in  his  writings  many  obliąue^strokes  upon 
some  of  the  wittiest  men  of  the  age/^  His  delight  was  morę  to  excitę  merri- 
ment  than  detestation :  and  he  detects  follies  ratber  than  crimes. 

If  any  judgment  be  madę,  from  his  books,  of  his  morał  character,  nothing 
will  be  fonnd  but  purity  and  eKcellence.    Knowledge  of  mankind^  indeed^ 
less  extensiTe  than  tbat  of  Addison,  will  show,  tbat  to  write,  and  to  live,  are 
very  different.'    Many  who  praise  virtue,  do  no  morę  than  praise  it.    Yet  it 
is  reasonable  to  believe  that  Addison's  professions  and  practice  were  at.  no 
great  yariance,  sińce  amidst  that  storm  of  faction  in  wbich  most  of  his  lifę  was 
nassed,  thougb  his  station  madę  him  conspicuous,  and  his  acti^ty  madę  him 
formidable^  the  character  given  him  by  his  friends  was  never  contradicted  by 
his  enemies:  of  those,  with  whom  interestor  opiuion  united  him,he  had  not  only 
the  esteem,  but  the  kindness;  and  of  others,  whom  the  yiolence  of  opposit;ion 
drove  against  him,  thougb  he  might  lose  the  Iove,  he  retained  the  reycrence. 
It  is  justly  obseryed  by  Tickell,  that  he  employed  wit  on  the  side  of  yirtue 
and  religion.     He  not  only  niade  the  proper  use  of  wit  biraself,  but  taught  it 
to  others ;  and  from  bis  time  it  bas  been  generally  subseryient  to  the  cause  of 
ireason  and  of  truth.     He  bas  dissipated  the  prejudice  that  had  long  connected 
gaiety  with  yice,  and  easiness  of  manners  with  laxity  of  principles.    He  has 
restored  yirtue  to  its  dignity,  and  taught  innocence  not  to  be  ashamed.   This  is 
an  eleyation  of  literary  character  **  above  all  Greek,  above  all  Roman  famę.** 
No  greatet  felicity  can  geniusattain,  than  that  of  haying  puriBed  intellectual 
pleasure,  separated  mirth  from  indecency,  and  wit  from  licentiousness;  of 
haying  taught  a  succession  of  writers  to  bring  elegance  and  gaiety  to  the  aid 
of  goodness;  and,  if  I  may  use  espressions  yet  morę  awful,.of  haying  turued 
many  to  righteousncss.  , 

Addison,  in  his  life,  and  for  some  time  afterwards,  was  considered  by  a 
great  part  of  readers  as  supremcly  excelling  both  in  poetry  and  criticism. 
Part  of  bis  reputation  may  be  probably  ascribed*  to  the  adyancement  of  .his 
fortunę ;  when,  as  Swift  observes,  be  became  a  statesman^  and  saw  poeta  wait* 
ing  at  his  leyee,  it  was  no  wondcr  that  praise  was  accumulated  upon  him. 
Much  likewise  may  be  morę  honourably  ascribed  to  his  personal  character: 
^he  who,  if  he  had  claimed  it,  might  haye  obtaiued  the  diadem,  was  not  likely 

-to  be  deoied  the  laurel. 

•  -      .  ■  • 

But  time  quickly  puts  an  end  to  artificial  and  accidental  famę ;  and  Addi- 
son  is  to  pass  through  futurity  protected  ouly  by  his  geniu»»    Eyery  uame 
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which  kindness  or  interest  bnce  raised  too  high  is  in  danger,  lest  the  nest  age 
should,  by  the  vengeance  of  criticbm,  sink  it  in  the  same  propordoa.  A 
great  writer  has  lately  styled  him  **  an  indiffereut  poet,  and  a  worse  cHCłc.** 

His  poetry  is  first  to  be  coosidered ;  of  which  it  most  be  confesfied  that  it 
bas  iiotoften  those  felicities  of  diction  wbicii  give  lustre  to  sentiments,  or  tbat 
▼igour  of  sdntiment  that  animates  diction :  there  is  httle  of  ardour,  reheonence, 
or  transport ;  there  isirery  rarely  the  awfulness  of  grandeur^and  not  yery  ofben 
the  splendfour  of  elegance.  He  thinks  justly ;  but  he  thinks  faintly.  Tbis  is  hb 
generał  character ;  to  which,  doubtless,  many  single  passages  will  ftimish  ex« 
ception. 

Yet,  if  he  seldom  reaches  supremę  escellence,  be  rarely  sinks  into  dolness, 
and  is  still  morę  rarely  entangled  in  absurdity.  *  He  did  not  trust  bis  powers 
enougfa  to  be  negligent.  There  is  in  most  of  his  compositionsacalmnessand 
eąuability,  deliberate  and  cautious,  sometimes  with  little  that  delights,  bal 
seldom  with  any  thing  that  offeuds* 

Of  chis  kind  seem  to  be  his  poems  to  Dryden,  to  Somers,  and  to  the  king. 
His  ode  on  St*  Cecilia  has  faeen  imitated  by  Popa,  and  has  soraething  in  it  of 
Drydea's  vigour.  Of  his  account  of  the  Cnglish  Poets,  he  used  to  speak  as  a 
'*  poor  thing  as  ;^*  but  it  is  not  worse  than  his  usual  strain.  He  has  said,  not 
vefy  judiciously,  in  his  character  of  Waller, 

Tby  vene  eould  show  e^en  CromweIPt  innocence ; 
A«d  compliBentthe  ftonns  that  borę  bim  hence. 
O !  had  Uiy  Muw  not  come  an  a^e  too  soon. 
But  ieen  gnat  Nassau  on  the  Britiih  throne, 
How  had  his  triumph  glitti^r^d  in  tby  page ! 

Wbat  is  this  but  to  say,  that  he  who  could  compliment  Cromwell  had  beeu 
ihe  proper  poet  for  king  William?  Addison,  however,  nevcr  printed  the  piece. 

The  Letter  from  Italy  bas  becn  always  praised,  but  has  never  been  praised 
beyond.its  merit.  It  is  morę  correct,  with  less  appearance  of  labour,  and 
morę  elegant,  with  less  ambition  of  ornamenty  than  any  otber  of  bis  poems. 
There  is,  hpwever,  one  broken  metaphor,  of  which  notice  may  properly  be 
takeu: 

Fir'd  with  that  nam^— 
I  bridle  in  my  strnggling  Muse  wiih  pain» 
That  longs  to  lanch  into  a  nobler  stnun. 

To  bridle  a  goddess  isno  very  delicate  idea  ;  but  why  must  shebebridled) 
because  she  longs  to  lanch ;  an  act  which  was  never  hindered  by  a  bridle :  and 
wbithcr  will  she  ianch  ?  itito  a  n(A>1er  strain.  She  is  in  the  first  Itne  a  borse, 
in  the  second  aboat ;  and  the  care  of  the  poet  is  to  keep  his  faorsc  or  his  boat 
-irom  singing. 

The' nest  composition  is  the  far-famed  Campaign,  which  Dr.  Warton  has 
tenned  a  "  Gaasette  in  Rhyme/'  with  harsbness  not  often  used  by  the  good- 
Bat^e  of  bis  criticism*    Before  a  ceusure  so  seyere  is  admitted,  let  us  coosider 
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tli^t  war  is  a  frequent  subjiect  of  poetry,  «iid  theii  inąuhre  who  bas  described 
it  with  mor e  justness  and  force.  Many  of  onr  owii  writers  tried  their  powers 
iipon  this  year  of  rictory :  yet  Addlson's  is  coirfessedly  the^best  performance  ; 
his  pbem  is  the  work  of  a  man  not  bKnded  by  the  dust  of  learning ;  bis  images 
ate  -not  borrowed  merely  from  books.  The  superiority  which  be  confera 
yipon  his  bero  is  not  personal  prowess,  and  "  mighty  bonę,"  but  deliberate 
intrcpidity,  a  calm  comniand  of  bis  passions,  and  tbe  poft^er  of  consulting-  bis 
owii  mind  in  the  midst  of  danger.  The  rejection  and  contempt  of  fiction  is 
rational  and  manl5% 

It  may  be  observed  tbat  the  )ast  linę  is  imitated  by  Pope: 

Marlb'rougb'8  expIoit8  appear  dirinely  brijrht — 
BaisM  of  themscWes  their  gpnuine  charaif  they  boatt. 
And  thoie  tbat  paint  tbem  Iraest,  praise  them  most 

This  Pope  had  in  his  thoughts ;  but  not  kno\ving  how  to  use  what  was  not 
bis  own,  he  spoiled  the  thought  when  he  had  borroWed  it; 

The  well-suog  woes  shall  sooth  my  pensiye  grhost;  , 

He  best  can  paint^  them  who  sbaH  feei  tbe&i  most. 

Martial  exploits  may  be  painted  ;  perhaps  woes  may  be  paintcd  ;  but  tbcy  are 
surely  not  painted  by  being  welUsung:  it  is  not  easy  to  paint  in  song,  or  to 
sing  in  colours. 

No  passage  in  tbe  Campaign  bas  been  morę  often  mentioned  than  the  simile 
ef  the  angel,  which  is  said  in  the  Tatler  to  be  *'  one  of  tbe  noblest  thoughts 
tbat  ever  entered  into  the  heart  of  man/'  and  is  thcrefoffe  worthy  of  attentive 
consideration.  Lot  it  be  first  inquired  whether  it  be  a  simile.  A  poetical 
simile  is  the  discovery  of  likeness  between  two  aćtions,  in  their  generał  naturę 
dissimilar,  or  of  causes  terminating  by  different  operations  in  some  resem* 
blance  pf  eSect.  But  the  mention  of  another  like  cont^eąuence  from  a  like 
cause,  or  of  a  like  performance  by  a  like  agency,  is  not  a  simile,  but  an  ex- 
emplification.  It  is  not  a  simile  to  say  tbat  the  Thames  waters  fields,  as  the 
•Po  waters  (ields;  or  that  as  Hecla  vomits  flames  in  Iceland,so  iEtna  \romitr 
fiames  in  Sicily.  When  Horace  says  of  Pindar,  that  he  pours  his  vioIence  and 
rapidityof  verse,as  arirer  swoln  With  rain  rushesfrom  tt)cmountain;  orof  him« 
self,  tliat  his  genius  wanders  in  quest  of  poetical  decorations,  as  the  bee  wanders 
to  collcct  honey ;  be,  in  either  case,  prodnces  a  simile ;  the  tnind  is  irapressed 
with  the  resemblance  of  things  gcncrally  unlike,as  unkke  as  inteUectand  body« 
But  if  Pindar  had  been  described  as  writing  with  the  copieusness  and  gran. 
deur  of  Homer,  or  Horace  had  told  that  he  reriei^ed  and  finished  his  owa 
poetry  with  tbe  same  care  as  Isocrates  polishcd  his  orattons,  instead  of  ^imifiw 
tude,  he  would  have  exhibited  almost  identity ;  he  would  have  given  the  same 
portraits  with  dif&rent  names.  In  the  poem  no  w  examłned,  when  the  Englisk 
are  represented  as  gaining  a  fortified  pass,  by  rcpetition  of  attack,and  perse- 
yerance  of  retśolutioc;  their  obstinacy  of  courage  andrigourof  onset  isweM 

%  **  Paint  maani*'  (tayu  Dr.  Warton] "  czpraii  w  <lcscrib»  than."  C. 
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illustrated  by  tńe  sea  that  breaks,  with  iifetfiBant  battery,  tbe  dikes  of 
Holland.  This  is  a  simile:  but  when  Addison,  havtng  ceiebnfed  the  beaaty 
of  Marlborough*s  person,  teib  us,  that  *'  Achilles  thus  was  fonned  widi 
every  grace/'  here  is  no  simile,  but  a  merę  exeaiplificattoii.  A  simile  may 
be  compared  to  lines  converging  at  a  point,  and  is  morę  ezcellent  as  tbe 
lines  approacb  from  greater  distanće;  an  exemplification  may  be  coiuddered 
aa  two  paraliel  lines,  whicb  run  on  togetber  without  approsimation,  ne^er  fai 
separated,  and  never  joined. 

Marlborougb  is  so  like  the  angel  in  the  poem,  that  the  action  of  both  is 
almost  tbe  same,  and  performed  by  both  in  the  same  manner.  Mariborough 
"  teaches  the  battle  to  ragę;**  the  angel  "  directs  the  storm  :'*  Marlborongfa 
is  <*  unmored  in  peaceful  thought ;"  the  angel  is  *'  calm  and  serene:"  MaHbó- 
rough  stands  ''  unmoved  amidst  the  shock  of  bosts;'*  the  angel  rides  ^*  calm 
in  the  whirlwind/'  The  lines  on  Mariborough  are  just  and  noble;  bat  Ae 
simile  gives  almost  the  sadie  images  a  second  time. 

But  perhaps  this  thought,  though  hardly  a  simile,  was  remote  (rom  rulgar 
conceptions,  and  required  great  bbour  of  research,  or  dezterity  of '  appB* 
cation«  Of  this  Dr.  Madden^  a  name  which  Ireland  ougbt  to  bonour,  ofice 
gave  me  his  opinion.  *^  If  I  had  set,**  said  he,  *^  ten  school-boys  to  write  on 
the  battle  of  Blenheim,  and  eight  had  brought  me  the  angel,  I  should  not 
hare  been  surprised.'* 

Tbe  opera  of  Royynyppd^  though  it  is  seldom  meutioned,  13  one  of  the  (irst  of 
Addison's  compositions.  The  subject  is  well  chosen,  the  fiction  is  plc^asing,  and 
the  prkise  of  Mariborough,  for  whicb  the  scenę  gives  an  opportunity^,  is,  what 
perhaps  every  human  excellence  must  be,  the  product  of  good-luck,  im- 
proved  by  genius.IThe  thoughts  are  sometimes great,  and sometimes tender; 
the  yersification  is  easy  and  gay.  There  is  doubtless  some  advantage  in  the 
9hortness  of  the  lines,  whicb  there  is  little  temptation  to  load  with  ezpletire 
epithets!j  The  dialogue  seems,  commonly,  better  than  the  songs.  The  two 
comic  characters  of  sir  Trusty  and  Grideline,  though  of  no  great  value,  are 
yet  sucb  as  the  poet  intended^s.  Sir  Trusty's  account  of  the  death  of 
Hosamond  is,  I  think,  too  grossly  absurd.  The  whole  drama  is  airy  and 
elegant;  engaging  in  its  process,  and  pleasing  in  its  conclusion.  If  Addisoft 
^lad  cttitirated  the  iighter  parts  of  poetry,  he  would  probably  have  excetłe£ 

The  tragedy  of  Cato,  whicb,  contrary  to  the  rule  observed  in  selećting  tA4 
works  of  otheir  poets,  bas  by  the  weight  of  its  character  forced  its  way  into 
the  late  collection,  is  unąuestionably  the  noblest  piodusJŁion  of  AddisofiS 
.genius.  Of  a  work  so  much  read,  it  is  difficult  to  say  any  thing  new. 
About  things  on  which  the  public  thinks  long,  it  commonly  attains  to  think 
rigfat;  ahd  of  Cato  it  bas  been  not  unjustly  determined,  that  it  is  rather  a 
pp^(ni0..<]i&logue  th^  a  drama^  rather  a  succession  of  just  sentimeiits  in 
elegant  language,  than  a  representation  of  natbral  affections,  or  of  any  state 
probable  or  possible  in  human  life.    Nothing  here  '^  excites  or  asanages 

tt  Buty  accordiDf  U  Dr.  YTarton,  **  oaght  n»t  to  baTt  inftndtd.'*    C.  « 
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ttnotion:'*  bcre  is  '*  no  magical  pairer  of  raińng  pliantastic  terrouf  or  wild 
mnsiety."  Tbe  events  are  expected  without  solicitude,  and  are  remembered 
without  joy  or  sorrow.  Of  the  agents  we  have  no  care;  we  coDsider  not  what 
tbey  are  doing,  or  what  they  are  suffering;  we  wisb  oniy  to  know  wbat  tbey 
ba^e  to  say.  Cato  is  a  being  above  our  solicitude ;  a  man  of  whotn  the  godd 
take  ćare,  and  whom  we  leave  to  tbeir  care  with  heedless  coofideDce*  To  the 
Test  neither  gods  nor  men  can  baye  much  attention ;  for  there  is  not  one 
amongst  them  that  strongly  attracts  either  afFection  ot  esteem.  But  tbey  are 
nade  the  rehicles  of  such  sentiments.and  such  eipresslon,  that  there  is 
scarcely  a  scenę  in  tbe  play  which  tbe  reader  does  not  wisb  to  impress  upon 
his  memory.  . 


When  Cato  wasshown  to  Pope**,  he  advised  the  author  to  print  it,  withoat 
aoy  theatrical  exhibition ;  supposing  that  it  would  be  read  morę  favourab]y 
tban  heard.  Addison  declared  hlmself  of  tbe  same  opinion;  but  urged  tbe 
ifluportunity  of  his  friends  for  its  appearance  on  the  stage.  The  emulation  of 
parties  madę  it  successful  beyond  expectation;  and  its  success  has  introduced 
or  confirmed  among  us  the  use  of  dialogae  too  deciamatory,  of  unadbcting 
elegance,  and  cbill  philosophy. 

•  The  unirersality  of  applause,  however  it  migbt  quell  the  censure  of  com- 
mon  mortals,  had  no  other  effect  tban  to  harden  I^nnis  in  fised  disUke ;  but 
bis  dislike  was  not  merely  capricious.  He  found  and  showed  many  faults; 
he  showed  them  indeed  with  anger,  but  he  found  them  with  acuteness,  sach 
as  ougbt  to  rescue  his  criticism  from  oblmon ;  thongh,  at  last,  it  wili  łiave  do 
other  iife  tban  it  derives  from  the  work  whicb  it  endeayouTB  to  oppress. 

Wby  ho  pays  no  regard  to  the  opimon  of  the  audience,  he  gives  bis  reason 
by  remarkingy  that, 

*^  A  deference  is  to  be  paid  to  a  generał  applause,  when  it  appears  that  the 
applause.  is  natural  and  spontaneous;  but  that  little  regard  is  to  be  had  to  it, 
IV  hen  it  is  aflfected  and  artificial.     Of  all  the  tragedies  which  in  bis  memory  ' 
have  had  vast  and  yiolcnt  runs,  not  one  has  been  excellent,  few  bave  been 
tolerable,  most  have  been  scandalous*    When  a  poet  writes  a  tragedy,  who 
knows  he  has  judgment,  and  who  feels  he  has  genius^  that  poet  presumes  upon 
his  owB  merit,  and  scorns  to  make  a  cabai.    That  people  come  coolly  ta  the 
representation  of  such  a  trągedy,  without  any  yiolent  expectation,  or  delusiye 
imagination,  or  inyincible  prepossession ;   tbat  such  an  audieuce  is  liable  to 
recciye  the  impressions  which  the  poem  shall  naturally  make  on  them,  and  to 
judge  by  their  own  reason,  and  tbeir  own  judgments,  and  th«t  reason  and 
judgment  are  calm  and  serene^  not  formed  by  naturę  to  make  proselytes,  and 
to  controul  and  lord  it  oyer  the  imaginations  of  others.    But  that  when  an 
author  writes  a  tragedy,  who  knows  he  has  neither  genius  nor  judgment^  be 
has  recourse  to  the  making  a  party,  and  be  endeayours  to  make  up  in  industry 
^y/h^  ią  wanting  in  talent,  aod  to  supply  by  poeticąl  craft  tbe  ^sence  q{ 
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I^oet^cal  art:  that  suoh  aii  autbor  is  humbly  contented  to  raise  inen^s 
by  a  plot  without  doors,  sińce  he  daspairs  of  doiug  it  by  tbat  wbićb  he 
«pon  the  stage.  That  party  and  pasi»ion|  and  preposseasioo,  ar^  clamoroos 
and  tumultuous  things,  and  80  much  the  morę  clamorous  and  tumulŁuous  by 
how  much  the  morę  erroneous:  that  tbey  domineer  and  tyrannise  orer  the 
iaiaginatioBs  of  persons  "who  want  judgmenti  and  sometimes  too  of  those  who 
hare  it;  and,  Uke  a  fierce  and  outr^eous  torr<^nt^  bear  down  all  oppositioii 
before  them." 

He  tben  condemns  the  neglect  of  poetical  justice ;  which  is  al  ways  one  oC 
bis  £avottrite  principks* 

*^  'Tis  certainly  the  duty  of  every  tragic  poet,  by  the  exact  di$iribut}<Mi  of 
poetical  justice,  to  imitate  the  divine  dispensation,  and  to  iiicuicate  a  parti- 
cular  provideDce«  'Tis  true,  indeed,  upon  tbe  stage  of  the  world^  tbe  wicked 
aonetimes  prosper,  aod  tlie  guiitio^s  suSer.  But  that  iś  permitted  by  the 
:governor  of  the  worid,  to  show,  from  the  attribute  of  bis  infinite  justice^  that 
there  is  a  comp^sation  in  futuńty,  to  proye  tbe  inunortality  of  tbe  buman 
toul,  and  tiie  certainty  of  futurę  rewards  and  punishments.  But  tbe  poetical 
persons  in  tragedy  exist  no  longer  tbau  the  reading  or  the  representation^ 
tbe  wbole  extent  of  their  enmity  is  circumscribed  by  those ;  and  therefore^ 
duriog  that  reading  or  represenłatioo,  acccrding  to  theip.merits  or  demerits« 
tbey  must  be  punisbed  or  rewarded*  If  tbis  is  not  done,  there  is  no  impar- 
tial  distributioo  of  poetical  justice^  no  instructive  lecture  of  a  pąrticulac 
firovidence,  and  no  ioiitation  of  the  diyine  dispensation.  And  y«t  the  autbor 
of  this  tragedy  does  not  oniy  run  counter  to  Ah,  in  tbe  fate  of  bis  principaj 
chacacter;  but  every  wbere,  throughout  \tp  makęs  virtue  sufier,  aod  Tice 
triumph :  for  not  only  Cato  is  vanquished  by  Cssar,  but  the  treachery  aa4 
per&diooaness  of  Syphax  |prevail  over  tbe  honest  simplicity  and  the  ccedulity 
of  Juba;  aod  tbe  tly  sabtlety  and  dissimulation  of  Portius  over  the  g^uupout 
ftaokness  and  open-heartedness  of  Marcus/* 

Wbateyer  pleasure  tbere  may  be  in  seeiug  crimes  puoished.  and  TUtue  le* 
wardedy  yet,  fiioce  wickedness  often  prospers  in  tęal  life,  tbe  poet  is  certaiidj 
«t  liberty  to  giye  it  prosperity  bn  tbe  stage.  For  if  poetry  bas  an  imbatioa  of 
9^ality,  how  are  its  laws  broken  by  ęshibitiog  tbe  world  in  its  true.  forw} 
The  stage  may  sometimes  giatify  our  wisbes ;  but,  if  it  be  truły  ^^  tbe  nunrof 
x£  life/'  it  ought  to  show  us  sometimes  wbat  we  are  to  expect» 

Dennis  objects  to  the  cbaracters,  that  tbey  are  not  natural,  or  reasooable; 
bttt  as  heroes  and  beroines  are  not  beings  tbat  are  seen  eyery  d«y»  it  is  bard 
(to iind  upon  what  prioci^ples  their  conductsball  be  tried.  It  is,  however,  not 
useless  to  consider  wfaat  he  says  of  the  manner  in  wbich  Cato  repeiyes  the  ao 
jsoutit  of  his  son's  death. 

^'  Nor  iś  the  grief  of  Cato,  in  tbe  fourth  act,  one  jot  morę  in  nsit:ure  tfaan  Aalt 
fif  his  son  and  Lucia  in  the  tbird.     Cato  receiyes  the  news  of  his  boq>  d^tb 
not  only  with  dry  eyes,  but  with  a  sort  of  satisfaction;  and  in  the  same  paga 
sbeds  tears  for  the  calamity  of  his  tonnatry,  and  does  the  same  thing  in  thę 
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tiext  page  upon  the  bare  apprebenHion  of  tbe  danger  of  his  friend$.  Now^ 
sińce  the  love  of  one^s  country  is  the  love  of  one's  countrymen^  as  I  have 
shown  upon  another  occasion,  I  desire  to  ask  theśe  question$:  Ofaliouc 
countrytncD)  which  do  we  Iove  most,  those  whom  we  kiiow,  or  those  wbom 
we  koow  not  ?  And  of  those  whom  we  know,  which  do  we  cherish  most^ 
our  friends  or  our  enemies  ?  And  of  our  friends,  which  are  the  dearest  to  us^ 
those  who  are  related  to  us,  or  those  who  are  not?  And  of  all  our  relations, 
for  which  have  we  most  tenderness,  for  those  who  are  near  to  us,  or  for  those^ 
who  are  remote?  And  of  our  near  relations,  which  are  the  nearest,  and  eon-* 
seąuently  the  dearest  to  us,  our  oflfspring  or  others?  Our  ofTspring  most 
certainly;  as  Naturę,  or  in  other  words,  Providence,  bas  wisely  contrt^ed  fop 
the  preservation  of  mankind.  Now,  does  it  not  follow,  fVom  wbat  bas  been 
saidy  that  for  a  man  to  receive  the  news  of  his  son^s  death  with  dry  eyes,  and 
to  weep  at  the  same  time  for  the  calamities  of  liis  country,  is  a  wretcbed 
afibctation,  and  amiserable  inconsistency?  Is  not  that,  in  plain  English,  to 
receive  with  dry  eyjes  the  news  of  the  deaths  of  those  for  wbose  sake  our 
country  is  a  name  so  dear  to  us,  and  at  the  same  time  to  sbed  tears  for  thesc 
for  whose  sakes  our  country  is  not  a  name  so  dear  to  as?'* 

But  this  forraidable  assailant  is  less  resistible  wbcn  heattacks  tbe  probability 
of  the  action,  and  the  reasonableness  of  tbe  plan.  £very  critical  reader  musi 
remark,  that  AJdison  bas,  with  a  scrupulosity  almost  unexampled  on  the 
English  stage,  confined  himself  in  time  to  e  single  day,  and  in  place  to  rigor-^ 
GUS  unity.  The  scenę  never  cbmges,  and  tbe  wbole  action  of  tbe  płay  passes 
in  tbe  great  hall  of  Cato's  bouse  at  Uttca.  Much  therefore  is  donc  in  tbe  haD, 
for  which  any  other  place  wouM  be  morę  fit ;  and  this  impnopriety  aifbrds 
Dennis  many  hints  bf  merriment,  and  opportunities  of  triumpb.  Tbe  paasage 
is  lottg;  but  as  such  disąuisitions  are  not  common,  and  tbe  objections  «re 
skiłfuUy  formed  and  vigorousiy  urged,  those  who  deligbt  in  criuoal  contro* 
▼ersy  will  not  tbink  it  tedious. 

^'  Upon  the  departure  of  Portiuś,  Sempronius  makes  but  one  soliłoquy,  «nd 
immediatcly  in  comes  Syphas,  and  then  the  two  poKticians  are  at  it  inafecti* 
ately.  They  lay  their  beads  together,  with  their  snuff-boses  in  their  bands^ 
as  Mr.  Bays  bas  it,  and  feague  it  away.  But  in  tbe  midst  of  tbat  wi^e  sceae^ 
S|ypbax  soems  to  give  a  seasonable  caution  to  Sempronius : 

"  %>A.  Bot  ii  it  tnie,  Sempronius,  that  your  senate  * 

Is  call*d  together  ?  Ooda!  tbou  muit  be  caiatioiiss 
Coto  has  piereiiig  eyea. 


<c 


There  is  a  great  deal  of  caution  shown  indeed,  in  meeting  in  a  govemor*s 
own  hall  to  carry  on  their  plot  against  bim.  Whatever  opinion  they  have  of 
bis  eyes,  I  suppose  they  have  noue  of  bis  ears,  or  tlicy  would  never  bavG 
ta^fe^  at  this  foolish  ratę  so  near : 

"  Cods!  thou  mu»t  be  cauttoi«|. 


512  LIFE  OF  ADDISON, 

Oh]  yes,  verv  cautious:  for  łf  Cato  should  overhear  yon,  and  turn  yoii 
off  for  politiciaDS,  Ceesar  mould  never  take  you;  no,  Caesar  woukl  nerer 
take  you* 

**  When  Cato,  Act  II.  turns  the  senators  out  of  the  hall,  upon  preteiice  of 
acquainting  Juba  i^ith  the  result  of  their  debates,  he  appears  to  me  to  do  z 
tbing  which  is  neither  reasonable  nor  civil.  Juba  might  certainly  hare  better 
been  madę  acquainted  with  the  result  of  that  debatę  in  some  private  apart- 
ment  of  the  palące.  But  the  poet  was  driren  upón  this  absurdity  to  make 
way  for  another;  and  that  is,  to  gire  Juba  an  opportunity  to  demand  Marcia 
of  her  father.  But  the  ąuarrel  and  ragę  of  Juba  and  Syphax  in  the  same  act; 
the  invectivcs  of  Syphax  against  the  Romans  and  C^to ;  the  adńce  that  be 
gives  Juba,  in  her  father^s  hall,  to  bear  away  Marcia  by  force;  and  his  brutal 
and  clamorous  ragę  upon  his  refusal,  and  at  a  time  when  Cato  was 
scarcely  out  of  sight,  and  perhaps  not  out  of  hearing,  at  least  some  of  ba 
guards  or  domestics  must  necessarily  be  supposed  to  be  within  hearing;  ii  a 
thing  that  is  so  far  from  being  probable,  that  it  is  hardly  possible. 

*'  Sempronius,  in  the  second  act,  comes  back  once  morę  in  the  same  EDom* 
ing  to  the  governor^s  hall,  to  carry  on  the  conspiracy  with  Syphax  agaifKl 
the  goyernor,  his  country,  and  his  famiiy  ;  which  is  so  stupid  that  it  is  below 
the  wisdom  of  the  O— »s,  the  Macs  and  the  Teagues ;  e^en  Eustace  Cum- 
mins himseif  would  never  have  gone  to  Justice-hall,  to  have  conspired  against 
the  government.  If  oflBcers  at  Portsmouth  should  lay  their  heads  tog^tber,  in 
order  to  the  carying  off  J — G— *s*^  niecę  or  daughter,  woiild  tbey  meet  in 
J— G— 's  hall,  to  carry  on  that  conspiracy?  There  would  be  no  necessity  for 
their  meeting  there,  at  least  till  they  came  to  the  execution  of  tbeir  płot,  be- 
cause  there  would  be  other  places  to  meet  in.  There  would  be  no  probabili^ 
that  they  should  meet  there,  because  there  would  be  places  moreprivate  asd 
morę  commodious.  Now  there  ought  to  be  nothing  in  a  tragical  actioo  bot 
what  is  necessary  or  probable* 

*  ''  But  treason  is  not  the  oniy  thing  that  is  carried  on  in  this  bal! ;  that,  aod 
love,  and  philosophy,  take  their  turns  in  it,  without  any  manner  of  necessity 
or  probability  occasioned  by  the  action,  as  duły  and  as  regularly,  without  iiw 
terrupting  one  another,  as  if  there  were  a  triple  league  between  tb^ra,  and  a 
mutual  agreement  that  each  should  giye  place  to,  and  make  way  for,  Um 
other,  in  a  due  and  orderly  succession, 

>  **  We  now  come  to  the  third  act.  Sempronius,  in  thv3  act,  comes  into  the 
goyernor^s  haH,  with  the  leaders  of  the  mutiny :  but,  as  soon  as  Cato  is  gone, 
Sempronius,  włio)  but  justbeforebad  acted  like  an  unparalleled  knare,  disco* 
yers  himseif,  like  an  egregious  fool,  to  be  an  accomplice  in  the  conspiracyt 


^  Th<^  person  meant  by  Uie  initials  J.  G.  is  sir  John  Gibson,  lientenuit  govenior  of 
tbe  year  1710,  aod  aftei wards,    Ue  was  niiicłi  bek>fed  in  the  mof,  and  by  (be  coBuaon  aoUien  caM 


LIFE  OF  AIWISON.  SIS 

^  Snę.  KnoWy  Tllfaimf,  wheo  meh  paltry  ■!«▼••  preraHM 
To  iDix  in  treaaon,  if  ihe  plot  socceedt, 
They  *!«  thiown  neglected  by;  bat,  if  it  MU, 
They  *re  lare  to  die  like  dogs,  as  you  iball  do. 
fimne,  take  tfaete  fections  niDiigtera,  drag  them  (brth 
.  T0  aoddtn  dealliP-. 

^^Tis  true,  indćedy  the  second  leader  says,  there  are  nonę  there  but 
inends ;  f>ut  is  that  possible  at  such  a  juncture?  Can  a  parcel  of  rogues  at- 
tempt  to  assassinate  the  governor  of  a  town  of  war^  in  bis  bwn  bouse,  in  mid- 
day  ?  and,  after  they  are  discoyered,  and  defeated,  can  tbere  be  nonę  near 
tbem  but  jfriends  ?  Is  it  not  plain^  from  these  words  of  Sempronius^ 

"  Herę,  take  these  factioos  moosters,  drag  thcm  forth 
To  sadden  death— 

and  from  the  entrance  of  the  guards  upon  the  word  of  command,  that  those 

giards  were  vritbiń  ear-shot  ?  Behold  Sempronius  then  palpably  discovered. 
ow  cbmes  it  to  pass,  then,  that  instead  of  being  hanged  up  with  the  rest,  be 
reniains  secure  in  the  governor*s  hall,  and  tbere  carries  on  his  conspiracy 
against  the  goyernment,  the  third  time  in  the  saoie  day^  with  bis  old  com- 
rade  Syphax,  who  enters  at  the  same  time  that  the  guards  are  carrying  away 
tbe  le^ders,  big  with  the  news  of  the  defeat  of  Sempronius ;  though  where  he 
,had  his  intelligence  so  soon  is  difficult  to  imagine?  And  now  tbe  reader  may 
expect  a  very  extraordinary  scenę ;  there  is  not  abundance  of  spirit  indeed, 
nor  a  great  deal  of  passion,  but  tbere  is  wisdom  morę  tban  enougb  to  supply 
Itll  defects. 

**  S^.  Our  6»t  design,  my  frieiid^  has próv'd  abortire; 
,  Still  tbere  remains  an  aftei^^ame  to  play : 

My  troops  are  mounted,  their  Numldian  steeds 
Stmff  up  the  winds,  and  tong  to  scoar  the  desert. 
JŁet  bot  Semprooitts  lead  lis  io  our  iłighty 
We  Ml  force  the  gate,  where  Marcus  keeps  his  gnard. 
And  hew  dovni  alltbat  would  oppose  our  passage^ 
A  day  ^11  bring  us  into  Caesar*s  camp. 

*«  S^.  Confusion !  1  have  fcird  of  half  my  purpote ; 
Marela,  tbe  gbamdog  MaiX»a's  left  behiad. 

«*  WeH!  But  though  he  tcUs  us  the  half  purpose  he  bas  failed  of,  he  does  not 
tell  us  the  half  that  be  bas  earried.     But  ivhat  does  be  mean  by 

,  **  Marcia,  the  charming  Marcia*s  left  behind  ? 

«*  He  ia  now  in  ber  own  housę  !,ąnd  we  have  ncither  seen  ber  nor  beard  of 
ber,  aoy  wbere  elsę  since  the  pjay  bc^gan*    But  now  let  us  hear  Syphax ; 

«^  Wliat  bfddecithei^  but  tbat  yon  find  bf  out, 
And  hurry  ber  away  b;^  manly  force  ? 

•*  But  whet  does  old  Sypbax  mean  by  finding  ber  out  ?  They  talk  aąl  if  ąhe 
ware  as  bard  to  be  fpund  as  a  bąre  in  a  frosty  .moi;ping. 

**  Semp,  But  bow  to  gain  admUaion! 

**  Ob!  she  b  found  out  then^  it  seems. 
rou  IX*  Ł  \ 
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•"Bollioirtoginńaidmissioii!  fcraooeM 
.  Is  p.r*n  to  nonc^  but  Joba  and  ber  brothen. 

*'  But,  raillery  apart,  why  access  to  Juba !  For  be  was  owned  and  lecdTcd 
as  a  Iover  neither  by  tbc  fcther  nor  by  the  daughter.  Weil !  but  let  that 
pass.  Syphax  puts  Sempronius  out  of  pain  immediately ;  and,  being  a  No- 
midian,  abounding  in  wiles,  supplies  him  with  astratagemfor  admissiony  that, 
I  belieye,  is  a  non^pareille. 

~  %iŁ  Tbou  ihalt  hav6  Joba'!  drea,  and  Jaba^  guaidi  | 
The  doon  will  open  when  Nomidia'8  priooe 
Seems  to  appear  before  tbem. 

''  Sempronius  is,  it  seems,  to  pass  for  Juba  in  fuli  day  at  Cato^s  house, 
whcre  they  were  both  so  very  well  known,  by  haying  Juba*s  dress  and  his 
guards ;  as  if  one  of  the  marshals  of  France  could  pass  for  the  duke  of  Bavaria  at 
noon-day,  at  Yersailles,  by  haying  bis  dress  and  liyeries.  But  how  does  Sy- 
pbax  pretend  to  help  Sempronius  to  young  Juba*s  dress  ?  Does  be  serre 
łdm  in  a  double  capacity,  as  a  generał  and  master  of  his  wardrobe  ?  But  m^j 
Juba's  guards  7  For  the  devii  of  any  guards  bas  Juba  appeared  with  yet 
Weil !  tbough  this  is  a  mighty  politic  inyention,  yet,  meUiinks,  they  migbt 
haye  done  without  it;  for  sińce  the  adyice  that  Syphax  gaye  to  SempniK 
Dius  was, 

**  To  hnrry  ber  away  by  manly  Ibice, 

in  my  opinion,  the  shortest  and  likeliest  way  of  coming  at  the  lady  was  by  de- 
molishing,  in&tead  of  putting  on  an  impertinent  disguise  to  circumyent  two 
or  three  slayes.  But  Sempronius,  it  seems,  is  of  anothcr  opinion.  He  estoli 
to  the  skies  the  inyention  of  old  Syphax : 

**  Semf.  Heayens !  what  a  thoaght  was  there! 

*<  Now,  I  appeal  to  the  reader,  if  I  haye  not  been  as  good  as  my  word.  JM 
I  not  tell  him,  that  I  would  lay  before  him  a  yery  wise  scenę  ? 

**  But  now  let  us  lay  before  the  reader  that  part  of  the  sceńefy  of  the  fourtk 
act,  which  may  show  the  absurdities  which  the  author  bas  run  into,  througii; 
the  indiscreet  obseryance  of  the  unity  of  place.  I  do  not  remember 
Aristotle  has  said  any  thing  expressly  concerning  the  unity  of  place, 
true,  implicitly  be  has  said  enough  in  the  rules  which  be  has  laid  down  fo 
the  chorus.  For,  by  makiiig  the  chorus  an  essential  part  of  tragedy,  and  b] 
bringing  it  on  the  stage  immediately  after  the  opening  of  the  scenę,  and  re*^ 
taining  it  till  the  yery  catastróphe,  be  has  so  determined  and  fixed  the  p] 
of  action,  that  it  was  impossible  for  an  author  on  the  Grecian  stage  to  bi 
through  that  unity.  I  am  of  opinion,  that  if  a  modern  tragic  poet  can  pi 
aerye  the  unity  of  place  without  destroying  the  probability  of  the  incidenl 
'tis  always  best  for  him  to  do  it ;  because,  by  tbe  preserying  of  that  unity, 
we  haye  taken  notice  aboye,  he  adds  grace,  and  ciearness,  and  comeliness, 
the  representation.  But  siucc  diere  are  no  express  rules  about  it,  and 
are  under  no  compulsion  to  keep  it,  sińce  we  haye  no  chorus  as  the 
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poet  had;  if  it  ca^hnót  J)e  preserred,  without  rendering  the  greater  part  of  the 
iocidents  unreasonable  and  absurd,  and  perhaps  sometimes  monstrous,  *tis 
eertainty  better  to  break  it. 

**  Now  comes  bully  Sempronius,  comically  accoutred  and  equipped  with 
faisNamidian  dress  and  his  Numidian  guards.  Let  the  teader  attend  to  him 
with  all  his  ears;  for  the  words  of  the  wiae  are  precious: 

**  Semp.  The  deer  u  lodg*cl,  I  '?e  tnck*d  her  to  herooFert. 

"  Now  I  would  fein  know  why  this  deer  is  said  to  be  lodged,  since  we  have 
not  heard  one  word,  since  the  play  began,  of  her  being  at  all  out  of  harbour : 
and  if  we  consider  the  discourse  with  which  she  and  Lucia  begin  the  act  we 
hare  reason  to  beheve  that  they  had  hardly  been  talking  of  such  matters  in  the 
Street,  However,  to  pleasure  Sempronius^  let  us  suppose,  for  once,  that  the 
deer  is  lodged. 

'*  The  deer  is  lodged*  I  '▼e  tTBck*d  her  to  her  ooyeit. 

'^  If  he  had  seen  her  in  the  open  field,  what  occasion  had  he  to  track  her 
when  he  had  so  many  Numidian  dogs  at  his  heels,  which,  with  one  haiioo,  he 
might  have  set  upon  her  haunches?  If  he  did  not  see  her  in  the  open  field 
how  could  he  possibly  track  her?  If  he  had  seeu  her  in  thę  street,  why  did  he 
not  set  upon  her  in  the  street,  since  through  the  street  she  must  be  carried  at 
iast?  Now  here,  instead  of  having  his  thoughts  upon  his  business,  and  upon 
the  present  danger  y  instead  of  meditating  and  contriving  how  he  shall  pass 
with  his  mistress  through  the  southern  gate,  where  her  brother  Marcus  is  upon 
the  guard,  and  where  he  would  certainly  proye  an  impediment  to  him,  which 
is  the  Roman  word  for  the  bcggagc;  instead  of  doing  this  Sempronius  is  en* 
tertaining  himself  with  whimsies: 

"  Sem,  How  will  the  yooog  Nomidien  rave  to  tee 
His  mistress  lost!  If  ought<could  glad  mj  soul^ 
Beyond  th'  etóoymeat  of  so  bright  *  prise^ 
Twould  be  to  torturę  that  jroang,  gay  Berbarjaii. 
But  hark !  what  noise  ?  Deatb  to  my  hopes !  tis  be, 

Tis  Juba*8Self!  There  is  bot  one  way  left  I  ^ 

He  must  be  murdei«d,  and  a  passage  cut 
Through  thoae  his  gnaids. 

'^  Pray,  what  are  *  those  his  guards  V  I  thougfat  at  present,  that  Juhasa 
l^uards  had  been  ^nipronius^s  tools,  and  had  been  dangling  after  his  heels. 

'^  But  oQw  let  us  sum  up  all  these  absurdities  together*  Sempronius  goea 
it  noon-day,  in  Juba^s  clothes,  and  with  Juba's  guards,  to  Cato's  palące,  in 
>rder  to  pass  for  Juba,  in  a  place  where  they  were  both  so  very  weil  known : 
le  meets  Juba  there,  and  resplyes  to  murder  him  with  his  own  guards.  Upon 
he  guards  appearing  a  little  bashfal,  he  threatens  them : 

**  Hah :  Dastards,  do  you  tremble ! 

Or  act  like  men ;  or,  by  yon  aznre  HeaT'n ! 

''  But  the  guards  still  remaining  restive,  Sempronius  himself  attacks  Juba, 
rliile  eąch  pf  the  guards  b  representiiig  Mr.  Spectator's  sign  of  the  Gaper^ 
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awed  it  seems,  and  temfied  by  Sempronitis^s  tbreats.  Juba  kills  Semproniiu, 
and  ^kes  his  own  army  prisoners,  and  carries  tliem  in  triumph  away  to  Gato. 
Now  I  would  fain  know,  if  any  part  of  Mr.  Bayes'a  tragedy  is  so  ftill  of  ab* 
surdity  as  this  ł 

**  Upon  hearing  tbe  clasb  of  swrords,  Lucia  and  Marcia  come  in.  Tbe  ques- 
tion  is,  why  no  men  come  in  upon  hearing  tbe  noise  of  swords  in  tbe  gover- 
nor*s  hall  ?  Where  was  the  goyernor  bimself  ?  Where  were  bis  guards?  Wberc 
were  bis  servants?  Such  an  attempt  as  this,  so  near  the  person  of  a  goyernor 
of  a  place  of  war,  was  enough  to  alarm  the  whole  garrisou  :  and  yet,  for 
almost  balf  an  bour  after  Sempronius  was  killed,  we  find  nonę  of  those  appear, 
who  were  the  likeliest  in  the  world  to  be  alarmed ;  and  the  noise  of  swords  is 
madę  to  draw  oniy  two  poor  women  thitber,  who  were  most  certaiii  to  ruD 
away  from  it.  Upon  Lucia  and  Marcia's  coming  in,  Lucia  appears  in  all  the 
symptoms  of  an  hysterical  gentlewoman : 

**  Imc,  Sarę  twas  Uie  dashof  iwords !  my  troobled  heut 
Is  10  CMt  down,  and  sank  amidst  iti  sonnows, 
It  ibroba  with  iear,  and  aches  at  ereiy  lound ! 

**  And  inmiediately  ber  old  wbimsey  returns  upon  ber : 

"  o  Marcia,  should  thy  broUiers,  for  my  sak»— 
I  die  away  with  borrour  at  tba  tbongbt. 

^'She  fanciesthat  there  can  be  no  cutUng  of  tbroats,  but  it  must  be  for  ber.  If 
this  is  tragical,  I  would  fain  know  what  is  comical.  Weil !  upon  tbis  thef 
spy  the  body  of  Sempronius ;  and  Marcia,  deluded  by  the  babit,  it  seem% 
takes  him  for  Juba;  for,  says  sbe, 

**  Tbe  hce  is  muffled  up  within  tbe  gannent 

"  Now,  bow  a  man  could  figbt,  and  fali  with  his  face  muffled  up  in  his  gar« 
ment,  is^  I  think,  a  little  bard  to  conceive!  Besides,  Juba,  before  be  killed 
him,  knew  bim  to  be  Sempronius.  It  was  not  by  bis  garment  tbat  be  knewi 
this ;  it  was  by  bis  face  then  :  his  face  therefore  was  not  muffled.  Upon 
ing  this  man  with  bis  muffled  face.  Marcia  falls  a-raving ;  and,  owning 
passion  for  the  supposed  defunct,  begins  to  mabe  bis  funeral  oration.  U 
wbich  Juba  enters  listening,  I  suppose  on  tip->toe ;  for  I  cannot  imagine 
any  one  can  enter  listening  in  any  otber  posturę.  I  would  fain  knpw  bow 
comes  to  pass^  tbat  during  all  this  time  be  bad  aent  nobody,  no,  not  so  m 
as  a  candle-'Snufier,  to  take  away  tbe  dead  body  of  Sempronius  Weil! 
kt  us  regard  bim  listening.  Haying  left  his  apprebension  bebind  him,  be, 
first,  applies  what  Marcia  says  to  Sempronius.  But  finding  at  last,  with  m 
ado,  tbat  be  himself  is  the  happy  man,  be  quits  bis  eye-dropping,  and  di 
yers  himself  just  timeenougb.  to  preyent  bis  being  cuckolded by adead  man, 
wbom  tbe  moment  before  be  had  appeared  so  jealous ;  and  greedily  in 
the  bliss  wbich  was  fondly  designed  for  one  who  could  not  be  tbe  better 
it.  But  berę  I  must  ask  a  question :  bow  comes  Juba  to  listen  berę,  wbo 
not  listened  before  tbroughout  tbe  play.  Or  bow  comes  he  to  be  tbe 
person  of  tbis  tragedy  wbo  li^ens,  when  loyeand  treason  were  so  often 
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ia  so  public  a  place  as  a  hall  i  I  am  afraid  the  author  was  driven  upon  ali 
tbese  absurdities  ojuly  to  introduce  this  miserable  mistake  of  Marcia,  whicb^ 
after  all,  is  much  below  the  dignity  of  tragedy,  as  any  thing  is  which  is  the 
effect  or  result  of  trick. 

'*  But  let  us  come  to  the  scenery  of  the  fifth  act.  Cato  appears  first  upoii 
the  scenę,  sitting  in  a  thougbtful  posturę :  ia  his  hand  Plato's  treatise  on  the 
Imniortality  of  the  Soul,  a  drawn  sword  on  the  table  by  him.  Now  let  us 
coDsłder  the  place  in  which  this  sight  is  presented  to  us.  The  place,  forsooth^ 
is  a  iong  hall.  Let  us.suppose,  that  any  one  should  place  himself  in  tliis  pos- 
turę, in  the  midst  of  one  of  our  halls  in  London  ;  that  he  should  appear  solus^ 
in  a  sullen  posturę,  a  drawn  sword  on  the  table  by  him ;  in  his  hand  PJato^s 
treatise  on  the  Immortality  of  the  Soul,  translated  lately  bv  Bernard  Lintot : 
I  desire  the  reader  to  consider,  whether  such  a  person  as  this  would  pass,  with 
them  who  beheld  him,  for  a  great  patriot,  a  great  philosopher,  or  a  generał, 
or  some  whimsical  person,  who  fancied  himself  all  these?  and  whether  the 
people,  who  belonged  to  the  family,  would  think  that  such  a  person  had  a 
design  upon  their  midrifi&  or  his  own  ? 

'*  In  short,  that  Cato  should  sit  Iong  enough  in  the  aforesaid  posturę,  in 
the  midst  of  this  large  hall,  to  read  over  Plato's  treatise  on  the  Immortality 
of  the  Soul,  which  is  a  lecture  of  two  Iong  hours ;  that  he  should  propose  to 
.  himself  to  be  private  there  upon  that  occasion ;  that  he  should  be  angry  with 
his  son  for  intruding  there ;  then,  that  he  should  leave  this  hall  upon  the  pre- 
tence  of  sleep,  give  hiipself  the  mprtal  wound  in  his  bedchamber,  and  then 
be  brought  back  into  that  hall  to  expire,  purely  to  show  his  good-breeding, 
and  save  his  friends  the  trouble  of  coming  up  to  his  bedchamber;  all  this  ap- 
pears to  me  to  be  improbable,  incredible,  impossible." 

Such  is  the  censure  of  Dennis.  There  is,  as  Oryden  expresses  it,  perhaps 
*'  too  much  horseplay  in  his  ralUery  ;**  but  if  his  jests  are  coarse,  his  argu- 
meots  are  strong*  Yet,  as  we  love  better  to  be  pleased  than  be  taught, 
Cato  is  read,  and  the  critic  is  neglected. 

Flushed  with  consciousness  of  '.nese  detections  of  absurdity  in  the  conduct, 
he  afterwards  attacked  the  sentiments  of  Cato ;  but  he  then  amused  himself 
with  petty  cavi]s  and  minutę  objections. 

Of  Addison's  smaller  poems,  no  particular  mention  is  necessary ;  they  haye 
little  that  can  employ  or  require  a  critic.  The  parallel  of  the  priuces  and 
gods,  in  his  verses  to  Kneller,  is  often  happy,  but  is^too  well  known  to  be 
quoted. 

His  translations,  so  far  as  I  haye  compared  them,  want  the  exactness  of  a 
scholar.  That  he  understood  his  authors  cannot  be  doubted ;  but  his  versions 
will  not  teach  others  to  understand  them,  being  too  licentiously  paraphrastical. 
They  are,  however,  for  the  most  part  smoothand  easy  ;  and,  w  bat  is  the  first 
excellence  of  a  translator,  such  as  may  be  read  with  pleasure  by  those  who 
do  not  know  the  originals. 

His  poetry  is  polished  and  pnre ;  the  product  of  a  mind  too  judicióus  to 
commit  faults,  but  not  sufBciently  yigorous  to  attain  excellence«    He  has 
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sometimes  a  striking  liiie»  or  a  shining  paragrapb ;  but  in  the  whoie  be  is 
rather  than  fervid,  apel  sbows  morę  deKterity  tban  strengtb.    He  wai 
one  of  our  earli^t  exainples  of  correctness. 

The  yersification  which  he  had  learned  from  Dryden  be  debased  rather  Anr 
refined.  His  rhymes  are  often  dissonant;  in  his  Georgie  be  admits  brokea 
lines.  He  uses  both  triplets  and  AleixaiidrineS|  but  triplets  morę  frequeiilly 
in  his  translations  tban  his  other  works.  The  merę  structure  of  rerses  seemi 
never  to  bave  engaged  mucb  of  bis  care.  But  bis  lines  are  very  smootb  ia 
Rosamond,  and  too  smooth  in  Cato* 

Addison  is  now  to  be  coiisidered  as  a  critic ;  a  name  wbich  the  present  ge» 
neration  is  scarcely  willing  ta  allow  faim.  His  criticism  is  condemned  as  ten- 
tative  or  expeFimehtal,  ratber  than  scientific ;  and  be  is  considered  as  deciding 
by  taste'  rather  than  by  principles. 

It  is  not  unćommon,  for  those  who  bare  grown  wise  by  the  labour  of  otheni 
to  add  a  little  of  their  own,  and  overlook  their  masters.  Addison  is  now  de* 
spised  by  some  who  perhaps  would  never  have  seen  his  defects,  but  by  the  ligbls 
wbich  he  afforded  them.  That  healways  wrote  as  be  wouid  tbink  it  necessaiy 
to  write  now,  cannot  be  affirmed ;  his  instructions  were  such  as  the  characten 
of  his  readers  madę  proper.  That  generał  knowledge  wbich  now  circulates 
jn  common  talk,  was  in  his  tinie  rarely  to  be  found.  Men  not  professing 
>''^learning  were  not  ashamed  of  ignorance;  and,  in  tbe  female  world,  any  ac- 
/  quaintance  with  books  was  distinguished  only  to  be  censured.  His  purpoae 
was  to  infuse  literary  curiosity  by  gentle  and  unsuspected  conveyance,  into 
the  guy,  the  idie,  and  the  wealthy  ;  he  tberefore  presented  knowledge  in  the 
most  alliiring  form,  not  lofty  and  austere,  but  accessible  and  familiar.  Wheir 
he  showed  them  their  defects,  be  showed  them  likewise  that  they  might  be 
easily  supplied.  His  attempt  succeeded;  inquiry  was  awakened,  and  com- 
prebension  expanded.  An  emulation  of  intellectual  elegance  was  exc]ted ;  and, 
from  this  time  to  our  own,  life  bas  been  gradualiy  exaited,  aod  conyersatioo 
purified  and  enłarged. 

Dryden  had,  not  many  years  before,  scattered  criticism  OTer  his  prefoees 
with  verv  little  parsimony ;  but  though  he  sometimes  condescended  to  be 
somewhat  familiar,  his  manner  was  in  generał  too  scholastic  for  those  whobad 
yet  their  rudiments  to  learn,  and  found  it  not  easy  to  understand  their  master. 
His  observations  were  framed  rather  for  those  that  were  leaming  to  writCj 
tban  for  those  that  red^d  only  to  talk. 

An  instructor  like  Addison  was  now  wanting,  whose  remarks  being  superfi- 
cial  might  be  easily  understood,  and  being  just  might<  prepare  the  mind  for 
morę  attainments.  Had  he  presented  Paradise  Lost  to  the  public  with  alł  the 
pomp  of  system  and  severirv  of  science,  the  criticism  would  perhaps  have  been 
admired,  and  the  poem  still  baye  been  ne^lected ;  but  by  the  blandisboients  of 
gentleness  and  facility  he  has  madę  Milton  an  uniwersał  fayourite,  with  wboa 
readers  of  every  class  tliink  it  necessary  to  be  pleased. 

*  Taste  must  decide.    Wabioii .    C 


He  de8ceii4ed  aow  and  then  to  lo^er  disquisitions;  and  by  a  serious  dis- 
play of  the  beąuties  of  Chevy*Chase  exposed  himself  to  the  ridicule  of  Wag- 
Staff,  who  bestowed  a  like  pompous  character  on  Tom  Thumb ;  and  to  the 
coul^empt  of  Dennis,  who,  considering  the  fundameotal  position  of  his  erki- 
cism,  that  Chevy-Clvtse  pleases,  and  ought  to  please,  because  it  is  natural^. 
obseryesy  **  that  there  is  a  way  of  deWating  from  naturę,  by  bombast  or  tu- 
9iour,  which  soars  above  naturę,  and  eniarges  images  beyond  their  real  bulk: 
by  aflbctation,  which  forsakes  naturę  in  quest  of  something  unsuitable  ;  and 
by  imbecility,  which  degrades  naturę  by  faintneas  and  diminution^  by  obscuring 
ks  appearances,  and  weakening  its  effects."  In  Chevy-Chase  there  is  not 
much  of  eitber  bombast  or  afiectation  ;  but  there  is  chill  and  lifeless  imbeci- 
lity. The  story  cannot  possibly  be  told  in  a  manner  that  shall  make  less 
impressjion  on  the  mind.  ^ 

Before  the  profound  obseryers  of  the  present  race  repose  too  securely  on 
the  consciousness  of  their  superiority  to  Addison,  let  them  consider  his  Re« 
inarks  on  Ovid,  in  which  roay  be  found  specimens  of  criticism  sufficiently 
subtle  and  refined  :  let  them  peruse  likewise  his  Essays  on  Wit,  and  on  the 
Pleasures  of  Imagination,  in  which  he  founds  art  on  the  base  of  naturę,  and 
draws  the  principles  of  inventiou  firom  dispositions  inherent  in  the  mind  of 
nian  with  skill  and  elegance  ^,  such  as  hb  contemners  will  not  easily  attain. 

As  a  describer  of  Ufe  and  manners,  he  must  be  allowed  to  stand  perhaps  the 
first  of  the  first  rank.  His  humour,  which,  as  Steele  obserVes,  is  peculiar  to 
himself,  is  so  happily  diffused  as  to  give  the  grace  of  novelty  to  domestic 
Bcenes  and  daily  occurrences.  He  neyer  ^^  outsteps  the  modesty  of  naturę/' 
nor  raises  merriment  or  wonder  by  the  violation  of  truth.  His  figures  neither 
divert  by  distortlon,  nor  amaze  by  aggravation.  He  copies  life  with  so  much 
fidelity  that  he  can  be  hardly  said  to  inrent ;  yet  his  exhibitions  have  an  air 
so  much  original,  that  it  is  difficult  to  suppose  them  not  merely  the  product 
of  imagination, 

As  a  teacher  of  wisdom,  he  may  be  confidently  foUowed*  His  religion  bas 
nothing  in  it  enthusiastic  or  superstitious :  he  appears  neither  weakly  credu- 
lous,  nor  wantonly  sceptical;  his  morality  is  neither  dangerously  lax,  nor 
impracticably  rigid.  Ali  the  enchantment  of  fancy,  and  all  the  cogency  of 
argument,  are  employed  to  recommend  to  the  reader  his  real  interest,  the 
care  of  pleasing  the  Author  of  his  being,  Truth  is  shown  sometimes  as  the 
phantom  of  a  yision ;  sometimes  appears  half-veiled  in  an  allegory ;  some- 
times attracts  regard  in  the  robes  of  fancy ;  and  sometimes  steps  forth  in  the 
confidence  of  reason*    She  wears  a  thousand  dresses,  and  in  all  is  pleasing. 

Mille  habet  ornatus,  mille  decenter  habet«  ' 

His  prose  is  the  model  of  the  middle  style ;  on  gra^e  subjects  not  formal, 
on  light  occasions  not  groyeling;  pure  without  scrupulosity,  and  exact 
without  apparept  elaboration;  always  equable,  and  always  easy,  without 
glowing  words  or  pointed  sentences.    Addison  neyer  deyiates  from  his  track 

'  Far,  in  Dr.  Warton'8  opinion,  beyond  Dryden.    C. 
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to  snatch  a  grace ;  he  seeks  no  ambitious  ornamentSi  and  tries  no  kazardoof 
innoyations.  His  page  is  always  luminous,  but  ne^er  blazes  in  unexpected 
aplendour. 

It  was  apparently  his  principal  endea^our  to  aToid  all  harshnefls  and 
ritv  oF  diction ;  he  is  therefore  sometimes  verbose  in  his  transitions  and 
nections,  and  sometimes  descends  too  much  to  the  language  of  conrenatioti; 
yet  if  his  language  had  been  less  idiomatical,  it  might  have  lost  somewhaŁ  of 
its  genuine  Anglicism.  What  he  attempted,  he  perfbrmed ;  he  is  never  feeble, 
and  he  did  not  wish  to  be  energetic' ;  he  is  nerer  rapid,  and  he  nerer  stag- 
nates.  His  sentences  have  neither  studied  amplitudę,  nor  aflfected  breTity: 
his  periods,  though  not  diligently  rounded,  are  Toluble  and  easy«  Wfaoera 
wishes  to  attain  an  English  style,  familiar  but  not  coarse,  and  el^ant  but  not 
ostentatious,  must  give  his  days  and  nights  to  the  Tolumes  of  Addiaon* 

•S«t,»yB])nWarton,liefoiB6tiaesUto;  sndipaaotlMrHSaotf  l»ttddi»ofte&^    C 


TO  THE  RIGHT  HONOUllABLE 

JAMES  CRAGGS,    ESQ, 

HIS  MAJESTTS  PRINCIPAL  SECRETARY  OP  STATE. 
BEAR  SIR, 

I  CANNOT  wish  diat  anj  oF  my  writings  should  last  longer  than  the  memory 
K»f  our  Ariendship;  and,  therefore,  I  thus  publicly  bequeath  tbem  to  you^  in 
retttrn  for  the  many  raluable  instances  of  your  aflection. 

That  tbey  may  come  to  you  with  as  little  disadyantage  as  possible,  I  hare 
left  thecare  of  them  to  one  \  wboin,  by  tbe  experienceof  some  years,  Iknow 
irell  qualified  to  answer  my  intentions.  He  bas  already  the  bononr  and  hap« 
pineds  of  being  under  your  protection  ;  and,  as  be  will  very  much%8tand  in 
Deed  of  ity  I  cannot  wish  him  better,  than  that  be  may  continue  to  deserre 
khe  fayonr  and  countenance  of  sucb  a  patron. 

I  faare  no  time  to  lay  out  in  forming  sucb  complimeots,  as  would  but  ill 
luit  that  familiarity  between  us,  which  was  once  my  greatest  pleasure,  and 
irill  be  my  greatest  boifour  hereafter.  Instead  of  them^  accept  of  my  bearty 
irishes  that  the  great  reputation  you  bave  acquired  so  early  may  increase 
morę  and  morę :  and  that  you  may  long  senre  your  country  with  those  excel- 
lent  talents  and  unblemisbed  integrity,  which  bave  so  powerfully  recom- 
oiended  you  to  the  most  gracious  afid  amiable  motiarch  that  ever  fiiied  a 
chrone.  May  the  frankness  and  generosity  of  your  spirit  continue  to  soften 
stnd  subdue  your  enemies,  and  gain  you  many  friends,  if  possible,  as  sincere  as 
l^ourself.  When  you  ba^e  found  sucb  tbey  cannot  wish  you  morę  true  bap« 
pioesa  than  I,  who  am^  with  the  greatest  zeal, 

dear  sir, 
your  most  entirely  afifectionate  friend, 

and  faithful  obedient  seryant, 

J.  ADDISON. 

*Mr.Tickcll. 
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TTOW  loDf ,  great  poet,  sha^l  thy  wmd  lays  ^ 

^■^  Profok^ojir  wo^er,  and  Iimnsceoa  oar  praise  ? 

Can  neithcT  injuiiM  oC  time,  or  ajcef 

Not  fo  thy  Orid  in  his  ejcile  wrot^     ^  [thougblf 
Grief  chilPd  his  breast,  and  check>d  his  nSlog 
Fentive  aod  sad,  bis  drooping  Muse  betrays 
The  Koman  genius  in  its  last  decays. 

Frerailtog  warmth  bas  stiii  tfay  mind  possest. 
And  second  youtb  is  kindled  in  thy  breast; 
Tbon  inak*8t  the  beaoties  of  the  Romans  known, 
And  England  boasts  of  ńches  not  ber  own ; 
Tby  lines hai«  beigbten'd  Yirgils majesty. 
And  Horace  wonders  at  hhnself  in  thee. 
Tbou  teacifcst  Persius  to  i  form  onr  isle 
In  smoother  numbers,  and  a  clearer  ttyle; 
And  JuTenal,  instructed  tn  tby  page, 
Edges  his  satire,  and  improres  bis  ragę, 
Thy  eopy  casts  a  fturer  ligbt  on  aO, 
And  still  ont>sbioes  the  bright  original. 

Now  Ovid  boasts  th*  advantag«  of  thy  song. 
And  tells  his  story  in  the  British  tongue; 
Thy  channing  Terse,  and  fair  translations,  show 
How  thy  own  laurel  first  began  to  grow : 
How  wild  Łycaon,  chang'd  by  angry  guds. 
And  frig^ted  at  himself,  ran  bowling  thro*  the 
woods. 

O  may'8t  tbou  still  the  noble  task  prolong, 
Nor  age,  nor  sickuess,  interropt  thy  song : 
Then  may  we  wondering  read,  how  huroan  limbs 
Have  waterM  kingdoms,  and  dissoWd  in  streams; 
Of  thoae  rich  fraits  that  on  the  fertile  mold 
Tnrn'd  ydlow  by  degrees,  and  ripen*d  into  gold: 
How  some  in  feathers,  or  a  rageed  bidę, 
HaTeliv*d  a  secondłife,  and  differeot  natures  try'd. 
Then  will  thy  Ovid,  th  as  transfom^d,  reveal 
A  nobler  cbange  than  be  himself  can  tełt 

Mastl.  College,  Oxon. 

Junefi,  1693. 
The  autbor's  age  28. 


A  POEM  TO  HIS  MAJESTYK 

PRKtENTED  TO   THI   ŁORJ>    KEBPBR. 

TO  THE   RIOHT   BON.   SIR   J«>HN  80MERS,  LORD 
RBSPRR  OFTHE  ORBAT  SRAŁ,'  1695. 

Ip  yet  your  tbougbts  are  loose  from  state  affitirs, 
Nor  feel  the  bnrden  of  a  kingdom's  cares ; 
If  yet  your  time  and  actions  are  yoor  own ; 
Receive  the  present  of  a  Muse  unknown: 
A  Muse  that  in  adventaroV8  numbers,  sings 
The  rout  of  armies,  and  tbe  fali  of  kings^ 
Britain  adranc^,  and  £nrope*8  peace  restor'dy 
By  Somers'  counsels,  and  by  Nas8au*8  sword. 

To  you,  my  lord,  these  dariog  thoughts  belong» 
Who  help'd  to  raise  tbe  subject  of  my  song; 
To  you  tbe  hero  of  my  ver8e  reveals 
His  great  designs,  to  you  in  council  tells 
His  inmost  thoughts,  determioing  the  doom 
Of  towns  unstormM,  and  battles  yet  to  come. 
Aud  well  could  you,  in  yuur  immortal  strains, 
Describe  his  conduct,  and  reward  his  pains : 
But,  sińce  the  stisite  bas  all  your  cares  engrossM, 
And  poetry  in  higłier  thoughts  is  lost, 
Attend  to  what  a  lesser  Muse  indites, 
IVrdon  ber  faults,  and  countenance  her  flights. 

On  you,  my  lord,  with  anxious  fear  I  wait. 
And  from  your  judgment  must  expect  my  fete» 
Who,  free  from  yulgarpasńons,  are  above 
Degrading  envy,  or  mi^guided  [are ; 
If  you,  well  plea8'd,  shali  smile  upon  my  tajrs, 
Secure  ofiarne,  my  voice  PU  boldly  raise, 
For  next  to  what  you  write,  is  wUat  you  praise. 


TO  THE  KING. 

When  now  the  business  of  the  field  is  o'er, 
The  trumpets  sleep,  and  cannons  ccase  to  roar, 
Wbcn  every  dismal  echo  is  decay'd. 
And  all  the  thunder  of  the  battle  laid ; 
Attend,  auspicious  prince;  aud  let  Łhc  Muse 
In  bumble  agpents  milder  thoughts  ioliise. 

■King  William. 
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Otben,  in  boM  prophetic  nnmbers  •kiH'dy 
Set  thee  in  armą*  and  led  thee  to  the  ficM; 
My  Moie  ezpecting  on  tbe  Bńliah  strand 
Waits  thy  return,  and  welcomes  thee  to  land : 
Sbe  oft  bas  seen  tbee  prening  on  tbe  foe, 
When  Europę  was  concern*d  in  every  blow; 
But  durat  not  in  heroic  strains  rejoice;       [voice: 
The  trumpets,  drums,  and  cannons,  drownM  ber 
Sbe  taw  tbe  Boyne  run  thick  witb  human  gore. 
And  floating  oorps  lie  beating  on  tbe  sbore ; 
Sbe  saw  tbee  climb  tbe  banks,  but  try'd  in  rain 
To  tracę  ber  bero  tbrough  tbe  dusty  plain, 
When  thro'  the  tbick  embattled  liiies  be  broke, 
Vow  plnng'd  amidst  tbe  Ibes,  now  lost  in  cloods 
of  smoke. 
O  that  lome  Muse,  renown'd  for  lofty  Terae, 
In  daring  nnnibers  would  thy  toiln  rebearie ! 
Draw  tbee  beIov*d  in  peące,  aud  fear^d  in  wars, 
Innr*d  to  noon-day  sweats,  and  midnight  carti ! 
But  itill  tbe  god-Uke  man,  by  some  bard  fatc, 
Receive8  tbe  glory  of  bis  toils  too  late ; 
Too  late  the  rerse  the  mighty  act  succeeds. 
One  age  tbe  bero,  one  the  poet  breeds. 

A  thonsand  years  in  fuli  succession  ran, 
Ere  Virgi1  ni»'d  his  voicc,  and  sung  the  man 
Wbo,  driTen  by  stress  of  fate,  such  dkugers  borę 
On  stormy  aeas,  and  a  disastrous  sbore, 
Before  be  settled  in  the  promisM  earth, 
And  ga^e  the  empire  of  the  worid  its  birth. 
Troy-long  had  found  the  Greciaiis  bold  and 
fierce^ 
Kre  Homer  muster*dup  their  troops  in  Terse; 
liong  had  Achilles  queird  tbe  TYojans'  lust. 
And  laid  the  labour  of  tbe  gods  in  dust, 
Beibre  tbe  towering  Muse  began  her  fligbt. 
And  drew  the  bero  raging  in  tbe  fight, 
Engag'd  in  tented  fields  and  rolling  floods, 
Or  slaugfatering  mortals,  or  a  matcb  for  gods. 

And  berę,  perhaps,  by  fate^s  unerring  doom, 
fiomemigh^  bard  lies  bid  in  years  tocome, 
That  shall  in  ¥n]liam's  god-like  acts  engage. 
And  Włth  his  battles  warm  a  futurę  age  ; 
Hibemian  fieMs  shall  here  thy  conqnests  show. 
And  Boyne  be  song,  whenit  bas  ceas*d  to  flow; 
Here  Gallic  labonj|i  shall  advanccthy  famę, 
And  here  Seneffe  sball  wear  anotlier  name. 
Our  late  posterity,  witb  secret  dread, 
Shall  Tiewthy  battles,  and  witb  pleasure  read 
How,  in  the  bioody  field  too  nrar  advanc*d, 
The  guiltless  bulłet  on  thy  shoulder  glancM. 

The  race  of  Nassan  was  by  Heaven  designM 
To  eurb  the  proud  oppressore  of  mankind. 
To  bind  the  tyrants  of  the  Earth  witłi  laws. 
And  figbt  in  e^ery  tojur*d  nation's  canae, 
The  world'.s  great  patriots;  tbey  for  jostice  cali ; 
And,,  as  tbey  favour,  kingdomsrise  orfall. 
OurBrttish  yoath,  unus'd  to  rougb  alarms, 
Careless  of  ftime,  and  negligent  of  arms, 
Had  long  firgot  to  meditate  the  foe. 
And  beard  unwarm*d  tbe  martial  trumpet  blow; 
But  now  ittspii*d  by  tbee,  witb  fresh  deligbt, 
Tbeir  swonls  tbey  braodish,  and  reqoire  the  figbt, 
Renew  their  ancicnt  ronqucsts  on  tbe  main. 
And  act  tbeir  fathcrs'  tritimphs  0*er  again, 
Fir*d,  when  tbey  hcar  how  Agincourt  was  strow'd 
Witb  Gallic  corps,  and  Cressi  swam  in  blood, 
Witb  rager  wannth  they  fight,  ambitions  all 
Who  first  shall  stonn  the  breach  ormonnt  tbe  wali. 
In  vain  the  thronginę  enemy  by  ibrce 
Would  elear  tbe  i-^mparts,  and  rep«l  tbeir  coursc; 


They  break  throagfa  all,  for  William 
Wherer  fires  ragę  mont,  and  loodest  en^in^  fisy. 
Namur^s  late  terroors  and  destmctioa  sbow, 
What  William,  warmM  witb  just  reircoge,  cam do: 
Where  once  a  thonsand  turrets  raia'd  oa  hif  k 
Their  ąilded  spires,  and  glitter^d  in  the  aky, 
An  unaistingaishM  beap  of  dost  ia  foosid, 
Aiid  all  the  pile  lies  smoking  ou  the  gronnd. 

His  toił8»  for  no  ignoble  cnds  desigii*€i, 
Promote  the  common  welfare  of  maokrtid  ; 
No  wiid  ambitioo  mores,  bot  £anjpe's  feui» 
Tbe  cries  of  orpbans,  and  tbe  widow^s  tean : 
Opprest  religion  gives  the  first  alannsi. 
And  iąjurM  justice  seta  him  in  his  anns; 
His  conque8ts  ireedoni  to  tbe  world  afibrd, 
Aud  nations  bless  the  labours  of  bis  sword. 

Thus  when  the  forming  Muse  would  eopy  Ibfib 
A  perfect  pattem  of  heroic  worth, 
She  sets  a  man  trinmpbaat  in  tbe  fidd, 
Ó*er  giaiits  cloren  down,  and  monsters  kiird, 
Rerking  in  blood,  and  suiear'd  withdu&t  and 
Whiistangry  gods  conspire  to  make  bina 

Thy  navy  rtdes  on  seas  before  unprest. 
And  strikes  a  terrour  tbrough  the  baugbty 
Algiers  and  Tunis  from  their  suUry  sfaore 
Witb  horrour  hear  the  Britisb  enginesroar; 
Fain  from  the  neigbbouring  dangers  wcnid  tkcy 

run. 
And  wish  themseWes  stiU  nearerto  tbe  san. 
Tbe  Gallic  ships  are  in  their  porta  confin'd, 
DenyM  tbe  common  use  of  sea  koA  wind. 
Nor  dare  again  tbe  Britisb  strength  engage; 
Still  tbey  renMmber  that  destructire  ragę 
Wbich  lately  madę  their  trembUng  hostretire, 
$tunn*d  witb  the  noise,  and  wmptin  smoke  andfirc; 
The  vvaves  witb  wide  unnnmber^d  wrecks 

strow'd 
And  planks,  and  arms,  and  men,  piDmis 
flow'd. 

Spaio's  nnmenHisileet,thatperisVd  od  oiir( 
Coold  scaroe  a  longer  lineof  battle  boast; 
The  wiods  could  hardly  drive  tbem  to  their  Csta, 
And  all  the  ocean  1abour'd  witb  the  w«i^bt. 

Where-e*er  the  wares  in  restle«8  err  »m  roli, 
The  sea  lies  open  now  to  eitbe-r  pole : 
Now  may  we  safely  use  the  northem  gwlen. 
And  in  the  polar  circies  spread  oor  auls  : 
Or,  deep  in  soutbem  climes,  secure  from  wan, 
Ne\ir  lands  explore,  and  sail  by  other  atara: 
Fetcb  unoontrollM  each  labour  of  tbe  Sun, 
And  make  tbe  product  of  tbe  world  onr  own. 

At  length,  proud  prince,  ambitions  Lewis,  cease 
To  plague  maukind,  and  troubłe  Europę^  peaoe; 
Think  on  the  structures  which  thy  pride  bas  ruAd, 
On  towns  unpeopled,  and  on  fielda  laid  waate; 
Think  on  the  heaps  of  corpa  and  stresunsof  blood. 
On  every  guilty  platn  and  purple  flood, 
Thy  anns  bave  madę;   and  eeaae  an  impioas 

war. 
Nor  waste  the  liTesentruated  to  thy  care. 
Or,  if  no  miłder  thought  can  calm  thy  mind, 
Behold  the  great  arenger  of  mankrnd, 
See  mighty  Nassau  tbrough  tbę  battle  ride. 
And  see  thy  subjects  gasping  by  his  side: 
^ain  would  the  pious  prince  refase  th*  alam, 
Fain  would  be  check  the  fury  of  his  ann ; 
Rut,  when  thy  crueltiea  his  thoughts  engage, 
The  bero  kindks  with  becoming  nige, 
Then  countries  stoKn,  and  captires  uniestorM, 
Głve  strength  to  every  btow,  and  edge  hisawoid. 
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IdioM  irith  wliAt  reftittlMs  Ibrce  he  &]U 

^D  iowtM  besie9'd,  and  thandeni  ai  tby  walU ! 

Lsk  Vilieroy,(lbr  Yilleroy  beheld 

'be  town  suirender^d,  aod  tbe  treaty  seal'4) 

iTifch  wbat  amazing  ftrcDgtb  tbe  forts  were  woo, 

ITbilst  tbe  wbole  power  of  France  ttoodlooking  on. 

Bat  stop  not  berę:    beboid  wbere  Berkeley 
stands, 
Lnd  execiitea  bis  injar>d  king^B  commandf ; 
Lromid  tby  coast  bis  burstiiig  bombę  be  poun 
>n  flaming  citadels  and  faliing  towera ; 
JTiOk  bitsing  streanie  of  fire  tbe  air  they  ftreak, 
knd  bnrl  destruction  round  tbem  wbere  tbey  break; 
rbe  skies  witb  long  escending  flames  are  brigbt, 
knd  all  tbe  sea  reflects  a  quivering  light. 

Tbtts  JEtna,  wben  in  fierce  enipŁions  broke» 
^ills  Heaven  vitb  asbes,  and  tbe  £artb  witb  smoke: 
3ere  crage  of  broken  rocke  are  twirrd  on  bigb, 
flere  molteastones  and  ecatterM  cindera  fly; 
[ta  fury  reacbeK  tbe  remoteat  coast, 
Ind  strows  the  Asiatic  sbore  witb  dast. 

Now  does  tbe  sailor  from  tbe  neigbbouring  main 
Look  after  Gal  lic  iowns  and  forts  iu  vain ; 
Si>  morę  bis  wonted  marks  be  can  desery. 
Bot  sees4i  long  unmeasur^d  min  lie; 
STbilst,  pointing  to  tbe^^naked  coast,  be  shows    . 
Hiswondering  mafces  wbere  iowns  aod  steeplesrose, 
Wbere  crowckd  citizens  be  lately  yiewM,    [stood. 
^d  singles  out  tbe  place  wbere  once  'SU  Maloes 

Hćre  Ruflsel*s  actions  sbonld  my  Masę  require; 
A.nd,woald  my  strengtb  but  second  my  desire, 
IM  all  bis  boundless  bravery  rebearse, 
A.nddraw  bis  cannons  tbundering  in  my  ^erse ; 
High  on  the  deck  sbould  tbe  great  leader  stand, 
Wrath  in  bis  look,  and  ligbtning  in  bis  band  ; 
Łike  Homer's  Hector  wben  be  flung  his  fire 
▲midst  a  tbousand  sbips,  and  madę  all  Greece 
retire.    ' 

But  who  can  lun  the  British  triumpbs  o*er. 
And  count  the  flames  disperst  on  every  sbore  ? 
Who  can  deaeribe  tbe  scatter^d  victory. 
And  draw  tbe  readerou  from  sea  to  sea  ? 
Eise  who  couM  Ormond^s  god-like  acU  refuse, 
Orniond  the  theme  of  erei-y  Oxford  Muse  ? 
Fajn  would  1  here  bis  niiRbty  wortbiłrodaim, 
Attend  him  in  tbe  noble  Ibase  of  famę, 
Tbio*  all  tbe  noise  and  burry  of  tbe  fight, 
Obserre  eacb  blow,  and  keep  him  still  in  sight. 
Ob,  did  our  Britisb  peers  tbus  oourt  renown. 
And  grace  tbe  coats  tbeir  great  fore-latbers  won ! 
Ooranns  woold  tben  triumphantiy  advaacc, 
Nor  Henry  be  the  last  that  conąuer^d  France. 
Wbat  migfat  not  England  bope,  if  such  abroad 
Furchas'd  tbeir  conntry*s  bonour  «vitb  tbeir  btood : 
Wben  soch,  detain'd  at  home,  support  our  state 
In  Willłam'«  stead,  and  bear  a  kingtlom^s  weight, 
Tbe  sebemes  of  Gallic  policy  o^erthrow. 
And  blast  tbe  counsels  of  tbe  comroon  foe; 
Pirect  our  armies,  and  distribote  rigkt. 
And  render  our  Maria*s  loss  morę  ligbt 
But  stop  my  Muse,  tb'  ungrateful  sound  forbear, 
Maria*s  name  still  wounda  eacb  Britisb  ear : 
Eacb  Britisb  beart  Maria  still  does  wound. 
And  tean  horst  out  unbidden  at  tbe  sound  ; 
Maria  still  our  rising  mirtb  destroys^ 
Darkens  our  triumpbs,  and  forbids  our  joys. 

But  see,  at  lengtb,  the  Britisb  sbips  appear ! 
Our  Nassau  oome* !  and  as  bis  fleet  draws  near, 
Tbe  rising  mmalU  advaDce,  the  sails  grow  wbite, 
And  aU  bia  pompom  uATy  floOs  in.sigbt. 


Cpme,  mighty  prince,  desit'd  of  Britain,  come ! 
May  Hearen^s  propitious  gales  attend  tbee  bume! 
Come,  and  let  longing  crowds  beboid  that  Idok, 
Which  such  oonfusion  and  amazement  struck 
Tbrougb  Gallic  boets:  but,  ob !  let  us  desery 
Mirtb  in  tby  brow,  and  pleasure  in  thine  eye  ; 
Let  notbing  dreadiiil  in  tby  face  be  found, 
Uut  for  a  wbile  fopget  tbe  trumpefs  sound : 
Well-pleaa*d,  tby  people*s  loyalty  approve, 
Accept  tbeir  duty,  and  enjoy  tbeir  love. 
Por  as,  when  lately  Enov*d  witb  6erce  deligb^ 
You  plung*d  amidst  tbe  tumult  of  the  fight, 
Wbole  beaps  of  death  eocoropassM  you  arćmnd. 
And  steeds  o*er-tuni'd  lay  ibamtng  on  the  ground* 
So  crownM  witb  laurels  now,  where-e'er  Vou  go, 
Around  yóu  blooming  joys  and  peaceful  blessingi 
fluw. 


VC 


A  TRANSLATION 

OF  AŁŁ  VIItOIŁ*8  FOURTH  GEOROIC,  BXCSPT  THS 
STORY  OF  ARISTiBUS. 

Etherbał  swoets  sball  next  oiy  Muse  engage. 

And  this,  Msccnas,  claims  your  patrbnage. 

Of  little  creatured  wondrous  acts  1  treat, 

The  rauks  and  mighty  leadersof  their  state^ 

Tbeir  laws,  employments,  and  tbeir  wars  relate. 

A  trifliog  theme  provoke8  my  humble  lays: 

Trifling  the  theme,  not  so  the  poefs  praise, 

If  great  Apollo  aod  the  tunefni  Xine 

Join  in  the  piece,  and  iiiake  the  work  dirine.^  i 

First,  for  your  bees  a  proper  station  fiud,     "  ^JISfjAL  y ; 
Thafs  fenc'd  about  and  shelter'd  from  the  wind;*^^^  ^' 
For  winds  dtvert  them  in  their  fligbt,  and  drive    ^ 
The  swarms,  when  loaden  bomeward,  firom  tbeir 
bive.  [Stores^ 

Nor  sheep,  nor  goats,  must  pasture  near  tbeir 
To  trampie  under  foot  the  springing  flowers ; 
Nor  frisking  heifors  bound  about  the  plaoe,       ^ 
To  8pum  t^e  dew-drops  off,  and  bruise  tbe  rising 
Nor  must  the  lizard^s  painted  brood  appear,  tgrass( 
Nór  wood-pecks,  nor  the  swaliow  barbour  near. 
They  waste  the  swarms,  and  as  they  fly  along 
Convey  the  tender  morsels  to  tbeir  young. 

Let  purling  strearas,  and  fountains  ^^d  witb 
moss, 
And  shallow  rills,  run  trickling  through  the  grass; 
Let  branching  oliyes  o'er  tbe  fountain  grow, 
Or  palms  shoot  op,  and  shade  the  streams  below ; 
That  when  the  youth,  ledby  their  princes,  sbun 
Tbe  crowded  hirc,  aod  sport  it  in  tbe  sun, 
Refreshlng  springs  may  temptthem  from  the  heat. 
And  shady  coverts  yield  a  cool  retreat. 

Whether  the  neigbbouring  water  stands  or  nin«, 
Lay  twigs  across,  aod  bridge  it  o'er  witb  Stones ; 
That  if  rough  stonns,  or  sudden  blasts  of  wiod, 
Sbould  dip>  or  scattcrthose  that  lag  behiod, 
Here  they  may  settle  on  the  friendiy  stone. 
And  dry  th^ir  rceking  pinjons  at  the  sun. 
Plant  all  the  0owery  banks  with  lavender, 
Witb  storę  of  savory  sceftt  the  fragrant  air, 
Letrunning  betony  t)ie  field  o*ersprcad. 
And  fountains  soak  tbe  yiolefs  dewy  bed. 

Though  barks  or  plaited  willows  make  your  bire^ 
A  narrow  inlet  to  their  cells  coiitrire ; 
For  colifi  congeal  and  frecze  the  liąuors  up,  fdrop: 
And,  melted.down  with  heat,  the  waxen  bulldiugs 
Thebees,  of  botb  extreme«  ałike  afiraid, 
Their  wax  around  the  wbistiing  crannien  spread, 
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A  nd  snck  oat  cUniniy  dews  irom  hahi  and  iowen. 
To  smear  th«  chinkt,  and  plaster  up  the  porr  t: 
Por  tbia  they  hoard  ap  glue,  whoae  cUDgingdrops^ 
Uke  pitcb,  or  birdłime,  han;  tn  stringy  ropet. 
Tbey  oil,  'tis  said,  in  dark  retarementa  dwell. 
And  work  in  subterraneout  caTCi  their  celi ; 
At  other  timet  ih'  induatrious  insecta  li^e 
In  hollow  rocks,  or  make  a  trae  their  hi^e; 

Point  all  their  rbinky  lodgings  round  with  mnd. 
And  leaYet  must  thinly  on  yonr  work  be  ftrow'd ; 
But  let  no  baleAit  yew-tree  flourisb  near. 
Nor  rotten  marsbes  send  oat  steains  of  m\ire; 
Nor  burniug  crabs  grow  red,  and  crackle  in  the  fire: 
Nor  neigfabonring  caTes  return  the  dying  tonnd. 
Nor  echoing  rocks  the  doubled  Toiee  rebcnind. 
Thingi  tbus  propar^d 

WhoB  th'  nnder-woiid  is  seizM  witheoldwidnigfat. 
And  summer  here  descenda  in  streams  of  light, 
The  beps  through  woods  and  forests  take  their 
They  riile  every  itowbr,  and  Hgbtly  ikim  [flight 
The  crystal  brook,  and  itp  the  running  atraam : 
And  thus  they  feed  their  young  with  itrangedelłghty 
Abd  knead  the  yieldtng  wax,  and  work  the  tlimy 

tweet. 
Bot  when  on  high  you  tee  the  bees  repair. 
Borne  on  the  wind,  through  dittant  tracts  of  air, 
A  nd  vtew  the  winged  clood  all  blackening  from  a&r; 
While  ihady  coverts  and  fresh  iteams  they  chooae^ 
Milfoil  and  common  honey-suckłes  bmise. 
And  aprinkle  on  their  hive«  the  fragrant  juice. 
On  brazen  veMeb  beat  a  tinkling  sound, 
And  shake  the  cymbała  of  the  goddess  round; 
Then  all  will  haitily  retreat,  and  All 
The  warm  resounding  hoUow  of  their  oelL 
If  onre  two  Hral  cings  ^tmr  right  debatę. 
And  ćaictions  and  cabala  embruil  the  state, 
The  peopIe*8  actions  will  their  thonghta  dedare; 
AU  their  hearts  tremble,  and  beat  thick  with  war; 
Hoarae  broken  soiinds,  like  trumpef  s  harsh  alarmy 
Run  thro*  the  hive,  and  cali  them  to  their  anas; 
All  in  a  hurry  spread  their  shivering  wtngs. 
And  fit  their  claws  and  point  their  angry  stingi : 
In  crowds  before  the  king's  pavilion  roeet. 
And  boldly  challenge  out  the  foe  to  fig-ht; 
At  last,  when  all  the  Heaveni  are  M^arni  and  fair, 
They  mih  together  out,andjotn;  the  air 
Swanns  thick,  and  ei^hoea  with  the  hnmming  war 
AU  in  a  firm  round  cluster  mix,  and  ttrow 
With.  henps  of  little  corpa  the  earth  below ; 
As  thick  as  hail-stones  from  the  floor  rebound, 
Or  ahaken  acoms  rattle  on  the  ground. 
No  sense  of  danger  can  their  kings  contiol, 
Their  little  bodies  lodge  a  migbty  aonń :     - 
Kach  obatinate  in  arms  porsuea  his  blow, 
Til]  shameful  flight  Recurea  the  routed  foe. 
This  hot  dispute,  and  all  this  mighty  fray 
A  little  dust  flung  upward  will  aiiay. 

But  when  both  kings  are  settled  in  their  hire, 
Mark  him  who  looks  the  worst,  and  lest  he  tive 
Idle  at  home  in  ease  and  luxnry, 
The  lazy  monarch  must  be  doom'd  to  die; 
So  let  the  royal  insect  role  alone, 
And  reign  without  a  nvał  in  his  throne. 

The  kings  are  different:  one  of  better  notę, 
All  speckt  withgold,  and  many  a  shining  spot, 
looks  gay,  and  glistent  in  a  gilded  coat;  ^ 
But  love  of  ease,  and  sloth  in  one  prevails, 
That  scarce  his  hanging  paunch  behind  him  traiłs: 
The  people^s  looks  are  diiTerent  ns  their  kings; 
Some  sparkle  bright,and  glRterin  their  wiogs; 


rd 


Others  look  lotttłiaome  anS  diMU^a  irM  alofth, 
Lika  a  faint  traveiler  whase  dnaty  mcwth 
Growt  dry  with  beat,  and  apita  a  maakah  infOk, 

The  first  are  beat 

From  their  o*eHlowing  combs,  yoo  'U  oAa 
Pnre  loscious  sweets,  that,  mingiing  m  tlie 
Colrect  the  htrshnets  of  the  racy  joice^ 
And  a  rich  fiaTonr  thro*  the  winę  dtffaee. 
But  when  they  sport  abroad,  and  rore  fraai 
And  leaTe  the  cooling  h]ve,and  quitth' 
Their  airy  rafflblingt  are  with  ease  confin*d,  [oomb^ 
Clip  their  kings'  wings,  and  tf  tbey  stay  bcbiad 
No  bołd  usurperdaresinTade  their  rigbt. 
Nor -sound  a  march,  nor  gi^e  the  sign  for  Highit. 
Let  flowery  banks  entice  them  to  thńr  oeila. 
And  gardent  all  peHimi'd  with  aatire  sndla; 
Where  carv'd  Priapna  haa  kia  fiz*d  abode, 
The  lobber^a  terrour,  and  the  scan  crow  god. 
Wild  tkyme  and  pine-treetirom  tfaeir  barreo  luB 
Transplant,  and  norae  them  in  the  oeigfabowrńig 

aoil. 
Set  Ihiit-treM  round,  nor  e'er  indolge  th j  aiolli. 
But  water  them,  and  urge  their  shady  groirtk. 

And  here,  perfaaps,  were  not  I  giving  o*ery 
And  striking  satl,  and  makingto  the  abore, 
Vd  show  what  art  the  gardener'a  toila  reąoire^ 
Why  roay  pmstum  bhishes  twice  a  year: 
What  ttieams  the  Terdant  auocory  wmppUj, 
And  how  the  thinty  plant  drinks  rirera  diy; 
What  with  a  cfaeetftil  green  doea  parały  ^raee; 
And  writhea  the  bellying  encumber  along  tki 

twisted  giaai; 
Mor  would  I  pass  the  aoft  aeanibas  o^er, 
Iry  nor  myrtle-treea  that  love  the  shoie; 
Nur  dallbdils,  that  late  from  eaith^salaw  wonfc 
Unnuaple  their  swoln  bada,  awi  show  tkeir  yci^ 
Iow  bloom. 
For  once  I  saw  in  the  Tarentine  rato, 
Where  slow  Galesus  drencht  tka  washy  totl, 
An  old  Gorycian  yeoraan,  who  had  got 
A  few  negtocted  acrea  to  his  lot, 
Where  neither  córa  nor  pastnre  grac*d  the  JMH, 
Nor  would  the  rine  ber  purple  harreat  yield; 
But  sarory  herbs  among  the  thoms  were  found, 
Yerrain  and  poppy  flowers  hia  garden  crown^ 
And  drooping  liiies  whitte*d  all  the  ground. 
Blest  with  tbśse  ricbes  he  could  empiras  sligfal^ 
And  when  he  rrsted  from  hts  toils  at  Bigkt» 
The  earth  nnpurchaa*d  daintiea  wouJd  afiM, 
And  his  own  garden  fnmish  out  his  board: 
The  spring  did  first  his  opeaing^roaes  blow, 
First  ripening  antumn  bent  hia  fruitlid  bough. 
When  piercing  colds  had  bnrst  thebrittle 
And  freeaing  rirers  stiflbuM  as  they  run, 
He  then  would  prune  the  tenderest  of  his 
Chide  thelatespring,  and  lingering western  breese; 
His  bees  first  swarm^d,  and  madę  his  resfeęla  foam 
With  the  rich  8queexing  of  the  juicy  comb. 
Here  lindoiis  and  the  sappy  pine  iDcreaa*d; 
Here,  wben  gay  flowers  his  smiling  orchaid  dica^ 
As  many  błoasoms  as  the  spring  could  abow, 
So  many  dangling  apples  meUow'd  on  the  bo^gl^ 
In  rows  his  elms  and  knotty  pear-trees  bloom* 
And  thoms  ennobled  now  to  bear  a  plum^ 
And  spread  i  ng  plane-trees,  wbeie  sopmely  laid 
He  now  enjoys  the  cool,  and  qttafib  bencath  tht 
But  thes  '  for  want  of  room  1  must  omit,     [sbade. 
And  lea^e  for  fiiture  poets  to  recite. 

Now  iMl  procced  their  natnres  todaclnre^ 
Which  JoT«  himself  did  on  the  be^  otfśeti 
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ecania,  ioYłted  by  tte  timlMnl*t  tooflid, 
odg'd  ID  a  caye  th*  ahnighty  babę  they  fonnd, 
nd  the  yoang  god  nurat  kindly  under  groand. 
Of  aU  tbe  wing^d  iobabitanti  of  air, 
hese  only  make  tbeir  yoang  the  public  care; 

I  well-difpoe*d  fodetiet  they  li^e, 
ud  laws  and  statates  regnlate  thetr  bife ; 
or  sŁrey,  like  otben,  tinconfln'd  abroad, 
ot  know  set  stations,  and  a  ftc^d  abóde. 
ach  provident  of  cold  in  mimmer  flSes 
hro*  flelds,  aod  woods,  to  seek  for  new  tappliet, 
nd  in  the  oommon  stock  unlades  his  thighs. 
ENne  watch  tbe  food,  some  in  the  mradows  ply, 
aste  eTery  bud,  and  suck  each  blossom  dry ; 
^hiUt  othera,  labouring  in  their  cells  at  home, 
emper  Narcissos'  clammy  tears  with  gum, 
or  the  firstgroand-work  of  the  golden  comb; 
Ni  this  tbey  found  their  waxen  works,  and  raise 
lie  yellow  iabric  on  its  gluey  base. 

ome  edncate  the  young,  or  hatch  the  secd 
Viih  vital  warmth,  and  fiiture  nations  breed; 
^hilst  others  thitfken  all  the  slimy  dews, 
Liid  into  purest  honey  work  the  juice; 
"hen  fil]  the  hollows  of  the  oomb,  and  twell 
Tith  luscious  nectar  eyery  flowing  celi. 
ly  tams  they  watch,  by  tums  with  curiout  eyes 
urvey  the  Heayens,  aiid  search  tbe  clouded  skies 
'o  find  out  breeding  itomM,  and  tell  wfaat  tern 

pests  rise. 
iy  tanw  they  ease  the  loaden  swanns,  or  driye 
lie  drone,  a  lazy  insect,  finom  their  hire. 
'be  woric  is  wannly  ply'd  through  all  the  cells, 
ud  strong  with  thymethe  new-made  honey  smells. 
So  in  their  cares  the  brawny  Cyclopa  sweat, 
Vhen  with  huge  ttrokes  the  stnbbom  wedge  they 

beat, 
ind  all  th*  unthapen  thunder-boltcomplete; 
Jtemately  their  hammers  rise  and  fali ; 
niilat  gripingtongt  tum  round.the  glowing  bąll. 
I^ith  puffing  bellows  some  the  flames  increaae, 
ind  some  in  waters  dip  the  bissing  mass; 
lieir  beaten  anvil9  dreadfiilly  resound, 
ud  JEtnm  shakes  all  o^er  and  thunders  under 

ground. 
Thus,  if  great  things  we  may  with  smali  compare, 
he  busy  swarms  their  difierent  labouis  sbare. 
^ire  of  profit  urges  all  degrees;. 
be  aged  insects,  by  experience  wise, 
ttend  the  comb,  and  fiuhion  erery  part, 
nd  shape  the  wazen  firet-workout  with  art: 
lie  yoong  at  night,  returning  from  their  toils, 
ring  home  their  thighs  clog^d  with  the  meadowi 
*n  larender  and  saffron-buds  they  feed,     [spoils. 

II  bending  osiers,  and  the  balmy  reed: 
n>m  purple  violets  and  the  teile  they  bring 
lieir  gather'd  sweets,  and  rifle  all  the  spring: 

All  work  together,  all  together  rest« 
lie  morning  ttill  renews  their  labours  part; 
hen  all  rush  out,  their  difierenttaskspunne, 
it  on  the  bloom,  and  suck  the  ripening  dew; 
gain  when  evening  wams  them  to  their  home, 
''ith  weary  wings,  and  heayy  thighs  tbey  come, 
nd  crowd  about  tbe  chłnk,and  mix  adrowsy  bum. 
ito  their  cells  at  length  they  gently  creep, 
here  All  the  night  their  peaceAil  station  keep» 
Trapt  up  in  si  lence,  and  dissolT*d  in  deep. 
one  rangę  abroad  when  winds  and  storms  are  nigh, 
or  trust  their  bodies  to  a  fiuthleas  sky, 
at  make  smali  joumeys,  wHh  a  careftil  wing, 
sd  fly  to  watar  at  a  neighbouiing  spring; 


JUck  leśt  their  airy  bodiea  should  be  eaat 
In  restlesB  whirls,  the  sport  of.eyery  blast, 
They  darry  stones  to  poise  them  in  their  ilight^ 
As  bąllast  keeps  th'  unsteady  yessel  rigbt. 

But  of  all  customs  that  the  bees  can  boast, 
'Tis  this  may  challenge  admintion  most; 
Thatnotte  will  Hymen*s  softer  joys  approye. 
Nor  waste  their  spirits  in  luxurious  love. 
But  ali  a  long  yirginity  maintain, 
And  bring  f>rtb  young  without  a  mother^s  panu 
From  herbs  and  flowers  they  pick  each  tender  bee^ 
And  coli  from  plants  a  buzaing  progeny ; 
Prom  these  they  choose  out  subjects,  and  create 
A  little  monarch  of  the  rising  state ; 
Then  boild  wax  kingdoms  fbr  the  infant  prinoe. 
And  form  a  palące  for  his  residence. 

But  often  in  their  journeys,  as  they  fly, 
On  flints  they  tear  their  silken  wings,  or  lie 
Oroyeling  beneath  their  flowery  load,  and  die. 
Thus  love  of  honey  can  an  insect  fire. 
And  in  a  fly  such  gencrous  thoughts  inspirtt. 
Yet  by  repeopling  their  decaying  state, 
Tho*  seven  short  springs  conclude  their  vital  date^ 
Their  aacient  stocks  etemally  remain, 
And  in  an  endless  race  tbeir  children*s  childroik 
reign. 

No  prostrate  yasrnl  of  the  east  can  morr 
With  slarish  fear  his  mighty  prince  adore ; 
His  life  onitet  them  alt ;  but  when  he  dies, 
All  in  loud  tumults  and  distiactions  rise; 
Tbey  waste  their  heney  and  their  eombsdelace. 
And  wild  confinion  reigns  in  eyery  place. 
Him  nil  admire,  all  the  great  guaidian  own. 
And  crowd  about  his  courts,  and  buzz  about  hit 

throne* 
Oft  on  their  backs  their  weary  piince  they  bear, 
Oft  in  his  cause  embattled  in  tbe  air, 
Pursue  a  glorions  death,  in  woimds  and  war. 

Some  finom  such  instances  as  these  haye  taqght, 
"  The  bees  extract  is  heavenly;  for  they  thought 
Tbeuniyersealiye;  and  that  a  soul, 
Difii]s*d  thronghoutthe  matter  of  the  whole. 
To  all  the  vast  unbounded  tnme  was  giyen. 
And  ran  thro*  earth,  and  air,  and  sea,  and  al]  th« 

deepofheayen; 
That  this  first  kindled  life  in  man  and  beast, 
Life  that  again  flows  into  this  at  lasL 
Tliat  no  compoonded  aaimal  conld  die. 
But  when  distolyd,  the  spirit  mounted  higfa» 
Dwelt  in  a  star,  and  settled  in  the  sky/' 

WlieneVr  their  balmy  sweets  you  mean  to  seize. 
And  take  the  liquid  labours  of  tbe  bees, 
Spict  dnnghts  of  water  fromyour  mootfa,  and  driytf 
A  loafthsome  doud  of  smoke  amidst  tbeir  hiye. 

Twice  in  the  year  their  flowery  toils  begin. 
And  twice  they  fetch  their  dewy  harrest  in  ; 
Onoe  when  the  loyelyPleiades  arise. 
And  add  firesh  lustre  to  the  summer  skies: 
And  onoe  when  hastening  firom  the  wateiy  sign 
They  quit  their  station,  and  forbear  to  shioe. 

The  bees  are  prone  to  ragę,  and  often  found 
To  perish  for  reyenge,  and  die  upon  the  wound ; 
Their  yeiiom'd  sting  produces  achiug  pains. 
And  swdls  the  flesfa,  and  shoots  among  the  yeinSb 

When  first  a  cold  hard  winter^s  storms  arrive. 
And  threaten  death  or  famine  to  their  hiye, 
If  now  their  sinking  state  and  Iow  affairs 
Can  moye  your  pity  and  proyoke  your  carea, 
Fresh  burning  thyme  before  their  cells  conyey^ 
And  out  their  dry  and  husky  wax  away; 
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For  often  lisardcieise  the  Intdous  ipoib^ 
Or  drones  tbat  riot  on  anotbei^s  toiU  s 
Ofi  brooda  of  mothr  infesttbe  hongry  gwaimfy 
And  oft  the  fuńonai  wwp  th«ir  hiva  alarmi> 
-  With  louder  huoi»,  and  with  unoąnal  aitna; 
Or  else  tha  spider  at  the  entranoe  seta 
Her  «Darea»  and  apwa  b«r  bowida  ioto  fieti. 

Wben  aickncaa  reigaa  (forthejr  aa  wełl  aa  we 
Teel  all  th*  effecta  of  frail  niorUUtyX 
By  certain  matrke  tbe  new  diaeasa  U  seen, 
Tbeir  eolowr  cbai^gei,  and  tbeir  looka  ara  tbia, 
Their  fulieral  righU  are  form^d,  and  c^ery  bee 
With  ^ief  attenda  tbftaad  aolrainity  ; 
The  few  diseas^d  aarviv^an  bang  before 
Their  atckly  celU»  and  dvoop  about  the  door» 
Or  dowly  in  tbeir  tatves  their  liinba  unfold* 
Shnink  np  with  banger^  aod  beiHirab'd  with  oold; 
In  drawling  bHUit  tbe  feeUe  inaecta  frrievc, 
Andddefid  bnzcea  ecbo  tbrougb  tbe  bive» 
Like  winda  tbat  softly  iii«raEMir  tłmmgb  the  treea, 
like  flamea  pent  up,  or  like  ittiriag  leaa. 
Now  lay  freah  hoaey  near  tbeir  empty  rooaa» 
In  tiougha  of  boU<yw  leeda^  whilst  frying  g«aa 
Cast  round  n  Iragrant  mist  of  apicy  fumes. 
Thns  kindły  teaMpit  tiie  famtab^d  tmwm  to  eat. 
And  gently  weonciletbem  to  tbeir  meat: 
Mix  iuiee  of  galla,  and  winę,  tbat  grow  in  tioie 
Condens*d  by  fire,  and  tbicken  to  a  sUme ; 
To  tbeae  dry'd  oosea,  thyme,  «nd  centaury  joio, 
And  raisiua  ripeiied  o»  tbe  P»ytbien  irine. 

Sesidt*  tbere  grows  »  flonrer  in  naraby  groand, 
Its  name  amelins,  eaay  to  be  ftMind; 
A  migłrfev  spring  worka  in  «ta  root,  nad  cłea^ea 
Tbe  spniuting  itaUit  wm^  ebowa  itaelf  in  leaves; 
The  flower  itaeif  laof  a  golden  bue« 
The  learv««  incKning  to.adnrker  bloe ; 
The  łeavea  shoot  thick  a^ont  the  Aowcr,  and  grow 
Into  a  bush,  and  aliade  tbe  twf  below : 
The  plmt,  in  boły  fwHMkłt,  often  twinea 
Tbe  altars'  poeta-  and  bcMtifiea  Che  abrin^i; 
Iti  tarte  iaahaap,  in  val«a  new-abom  U  grow^i. 
Where  MeHa*9  atreun-  in  watary  roaMa  «ow», 
Take  plenty  of  ka  tiooto,  olid  boil  tbem  wdl 
In  winę,  and  heaptbeai  op befora  the  ceU. 

Bat  if  the  whdleetook  fiaily  nwł  aione  amnriTe; 
To  raiae  new  people,and  rranittbe  Ufe, 
r\\  heie  the  gfeat  esperknent  dednm, 
That  spread  th>  Arcadian  ftepherd'* name ao  Ikr. 
How  beet  frtAwbłoodof  staaisAiter^d  bullabnwfled. 
And  swarnis  amidat  «fae  ved  comiiJtMn  bred.< 

For  where«i»  Bgvptlena  yearly  aet  tbeir  bonnds 
RefreahM  with  ilooda^wnd^Bail  abont  theirgraanda, 
Where  f>€r%\k  boiderr,  andthe*roUtag  Niie 
Drivefl  swiftiy  *"»*  the  awatihy  łndiaft8>.toil» 
Till  intb  90^^  it  «Mi(tiplie8  itaatream, 
And  fattens  Egypt  with  a  fmkAd  9li«e  t 
In  this  last  practiee  nil  tbeir  hupe  veiiMina» 
And  long  experieneej«ftifief  tbeir  paina. 

First  then  a  «4«)(«e  eenlra^ted  apaoe  of  geannd, 
With  8traiten*d  walta  nud  low^^builtroof  tbey fiwod  j 
A  liarrow  shefring  light  ta  iiext  aaaign^d 
To  all  the  quartef«,  one  to  etery  wind? 
Thro*  tbeae  the  głani?ingrayaobłiqoely  pieroet 
Hither  fhey  łcod  a  bnil  thafs  yonog  and  fierce, 
When  twn  ypara  gitiwth  of  bom  be  proudty  abowa^ 
And  fbakes  the  comely  temmrs  of  hia  browa: 
His  noae  and  montb,  tbe  arrennta  of  breath, 
They  inuzzie  wp,  attd  beat  his  liinba  to  death.    . 
With  riolanee  Co  life  and  stifling  pain 
He  fl  ings  and  apura*^  and  tiies  to  iBortiD  vaiD, 


Lood  heaty  mowa  fili  thłoktfB 

'Till  bis  btuia'd  bowala  bant within  the! 

When  dead,  they  kate  bim  aotting  on  tfsa 

With  braachea,  tbyiiie»aiid  «a    ~ 

All  thia is  dona  when  fifattiie< 

Becalms  the  year,  aad  aaioolhatiw 

Before  tbe  cbatfteńag  swaika 

Or  fiekla  in  8piing*a  embroidery  aiu  ńw90t, 

Mean  whiJe  the  tainted  jiuee  fiermenta  witiih^ 

And  qnickena  as  it  works:  aod  now  arć  acc^ 

A  wondrona  awarm*  thato*er  the  carcaa«  crawli^ 

Of  ahapeieas,  nide,  unfioish^d  animals : , 

No  1^8  at  first  tbe  toaect^s  weight  snataiii, 

At  length  it  moves  iis  new-made  limba  wifh  paia^ 

Now  strikes  the  air  with  qaivering  wings,  aUd  Uk$ 

To  lift  its  body  tip,  and  leams  to  rise ; 

Now  bending  thighs  and  gilded  winga  it  wean 

Fuli  grown,  and  all  the  bee  at  length  app6ars^ 

From  every  side  the  frajtful  carcaas  poura 

Ita  swanning  bix>od,  as  thick  as  summer  ńwmtn^  ^ 

Of  ńlf^tM  of  arrow?  from  tbe  Parthian  bowa,   , 

When  taanging  atrings  first  sbootthem  on  tbe  tfet, 

Thus  have  I  suug  the  naturę  of  tbe  bee  ^     .   , , 
While  Coesar,  towering  to  dirinity, 
The  frighted  Indiana  wilb  his  thunder  aw'd^ 
Aad  claim*cl  tbeir  homage  and  oomnien(fd  a  god: 
I  flouriah*d  all  the  while  in«ita  of  peace, 
Retii^d  and  ahelter^d  in  ingloriona  eaae: 
i  who  before  the  songs  of  ahepherda  madę, 
Wben  gay  and  young  my  niral  lays  t  pUy'd^ .. 
And  aetmy  Tityrusbencath  his  abade. 


A    SONG, 


• 


POR  IT.  CBCIUA*8  DAT»  AT  OXIO] 

Ceciłia,  wboae  exa1ted  hymn^ 

With  joy  and  wonder  fili  the  blest, 
In  choirs  of  waitbKng  seraphima 

Known  and  distingui.s)i!4  fooP  ^^ 
Attend,  barmonious  saint,  and  aea 
Thy  yocal  aoos  of  baonom^; 
Attend,  harmonious  saiot,  and  bear  (^prą|Q«a; 

Enltven  allourearthty  airs,  pftee: 

And,  aa  thou  siag^at  Łby  God,  teach  na  ta  cńig-af 
Tune  erery  strinff  and  etery  tpofinc,  > 
Be  thou  tbe  Bi^use  and  aulgect  of  oor 


t^  all  Oeei11a*s'pr«nśeprMlaim, - 
Emf^j  tbe  ecbo  in  bername. 
Hark  bow  t^  ffttfeM  ahd  tniMip 
Atbrlg^fCecilia^a  nKme,  tbeir lay^; 
The  organ  laboort  in  ber  prałie.' 
CeciUa^  itame  dote'^11  odr  Mta/bert^rmciś, 
From  ef^cy  vofC«rtbe  togfifiiLaGfiSGbrfl; 
Iń  soaring  t^eblea  noiHt  rises  hig«; '    ' 
Ańd  now  it  sinlte  attd  fiwcAla  opett  tbeiMtei 
Cecilia'8  nametbnT  sfl  the  if6teawe«ii%; 
Tbe  work  of  etety  skflftfitettgde^ 

Tbe  soilbd  of  eyery  tredibling  ^s^ag,  • 
Tbe  sound  aitdtiHiBipbof<Nir  aong. 


•V 


?tVc 


^* 


F<>r  eter  oanaacnte  4bada|r, 

To  muaic  awi  'Gaottia; 
Masie  the  greateat  good  tha* 

And  all  <3f  Oeatea  wa  bate^alow. 

Maaic  casi  noble  biats  iBqpbit»  - 

Engender  iVwy«  kiudłOtlote;, 
With  nnauapeoted  elo^neaoe  can  aiot«^  • 
And  managa  aU  thenHB  witbatGni  «rl». 


ACCOUNT  OP  THE  GREATEST  ENOL1SH  POETS. 


"When  Orpheas  fltriket  the  tremblinic  lyre, 
The  streams  stand  still,  the  ytones  admirej 
Tbe  listeninfr  sava|re8  adraoce, 

The  wolf  and  Umb  aroand  himtripr^ 
Tbe  beart  in  awkward  meaiures  ieap. 
And  tigere  mingle  in  thcdance. 
rb«  moving  woods  attrnded  as  he  play^d^ 
ind  Rhodope  was  left  without  a  shade. 

Musie  religious  heats  inspires, 
It  wakes  the  souł,  and  lifta  it  high. 

And  wings  it  with  sublime  desires. 
And  fits  it  to  bespeak  the  Deity. 
rb*  Alinigfaty  listens  to  a  tuneful  tongue, 
ind  aeema  well-pleasM  and  couited  with  a  song. 

Soft  inoving  sounds  and  heayenly  aira  [prayen. 
3-iTe  lorce  to  erery  word,  and  recominayl  onr 

When  time  itself  sball  be  no  mon. 

And  a]]  things  in  coniusion  hurrd, 

Mnsic  sball  then  exert  its  power, 
lad  aomid  surriTe  the  ruins  of  the  world: 

Then  saints  and  angels  shall  agree 

In  one  etemal  jubiloe : 
Ul  Heaven  shalJ  echo  witb  their  hymns  divine» 

And  God  bimself  with  pleasure  see 
rbe  irbole  creation  in  a  cborus  join* 

'  CHORUI. 

CoDsecnie  tbe  place  and  day 

Tot  musie  and  Cecilja. 

JjBt  no  ruugh  winds  approacb,  nor  dart 

1ttvade  the  hallow*d  bounds, 
NOr  rudely  shake  the  tuneful  air, 

Nor  spoil  the  fleeting  sounds. 
Nor  inoumful  sigh  nor  groan  be  heaid. 

But  gladnessdweU  on  every  tongue; 
Whilst  al],  with  voice  and'8trings  prepar^d, 

Keep  np  the  loud  harmonious  song* 
And  imitate  the  blest  abore, 
Ib  joy,  and  harmony,  and  love. 
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AK  ACCOTHT 

Or  TBE  GlłEATEST  ENGUSH  POETS. 

TO  MA.  HmAY  SACBKYUIEU.,  APBIŁ  3,  JC94. 

^Ncni,  dearest  Harry,  you  will  needs  re^uest 
i  short  aoeonnt  of  all  the  muse-posaest, 
liat,  down  from  Chancei^s  days  to  Dryden^stinieiy 
laTe  tpent  their  noble  tage  in  British  rhymes  j 
Vithout  morę  preiace,  writ  in  formal  length, 
*o  speak  the  undertaker^s  want  of  strengtb^ 
*ll  try  to  make  their  se^eral  beantiet  known, 
Lnd.fhow  their  Terses  worth,though  not  my  own. 

Long  had  our  dali  forefathers  slept  supine, 
lorfelt  the  raptures  of  the  tuneful  Nioe^ 
*iłl  Chanfer  iirst,  a  merry  bard,  arose, 
ind  many  a  story  told  in  rhyme  and  proae. 
lat  age  has  rusted  what  the  poet  writ, 
ITorn  out  his  language,  and  obscur^d  his  wit : 
n  rain  he  jests  in  his  unpolishM  strain, 
kod  tries  to  make  his  readersiaugh  in  vain. 

Old  SpeaKj^nesety  warm'd  with  poetic  ragę, 
a  ancient  tales  amus'd  a  barbarons  age  ^ 
kn  age  that  yet  uncultiyate  and  mde, 
ITbere^r  tbe  poet's  iancy  led,  pursued 
lirough  pathłess  fields,  and  anfrequented  iloods, 
'odens  of  dragons,  and  encha^tited  iro^ds. 
kit  now  the  mystic  tale,  that  pleasM  oCyore, 
'«n  charm  an  understanding  age-no  morę  ^ 


The  loDg-spnn  allegories  ftilsome  grow, 
While  the  dul!  morał  lies  too  plain  below. 
We  view  well-pleasd  at  distance  all  the  sigfats, 
Of  anns  and  palfries,  battles,  fields,  and-fights^ 
And  damsels  in  distress,  and  court:>ous  kuights. 
Bot^  when  we  look  too  ^nesir,  the  shades  decay. 
And  all  tbe  pleasing  landscape  fades  away. 

Oreat  Cowley  then  (a  mighty  genias)  wrote, 
0]ei^ron  with  wit,  and  larish  of  his  thooght: 
His  tums  too  elosely  on  the  reader  press: 
He  morę  had  płeasM  us,  had  he  pleasM  ns  less.   * 
One  glittering  thought  no  sooner  strikes  our  tyt^ 
With  silent  wonder,  bat  new  wonders  riae.  * 

As  in  the  milky  wsry  a  shining  white 
O^erflows  tiie  Hearens  Iritb  one  eonttnnid  ligbt; 
That  not  a  single  star  can  show  his  rays, 
Whilst  jointly  all  promote  the  oommon  blazc 
Pardon,  great  poet,  that  1  dare  to  name 
Th'  umrambcf^  beaoties  of  thy  rtn%  with  bianie; 
Thy  fiiult  is  only  wit  inits  excess: 
But  wit  like  thtne  in  any  shape  will  pleaae. 
What  Muse^but  tbine  can  equal  hints  insptre. 
And  fit  the  deep-rooath'd  Pindar  to  thy  lyre: 
Piodar,  whom  others  in  a  labourM  strain, 
And  IbrcM  e^pr^sion,  imitate  in  ^ain  ? 
Well-pleasMin  thee  he  soars  with  new  ddighty 
And  plays  in  morę  nnbonnded  rerse,  and  takes  a 
nobler  flight.  [layt 

Blest  man !  whose  spotless  tifb  and  charming 
Employ*d  the  tuneful  prelate  in  thy  praise; 
Blest  man!  who  now  shall  be  for  e^er  known, 
In  Sprat'8  successfnl  labotirs  and  thy  own. 

But  Milton  next,  with  high  and  haughty  stalk, 
Unfettei^d  in  mąyestie  numbers  walks: 
No  Tnlgar  bero  can  his  Muse  engage ; 
Nor  Earth*s  wide  scenę  confine  bis  hallow'd  ragę. 
See !  see  ^he  upwards  springs,  and  towering  bigb 
Spurns  the  duli  province  of  moitality, 
Shakcs  Hearen^s  eternal  throne  with  dire  ahuma, 
And-sets  th'  Almighty  thunderer  in  anns. 
Whate*er  his  pen  describes  I  morę  than  8ee» 
Whilst  erery  versc,  arrayM  in  majesty, 
Boid  and  sablime,  my  whole  attention  draws. 
And  seems  above  the  critict  nicer  ląwi. 
How  are  yon  strack  with  terroor  and  delight, 
When  angel  with  arch-aagel  copea  in  fight! 
When  great  Messiah's  out-spread  banner  shinei, 
How  does  the  chariot  rattle  in  his  lines! 
What  sound  of  brasen  wheels,  what  thander,  acarc^ 
And  stun  the  reader  with  the  din  of  war! 
With  fcar  my  spirits  and  my  blood  retire, 
To  see  tbe  seraphs  sunk  in  clouds  of  flrcT; 
But  when,  with  eager  steps,  fh>m  hence  I  ris^ 
And  yiew  tbe  first  gay  scenes  of  Faradite; 
What  tongue,  what  words  of  raptnre  can  ezpits9 
A  ▼ision  so  proAise  of  pleasantness! 
Oh,  had  the  poet  nc*ef  prt»ran'd  his  pen, 
To  yamish  o'er  the  guilt  of  foithless  men ; 
His  other  works  might  have  desery'd  applause ! 
But  now  tbe  language  can*t  snpport  tbe  cause; 
While  the  clean  curr<>nt,  thoagh  serene  and  brigbl^ 
Betraya  a  bottom  odious  to  the  sight. 

But  now,  my  Muse,  a  softer  strain  r«hearse. 
Tum  eyery  linę  with  art,  and  smooth  thy  verse; 
The  conrtly  Waller  next  commands  thy  lays : 
Muse,  tune  thy  rerse,  with  art,  to  Wa]ler's  praise; 
While  tender  airs  and  lorely  dames  inspire 
Soft  mciting  thoughts,and  propagate  desire : 
So  long  shsdl  Walltr^s  strains  our  passion  aov^ 
And  Sacchuif ••'•  beaufy  kindlę  loye« 

M  M 


JSO 


Asnmoin'B  roatt. 


Can   Bfk&  tbe  v»m|iiiih*d   ci^miCi    th^  otmud 

Tliy  rerae  can  show  •*eii  Cronwvn*«  iMMOMice, 
And  complinent  the  stom  tbat  borę  hin  kemn, 
Oli,  bftd  tby  AAuat-  not  oodm  an  a^  too  toou. 
But  leen  great  Saacau  od  the  BriUah  tbrone ! 
Hem  had  hit  triumplia  glittorM  in  tby  p«fl^» 
And  wanii*d  Ibae  to  a  morę  asalted  ragę ! 
ly  bat  scenes  of  death  and  horroar  bad  wa  witm'Ą, 
Aud  buw  bad  Buyne'^  wida  conreat  raak'd  id 

blood! 
Or  if  Maria'8  cbarms  tboii  iroiiIdH  relwarWy 
In  smootber  nwaben  and  a  aofter  verte ; 
Thy  pm  iiad  aeil  deccnb'd  ber  gniceliil  air. 
And  Gloriaaa  would  hav«  aeeBi^d  BMire  fair. 
Nor  mait  RoscomnoA  paai  aefleded  by, 
Tbat  makes  «*en  ruii«  a  noble  |XM»try : 
IUilt«  wbose  deep  aaiMe  aad  bemdy  ambm 

show 
Tho  be<  of  critict,  and  of  po<tta  too. 
NoTj  Denbaa,  oust  «r  e*er  tbi^t  tby  atraiaa, 
Wbiie  Cofiper't  UJl  oenunatids  tbe  seigbbmiriof 
plaina. 
But  aee  wbei*  artiid  Drydcn  t>ext  a|ypeait, 
Grown  oM  io  rbyme,  but  cbaimiag  e'eD  in  yeaia. 
Gieat  Diyden  ne»t,  wbose  tuneful  Muaeaffoide 
7*be  ew«>ete8t  numbere,  and  tbe  fittest  words. 
WheŁher  in  comic  soundt  or  tragic  airt 
She  forma  ber  Toioe,  she  moTeton^  imikt  or  tearf : 
If  satire  or  beroic  strains  sbe  writea, 
Her  bero  pleases,  and  ber  latire  bites. 
Froan  ber  oo  banh  unartful  aunaU^rs  fali, 
Shc  weam  aU  dre»sc8,  and  sbe  chaims  io  alL 
Howinif(bt  wefear  our  English  pofitry, 
Tbat  Jong  bas  floartab^d,  ahoułd  decay  «itb  tbee; 
pid  not  the  Motoft'  otber  bope  appear, 
Harmooious  Congreve,  and  ft>rbid  our  (bnr: 
Congrcve !  whoie  fan€y*s  ttueshauftecl  ttore 
Has  givt;ii  sklrcady  macb,  and  promwM  mora. 
CoDg«cvc  sbail-«till  preserze  tby  femealirey 
A  lid  Drydeu's  Mu»e  sball  io  bis  fńend  surrive. 
Tm  tir'd  witb   ibymiog,  aad  would  fiua  gire 
o'er, 
But  jo»tke  stiil  demandn  one  labcur  morę: 
Tbe  nobie  Moutague.remains  unnamM, 
For  wit,  for  huniuur,  and  for  jir^ementfam^d^ 
To  Dorset  he  din^cts  hisartful  Mtisc, 
)n  Diunbers  surb  as  Dor*et^s  seif  inight  osa  , 
How  negtige.łtiy  gracrful  be  lumins 
His  ret-se,  snH  vit%te9  i  u  loose  (cniiliar  strainsj 
How  NasfauN  godłike  acts  adom  his  lincs, 
Aud  all  tl.e  beto  in  fiill  glory  shitfcs! 
"Wn  fte   bis  a  my  set  io  jusŁ  arrav, 
Aud  B  yiie*s  dy*d  wavcs  run  pui[  le  to  tbe  sea. 
Nor  Simois  ehok^d  witb  men,  and  anas*  and 

blood, 
Nor  I  o  pid  Xantbns*  retebrafed  6ood, 
Sball  U>nger  be  thc  poet*8  hi  .hc-st  ttiemes, 
Though  gitd»  and  beroes  fought  prcoiiscnoos  in 

tbeir  słream^. 
But  now,  to  NassauN  sceret  coundls  raift*d« 
He  aids  the  bero,  whom  before  be  praibM. 
IWedo^e  at  lengtbj  aud  now,  dear  firicnd,  re> 
ccłve 
The  la>t  poor  present  that  my  Muse  can  give> 
I  lcave  tłin  arts  of  |>oitr>'  and  ver8e 
To  themtbat  practise  th«'m  with  moie  snccess. 
Of  graater  tniths  Tli  new  preparcto  t<;ll. 
And  tomt  one«,4ear  firtandoud  Muae^  £u«#clh 


A  isTTEn  noM  mitr, 

TOTBl  AIGBT  HOM.  CHARŁEt  LOKO  HAUrAZ,!! 
TBfi  y«A«  MOCCŁ 

8alve  magna  parens  frugnm  Satumia  tclloa* 
Magna  virikm !  tibi  r«s  antiqoa  'audis  &  ortio 
A  ggredior,  tanctos  aUMis  recludere  footeo. 

ViBG.  Geois*.  i2* 

Wbiu  yim,  Biy^  hnd,  the  rwml  Mmdes  admiii^ 
And  from  Britannia^s  pahKe  post*  reCire, 
Nor  looger,  ber  amgritefial  aons  to  pleaae^ 
For  tbeir  adyantageaaerMce^oiir  ease; 
Me  into  fei«9gn  rsahns  my  Ibte  eonreys 
Thruugb  natfona  (itritfbl  of  immorfal  lays^ 
Wheiw  tbe  soft  aeason  and  forrCinf  dime 
Conspire  Io  trooble  yonr  tepote  witb  Hiyme. 

For  whereMK^ar  I  tam  my  faTiiih'd  <*yes,  ' 
Gay  gilded  sreftet  and  iłfining  praepicts  ni?,     . 
Poctic  llelda  eneompate  me  aroond, 
Andstill  I  seam  Io  ticnd  on  cłassir  g^THind; 
For  berę  tbe  Mnae  so  oftiier  harp  has  strnng, 
Tbat  not  o  momitain  ream  ita  hesd  unsung, 
Renown*d  in  verseencb«bady  tbirket  gm^-i^ 
And  erery  stream  i  n  bearenfy  ttumfaers  flows. 

How  am  I  pleas*d  io  seardi  tbe  htlls  and  woedi 
For  rising  spriog^  and  ce1«4>rated  floodn ! 
To  view  the  Nar,  tumulttious  in  his  eonrse. 
And  tracę  the  smootb  Ciitnmcus  to  his  soufCe, 
To  see  the  Mincio  draw  his  watery  storę, 
ThnMigh  the  h)ng  windingi»  of  a  fi  uitfiil  iihore, 
A  im!  hoary  A  łbu  la's  i  nfected  tirle 
OVr  the  wami  bed  of  smoking  safpbtur  gtide. 

Fir'd  with  a  thon^and  raptnres,  I  sunrey 
Eridaiitts  through  flowery  nieadows  ttray, 
The  kingof  floods!  that,  rolting  o'crthe  plalnfl^ 
The  towering  Afps  ofhalftheirinoisturednih»s^ 
And  proudly  swoln  with  a  whotewmter^s  snowi^ 
Distribntes  weaHh  and  plenty  wh^re  be  Bews. ' 

Sometnne«,  mi^guided  by  Łhe  tunefbl  throogg 
I  look  fbrstreams  immorfałisM  in  song, 
That  lufct  in  siłence  aod  obliTion  łie, 
(Dumb  are  iheir  fountaine  and  lbelr«hMmeb4(y) 
Yet  run  for  f  vor  by  the  Mus^^  skill, 
Aad  i  a  the  anooth  dcieriprton  fiHumnr  alii. 

S^wietimos  to  ^rntło  Tiber  I  retire^  ^ 

And  thc  fumM  river*a  esipty  ahoret  admiae, 
That  destitute  of  6tivngtb  dori^es  Ha^oonse 
From  th:iO:y  ums  aud  aa  iMiłhiitfiil  acnuoei 
Y(  t  8ung  ao  uilt- u  i  u  p  etir  laya, 
With  «coru  the  Daimboond  the  Nile  annreyf^ 
Su  high  the  deatbless  Muae  exaU»  ber  theme! 
Such  WAP  łbe  Boyne,  a  poor  inglorioits 
Tbat  in  Hibern^an  vaicB  obscurely  Ktray*d» 
And  unob8erv*d  inf^ild  m««nd«rspIoy*^$ 
Tilt  hy  yuur  iinos  and  Nassau^s  swofd  ranfam^ 
Us  tisifig  tilluws  tbroi^h  tbe  wovld  rofo^undy 
W1ifcrv*er  tho  hero's  godJike  acŁ<  can  piei^e, 
Or  where  the  famę  ofan  immortal  ««rae. 

Oh  could  tbe  Muae  my  rayi!4i*d  breait  ioflpiia 
With  waroit]!  iike  yours,  and  raiteaD  eqaal  fii«^ 
Uniiumber^d  beantaca  in  my  vPtseaboiiłd  akins^ 
And  Yirgirs  Italy  sbonid  yi^-td  te  mina!  . 

See  how  tbe  golden  ffroves  aroiiod  me  niilc^ 
Tbat  shun  the  coast  of  Britatn^  stormy  isle, 
Or,  wben  transplanted  ami  presew^d  with  cafe, 
Curse  the  colri  eiime,  and  ttar^-e  in  nortbcm  am 
Herę  kindly  warmth  tbeir  mounfeiiu  jnice 
To  noblei^taatei^jmd  aare  ejoŁtiMlaeaaiss 
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R'en  th*  row^  rnę^  m^  ttn^r  myrHe  bloęm^ 

\n4  tnnid^ą  w^e^s  Mnd  oijita  ricb  perfutne, 

)«ur  ip^  iDfoe  god,  ta  l^ftia^s  gnitle  tttiti, 

)r  cotrer  me  io  Uiabri«*s  greuao  rKreat^j 

Vhere  yirectern  srałeś  etem^ny  rettde, 

Ind  Ali  tb&ieason^  Uvish  qU  their  pride: 

SIOMomi,  and  fniiu,  ąnd  (lovei  s  togetb^r  ńt^ 

ind  tb€  whole  yeinr  ia  gay  cpufutioii  lies. 

-  Imowtal  gipries  in  0)y  GDin4revivp, 

Ind  i  o  my  iiOi4  ą  Iboiisand  pasfious  tAńre, 

V3i«pi  90aia'«  amlM  ^hiim  I  d0«cry 

tf ftf  nifioenl  ip  pil«fl  9f  ruin  Ue«  . 

ia  ami^biU^rari  amfMwag  beighl 

;iere  fiJJ^  my  eya  witb  terroor  «o4  d^f  bt, 

rhai  on  its  pNJt»lic  «bQV«  nnpcopled  Ęoti^Cy 

Ud  hM,  oiipc^wded*  nalioM  ia  iu  womb : 

lere  pillars  rougb  witb  sculpture  iiMfot  tbe  Awa, 

Ind  Ii0r9  tb«  pmid  triumpbał  •rtsbes  rł«e» 

^'h^re  tbe  Qld  Eoin»«f(4Mtbk$s  ftcis  display 'd, 

rheir  \^t  di»88nevat9  progeoy  up^raid: 

(Vbole  ńrąrą  b«i|«  iurf  ąke  tb«  fields  below, 

lud  woaderfos  at  tbair  beigbt  tbrMogb  airy  aban- 

Slitt  to  naw  K(eM«  my  wai^deriag  Muta  rctiias^ 
Ind  the  dtimib  sbow  uf  br«atbiog  rocics  admirei; 
k¥bec«  tba  Kwootb  chM  aU  łt«  foroe  bai  ibowiiy 
liyl  «pftQu'd  ioU>  |«sb  the  rogged  stoae. 
[n  soleiBii  jMkiioe^  a  mąjrstic  band, 
fleroes,  aiwi  godu,  9ad  Roman  cpniuU  «tond, 
itera  tyrąaiB*  wtm  !tb<?ir  cruelties  reaowa, 
\nd  eaiperon  io  (Marian  ojiarbie  frown; 
t/Vhilatbf  brigbtdan)^,towbum  tb«y  bumblysnad^ 
StiU    8hov  the  cbarms  tbat  Łbdur  proud  beartf 
>   aufaduad. 

Fain  wottU  I  Bapb^ers  godlike  ait  reheatsa, 
A.nd  show  |h'imaióirtai  l«bour9  in  <my  Terye, 
nrbare  ftum  tke«iiigl«d  stroRgtb  of  sbadeand  ligbt 
K  oaw  craa^on  n4es  to  my  9ight» 
{iDcb  bea«-enly  Hgure^  from  his  peneil  floar, 
So  warm  with  life  bis  bkuded  coiours  gioir. 
^rom  Łbame  totb>me  witb  secfat  plauma  tost, 
kmidst  ^  soft  yaricty  I  'm  Lost: 
3ere  plaasing  airs  my  ravish*d  sool  aonfitMind 
HTith  ctcoUng  Hotai  and  iabyriotba  of  sound ; 
lerę  domes  %mA  temptea  riae  in  di»tant  yiews^ 
Ind  opentng  paiaoeft  iawite  my  Mjise* 

How  bas  kiad  lieaveB*adoru'd  tbe  happy  land. 
Kod  8cattar*d  Ueaungs  viŁh  awastafiil  band ! 
Sut  what  avaU  ter  ianexhmiafted  storaa, 
Her  bloumiag  Bi'łaotain«,  and  iier  sunny  shores, 
lVith  aU  tbe  gifta  tbat  Heaveu  and  Earth  impart, 
rhe  amiles  of  !f atore,  and  thą  charms  of  Art, 
^hiia  proud  oppressioa  in  bar  vaiłeyB  reigna^ 
Ind  tyranay  usurps  hćr  happy  plains^ 
rbe  poor  iabahitatit  bdK»lds  ia  Tąii) 
rhe  re<łdening  orange  snd  the  swelling  gram : 
loyless  besecs  the{;roa'ijaji:(4is  and  ^ints, 
Ind  in  tbe  myrlle's  fragrant  shade  repines: 
Starves,  in  the  midst  of  Nątui*  >  bounty  curst, 
Ind  i II  tbe  loaderi  viiieyard  dies  f>r  thirst. 

O  Liberty,  thou  gi*idcj&s  Jłeaveiily  br-gh V— '•^ 
?rofu8e  of  bliss,  and  prfjcnant  with  deligbt ! 
^tąwi  iil«aaitfes.in  Jtby  pre^ej^ce  reigv» 
Ind  smilinc  Plenty  I(\9uj«  thy  w:antoii  train; 
Saa^d  of  ber  load  Subjection  grows  morę  ligbt, 
ind  PoTerty  looks-Cbeerfal  ia  thv  śigbt; 
rhou  mak'«t  the  giwMHy  lace  of  Naturi^  gay» 
9ir*«t  beauty  to  the  Sua,  and  pleasure  to  the  day. 

Tbee,  geddess»  ibee,  Britanoia^s  isle  a4oMS| 
bw  fasa  alii  aft  Mltfuittad  aU  b^  storaa^ 


Haiir  pfl  iQ  ^eida  of  4ei|tb  thy  pmstnca  sought. 
Nor  tbiiiks  tbft  mighty  priae-toodeariy  boughtl 
On  ft^reigo  mountains  may  tbe  Sua  i«fioe 
The  grape'9  S(>fti«ice,  and  BiaMov  it  to  wina^ 
Witb  citroa  gvovea  adora  a  distaat  soii. 
And  tbe  iat  oiiire  iwall  witb  floads  of  oH :  . 
We  e»vy  mit  the  wamier  ciimai  tbat  iies 
Io  t^B  dićgrt^es  pf  morę  indulgeat  akiiif. 
Nor  at  the  ^oaffanast  oi  our  Hea^en  repine, 
Tb()9gb  o'«r  0«r  heads  Ibe  fruaao  Pia  ads  ghine : 
'Tts  Libeity  Uutt  croiras  Brifeamiia'*  isle,  < 
And  makts  ber  banan  rocks  and  ber  blaak  mou*- 
taia^smils^   - 

pthers  wiib  toweriag  pUaa  siaypiaasa  thasigbt, 
An<J  iathdff  proud  ajqpiiing  domasddrgfat; 
A  ni^r  toficb  to  tl^aatfuteiit  eaava8giw#, 
Or  teach  thnir  aniaiatedradM  to  Hve: 
'Titf  Britajo^s  oąre  to  walcb  f^ar  fiuropa^s  fitta. 
And  bpidi«  bKlanoeeach  cantcndtng  liUSe, 
To  threalea  bt>bl  presuinptuous  kings  wkb  war, 
Ąnd  answer  bar  sifiictad  ueigtibout*ii  piayet. 
The  Dane  and  S4M(de»  iK>aa'd  up  hy  derce  aiarms, 
Ble8«i  tbe  wtse  ooudnct  of  ber  pious  arms: 
Soon  as  ber  deets  appear,  their  terrours  jcease. 
And  oll  tha  nortfaeio  world  lies  hush*d  tn  peiteo. . 

Th'  ambitiotts  Oaul  bahoid^  witb  s»  cret  diaad 
,Iier  Ihttodar  aim^d  at  bis  aspiriag  head, 
And  faiu  ber  gud*Uice  sons  wmaid  disunita 
By  foręign  gojid,  or  by  ddraestic  spite : 
Bgt  strirca  in  rain  to  €oaqiwr  <"  dł%'i(i^ 
Wbcm  Nassnui^s  arms  de&od  aad  ctiUo$eis  guide. 

FiiM  with  the  name,  vhit?h  1  si>  ott  hava  fou&d 
The  distant  climes  and  dilStrant  toiA^ues  reaound^ 
1  bridie-ia  my  struggii^g  Musa  arith  pain« 
Tbat  loiigs  to  laneii  intaa  bołder  strain. 

Dut  I  've  aJready  troublod  you  too  ionf ; 
Nor  dare  attempt  a  aiom  adveBliu*oia4  song*. 
My  humbk  vMr8e  dt^mands  a  soiter  tfaema^ 
A  paioted  maadoar,  or  a  p«pviiBg  ktscam ; 
Uąfit  for  heroea:  wiiom  imsaoital  lays. 
And  lines  liica  Yirgtł^s*  or  iilus  youcs,abtfaldprai«a 
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T^IRD  JESĘID. 

Lo9T  in  tbe  giopmy  borra«r>  of  tha  oight. 
We  sUMcli^  upon  the  cpa»t  wb^^ce  /Etna  iw$f 
Horrid  and  was|»«  its  enlraiisfeaiignt  with  śret 
That  nf)vr  casts  out  dark  f«uaetf  a^  p«bchy  cftouds, 
Vast  showers  o€  Mbes  boyeriag  ia  the  smoke^ 
Now  beichas  m<i^n  ston^  aud  ruddy  damę 
lncei>at,  or  t^ars  up  motmtains  by  ibe  ruot9» 
Or  0łPN!p5  a  b4vke»  rock  aioj^  in  air.      v 
Tbe  botkom  works  wUh  smothar^d  fira,  iav«|lT'd 
An  p4^t!^niia4  l'apoana»,'St«iwij  aad  smoka* 

Ti«  ;i»id,  that  tbModeJ>-stvuck  Enca[adMS 
braraliag   benaalh  th*    incambeut    raountaio''! 

weigbt 

Lies  jptretcAk*d  ^pioa»  aternal  pfay  of  iamas; 
Atid  wheik  be  beave9  agaiast  tbe  boming  iuad, 
S«|ttctant>  ta  iuTort  bis  b«t>iJiBg  limos^ 
A  sudden  earthqaake  sbooU  througb  all  the  isle^ 
And  ^tna  thanders  dreaiifal  uader  grouad, 
Thenpours  outsmok^ia  MrreaitUiogcuriscoB^olT*^, 
And  shades  the  lk%a's  bńght  orb«  aod  btocs  out  day. 

Herę  in  the  sbeUer  af  ttia  wooda  ▼e  lodg^d, 
Ai4»jtfltt^iwwtd#ł«ayipmd»  ani  dkrnal  yaUs« 
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Vorm.w  flroni  wfacnrethey  came;  for  all  the  night 
A  murky  ttomi  d«cp  louriiifr  Cer  our  heada 
Hun^  inminent,  tbat  trith  impeiryious  gioom 
OpposM  iteelf  to  Cjnathia')!  silyer  ray, 
And  8had«)d  all  ben«ath.     Bat  nowthe  San 
Wtth  orient  beams  bad  cbas>d  the  dewy  night 
FromEarth  andHea^en ;  allnaturettood  ditclos'd : 
When  lookin^  on  the  neigfabonring  woods  wa  saw 
The  ghasUy  vifaf e  of  a  man  unknown/ 
An  unoouth  featnre,  mcasre,  pale,  and  wild; 
AfflioHon*8  foal  and  terrible  dismay 
£at  in  bis  looks,  bit  face  impair^d  and  wora 
With  marin  of  fiimine,  tpeaking  tore  distren; 
His  locks  were  taagled,  and  his  sbaggy  beard 
Itfatted  witb  flHh;  in  all  tbings  else  a  Oreek. 

He  6i»t  adrancM  in  baste;  bot  when  he  saw 
Trojana  and  Trojan  arms,  in  mid  career 
Stopt  ahort,  he  bąck  reooil^d  as  one  sorprisM: 
But  sorni  rrcoTering  speed,  he  ran,  he  flew 
Precipitant,  and  thns  with  piteons  eries 
Cur  ears  anail'd:  **  By  Heaven*t  eternal  Hres, 
By  every  god  that  sita  «nthroA'd  on  high, 
By  this  gooA  Ught,  relieTe  a  wretch  forlom. 
And  bear  me  henee  to  any  distant  shore, 
So  I  may  shnn  this  iavage  race  aocurst. 
*Tts  tme  I  fought  among  the  Greeks  that  late 
'With  eword  and  fire  o'ertumH  Keptnnian  Troy, 
And  laid  the  labomr  of  the  gods  in  dnst; 
For  which,  if  so  tbe  sad  offence  desenresi 
PlmigM  in  the  deep,  for  ever  let  me  He 
.  "Whełn^d  under  seas ;  if  death  must  be  my  doom, 
.  Let  m^n  inflict  it,  and  I  die  well  pleas^d." 

He  end«d  here,  and  now  proftise  of  tęari 
In  suppliant  mood  ftW  prostrate  at  onr  feet;' 
Webade  him  speak  ftom  whenee,  and  what  be  was, 
And  how  by  stress  of  fortnne  sunk  thns  Iow; 
Anchises  too  witb  friendly  aspect  miM 
Gave  him  his^aod,  sure  pledge  of  amity, 
When,  thns  enooQrag*d,  be  b^an  hia  tale. 

**  Vm  ońe,**  saysbe,  *<af  poordescent,  my  name 
Is  Achcmenides,  my  counUy  Greeoe, 
Ulysses'  sad  compeer,  who,  whilst  be  fled 
Th^  raging  Cydops,  left  me  berę  behind 
Diteonsolate,  Ibriorn  $  within  the  caTe 
He  left  me,  giant  Folypheme*s  daik  cave ; 
A  dunseon  wide  and  horrible,  tbe  walls 
On  an  sicfes  furr^d  with  mouldy  damps,  and  hung 
With  clots  of  ropy  gore,  and  human  iimbs. 
His  dire  repast:  himself  of  migbty  size, 
Hoaise  in  his  Toioe,  and  in  bis  risage  gTiin« 
Intractable,  that  riots  on  the  flesh 
Of  mortal  men,  and  swiHs  the  ntał  blood. 
Him  did  I  aee  snatch  ap  witb  horrid  grasp 
Two  BprawUnfc  Greeks,  in  either  hand  a  man: 
I  saw  bim  when  with  hoge  tempestuous  sway 
He  daiht  and  broke  them  on  tbe  gmndsH  edge; 
The  pai«ment  swam  in  blood,  the  walls  around 
'Werespatter'do*erwith  braina.  He  hpt  the  blood, 
And  cbewid  the  tender  flesh  alill  warm  with  life, 
That  sweird  and  heaT>d  ftself  amidst  his  teetb 
Aś  sensible  of  pain.    Not  less  mean  whfle 
Our  chief  łnrens*d,  andstodionB  of  rerenge. 
Plota  his  desCnietion,  wbich  he  thns  efl^cts: 
Tbe  giant,  gorg^d  with  flesh,  and  winę,  and  blood, 
Lay  streiiebt  at  lengtb  and  snorhig  in  bis  den, 
Belcbinjr  tnw  gobbets  from  his  maw,  o'ercharg*d 
With  porpte  winę  and  eruddled  gore  conftisM. 
We  gatb«r\l  ronnd,  and  to  hw  single  eye, 
The  siiH^e  eye  thnt  in  his  ^rehead  gtar^d 
IJkiS  a  fuli  ttooDj  or  ft  bronił  biunithM  shieid« 


A  ioricy  stafT  we  desctroudy  app1yVl^ 

Which,  in  the  spacious  socket  tumin^ 

Scoopt  out  tbe  big  round  jelly  from  its  orb. 

But  let  me  not  tbus  interpoae  deUys : 

Fly,  mortalSf  fly  this  ctirst  detested  race: 

A  hundred  of  the  same  stopendoas  rize,  * 

A  bundred  Cyclops  Uto  among  the  hiOs^ 

Oigantic  brotberhood,  that  stalk  along 

Witb  horrid  strides  o'er  the  high  mornitunś*  top% 

Enormoos  in  their  gait;  1  oft  hare  heaid 

Their  voice  and  trod ;  oft  seen  tbem  as  tbief  paf^ 

Sculkingand  srouringdown,  balf  dead  witb  ^c 

Tliriee  has  the  Moon  washM  aH  ber  otb  in  1igbt» 

7*hriee  trave^d  o*er  in  ber  obscure  sojoum 

Tbe  realms  of  night  ingforioos,  sance  rve  1iVd 

Amidst  these  woods,  gleaning  from  tlionis  aal 

sbrabs 
A  wretched  sustenance.'*    As  thns  be  spoke. 
We  saw  descending  from  a  neighbonring  hitt 
Blind  Polypheme ;  by  weary  stępa  «nd  slow 
The  groping  giant  with  a  tmnk  of  pioe 
£xplor'd  his  way :  around,  his  wootly  llodca 
Attended  grazłng:  to  tbe  weU^known  ahore 
He  bent  his  course,  and  on  tbe  margin  stood, 
A  hłdeons  monstCT,  terrible,  defuimM ; 
Fali  in  tbe  midst  of  his  high  fiont  tbere  gap'd 
Tbe  spacłous  bollow  where  his  eye-ball  iolł*d» 
A  ghastly  orifice;  he  rins*d  the  wound. 
And  wash^d  a  way  the  strines  and  <iotted  blood 
That  C9i['d within;  then  stalking  tiirongh  tbe decp 
He  fords  the  ocean ;  while  tbe  topmast  ware 
Scarce  reacbes  np  his  middłe  ńder  we  alood 
AmazM,  be  joire ;  a  sudden  borronr  ebM 
Ran  through  each  nerre,  and  tbrilf d  in  evenf  Teii% 
Tiil,  using  all  the  force  of  winds  ando«rs. 
We  spęd  away;  he  beard  ns  in  our  conne^ 
And  with  his  ontstreteh>d  arms  arocmd  bim  grap^ 
But,  finding  nought  within  his  reacfa,  be  rwasfÓ. 
Such  hideous  shoots  that  all  the  ocean  sfaook. 
Ev*n  Italy,  tbough  many  a  leagne  remote^ 
In  distant  echoes  answer*d;  Jfitna  rowńd^ 
Through  all  its  inmost  winding  cavems  roaiM> 

RousM  with  the  sound,  the  migbty  ^mStf 
Of  one-eyed  brothers  hatten  to  the 'ahore. 
And  gather  round  tbe  bellowing  Mypbeaie^ 
A  dire  assembly :  we  with  eager.ha^ 
Work  e^ery  one,  and  from  afiir  bebold 
A  hoat  of  giants  corering  all  tbe  shore. 

So  stands  a  forest  tal]  of  moontaitt  oaki 
AdrancM  to  mighty  growth:  the  liwyelier 
Hears  from  the  humble  valley  wbere  be  ńdeft 
Tbe  bollow  mnrmnrs  of  the  winda  Osat  blo«r 
Amidst  the  bougbs,  and  at  the  distaiice 
The  shady  tops  uf  trees  nnnumber*d  ńae^ 
A  stately  prospect,  waviBg  in  the  clomifc 
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TO  Htl  CKACE  THB  DUKE  OF  HAJUŁBQJMOBI^ 

-^ — Kheni  pacator  et  Istri. 
Omnis  in  boc  uno  vartift  diseordia  eeasit 
Ordtnibus;  betatiireqne8,  plaudit^ueaeMtdry 
Votaqoe  patricio  oertant  piębeaa  ftvt»ri. 
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tam  aliąuam  in  temt  gentem  ąute  tua  impensa, 
8UO  Ubore  ac  periculo,  bella  gerat  pro  iibertate 
mliorora.  Nec  hoc  finitimist  aut  pr(^iiu|U8ft  vi- 
cinitatis  hominibus,  aut  terria  continenti  junctis 
praestet.  Maria  trajiciat:  ne  quod  toto  orbe 
teiraram  iqjustum  imperium  sit,  et  ubiąue  jus, 
£is,  lexy  potentissima  sint    LiY.  Hitt.  lib.  33. 

nTjHiŁB  orowds  of  prinoes  your  deaerts  prodaim, 
^ttd  in  their  nuuibier  to  enrol  your  name; 
Vhile  emperors  to  you  commit  their  canse, 
Lud  Anna'8  praises  crown  the  vast  applause; 
^cept,  great  I(;ader,  what  the  Muse  recites, 
That  in  ambitious  verse  attempts  your  fightś^ 
'ir*d  and  transported  with  a  theme  so  pew, 
Ten  tbbutaod  wonders  opcning  to  my  view 
»hinc  tbrth  at  ooce;  sieges  and  storms  appear» 
Ind  wan  and  conqaes(s  fiU  th'  important  year: 
tivers  of  blood  1  see,  and  hiłls  of  ślain, 
k.n  Iliad  rising  out  of  one  cafflpaign. 

Tbe  baughty  Oaul  beheld,  with  towering  pride, 
lis  ancientbounds  enlarg^d  on  erery  side; 
Vrene*s  lofty  barriers  were  subdued, 
Ind  in  tbe  midat  of  his  wide  empire  stood; 
lQ80nia'B  statea,  tbe  yictor  to  restrain, 
>ppos'd  tbeir  Aipt  and  Apennines  in  yain, 
ffor  (band  tbemselyes,  wito  ttrength  of  rocks  im- 
tefaind  their  eyerlasting  hills  Becur'd$        [mur*d, 
*he  rising  Daoube  its  long  race  began, 
Lnd  half  ita  course  througb  the  new  conquest8  iran; 
lmaz'd  and  anxious  for  ber  80vereign*8  fates, 
iSeroiania  tiembled  througb  a  hundred  statea; 
3reat  Leopold  himself  was  seiz'd  with  fear; 
ie.gaz'd  arouod»  but  saw  no  succour  near; 
le  ga2*d,  and  half-abandon'd  to  dnspair 
lis  hopes  on  Heav'n,  and  confideace  in  prayer. 

To  BfitaŁn's  queen  the  nations  turn  their  eyes, 
3n  ber  resoWes  the  western  world  relies, 
>onfiding  still,  amidst  its  dire  alarmsi 
n  Anna*9  couocils,  and  in  CbnFcbilł*s  arms. 
rhrice  happy  Britain,  from  the  kingdoms  rent. 
Po  sit  the  guardian.  of  the  cootineut ! 
rhat  seeą  her  bravest  son  ad?anc*d  so  high, 
ind  flourifibing  so  near  her  prince*s  eye ; 
rby  favourite8  grow  not  up  by  foitune*s  sport, 
)r  from  the  crimes  or  foUies  of  a  court; 
>n  the  firm  basis  of  desert  they  rise, 
'rom  łong-try'd  faith,  atd  friendship's  holy  tyes : 
rh^  soTereign'4  well-distinguish^d  smiles  they 

sbare» 
ier  ocnaments  in  peace,  faerstrengtb  in  war; 
fbe  nation  tbanks  them  with  a  public  voice; 
}y  sbowers  of  biessings  Heaveo  approTes  tbeir 

cboice; 
Bavy  itself  is  domb,  in  wonder  lost, 
ind  factions  strive  who  sball  applaud  them  most 

Sooo  as  soft  Tcmal  breezes  wiirm  the  sky, 
Sritannia^s  colours  in  the  zephyrs  fly ; 
ier  chief  already  bas  bis  march  begun, 
>o8sing  the  proyinces  himself  bad  won, 
nu  the  Moselie,  appearing  from  afar, 
Itetards  the  progress  of  the  moriog  war. 
[>eligbtful  fttream,  had  Naturę  bid  her  fali 
n  distant  climes  far  from  tbe  per)ur'd  Gani; 
Sut  DOW  a  purchaseto  the  sword  she  lies, 
Her  hanrests  for  uncectain  owners  rise, 
Sach  Tinoyard  doubtful  of  its  master  grows, 
^nd  to  the  vłctor*s  bowl  each  yintagc  flows. 
The  discoDiented  shades  of  sbiughter'd  hosts, 
Tbat  wą^idK^d  on  b«r  baoks,  ber  beroes  gbosts,  , 
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Hop'd,  when  they  sawBjitaonia*!!  arms  appear^ 
The  Tengeance  due  to  their  great  deaths  was  near* 

Oor  godlike  leader,  ere  the  stream  hę  paitt, 
The  raighty  scheme  of  all  bis  labours  cast, 
Forming  tbe  wondrous  year  within  his  thonght; 
His  bosom  glow*d  with  bnttles  yet  unfought. 
The  Jong  labodous  march  be  flrst  sonreys. 
And  joins  the  distant  Danube  to  tbe  Maese, 
Between  wbose  floods  soch  pathless  furests  grow^ 
Sucb  mooutains  rise,  so  many  river6  flow: 
llie  toil  looks  ]ovely  in  the  hen>*s  eyes, 
And  dan^er  serres  but  to  enhanee  the  prize. 

Big  wfth  the  fate  of  Eui-ope,  be  renews 
His  dreadful  course,  and  the  proud  foe  pursueif 
Infecled  by  the  buniing  Scorpion*s  beat, 
The  sultry  gales  roond  his  chaf 'd  templet  beat, 
Till  on  thę  bordera  of  the  Maine  be  flnds 
Befeosiye  shadows,  aod  refresbing  winds. 
Our  British  youth,  with  in-born  freedom  bold, 
Uonumber'd.  scenes  of  servitude  behold, 
Nations  of  8lave8,  with  tyranny  debas'd, 
(Their  Maker'8  image  morę  tban  balf  de(ac*d) 
Hourly  insŁructed,  as  they  urge  their  ^il, 
To  prize  their  ąueen,  and  love  their  native  soil. 

Still  to  tbe  rising  Sun  they  take  their  way 
Throngb  cloods  of  dust,  and  gain  upon  the  day* 
When  now  the  Neckar  on  its  friendly  coast 
With  cooling  streams  revives  tbe  fainting  bost, 
That  cheeffiilly  bis  labours  past  forgets, 
Tbe  mid-night  watches,  and  the  noon-day  heats, 

O^er  prostrate  towns  and  palaces  they  pass 
(Now  coYerM  o*er  with  woods,  and  bid  in  grass), 
Breathing  revenge ;  whilst  anger  and  disdain 
Fire  every  breast,  and  boil  in  every  vein: 
tfere  shatter*d  wałls,  like  broken  rocks  from  tmt 
Rise  up  in  bideous  views,  the  guilt  of  war, 
Whilst  here  the  vine  o'er  hilU  of  ruin  climbs, 
Industrious  to  conceal  great  Bourbon\s  crimes. 

At  Jength  tbe  famę  of  England^s  hero  drew 
Eugenio  to  tbe  giorious  in'terview. 
Great  souls  by  instinct  to  each  otber  tum, 
Demand  alliance,  and  in  friendsbip  bum; 
A  suddcn  friendsbip,  w  bile  with  stretch^d-out  rays 
They  meet  each  other,  mingling  blaze  with  blażc. 
Polish^d  in  courts,  and  harden*d'in  the  field, 
RenownM  for  conąuest,  and  in  council  skill^d, 
Their  courage  dwells  not  in  a  troubled  flood 
Of  mountain  spirits,  and  fermenting  blood  j 
LodgM  m  tbe  soul,  with  yirtue  orer-ruI'd, 
Inflam^d  by  reason,  and  by  reason  cool'cU 
In  boors  of  peace  content  to  be  unknown. 
And  only  in  the  field  of  battle  shown: 
To  souls  like  tbese,  in  mutual  6riendsbip  join*d, 
Hearen  dares  intmst  the  cause  of  human-kind. 

BriŁannia's  gracefuNons  appear  ia  arg^s, 
Her  harass^d  troops  the  hero^s  presence  warms, 
Whilst  the  high  hills  and  riyers  all  around 
With  thundering  peals  of  British  sbouts  resoands 

Doubling  theirspced,  they  march  with  fresbdeligb^ 

Ea«rer  for  ^lory,  and  i«quire  tbe  fight 

So  the  stanch  houod  the  trembiing  deer  pursuea. 

And  smeUs  his  footsteps  in  the  tainted  dews, 

The  tediouf  track  unraveUng  by  dęgrees: 

But' when  the  aceut  comes  warni  in  every  braeze^ 

FirM  ot  the  near  appioacb  he  shoots  away 

On  his  fuli  stretch,  and  beare  upon  hit  prey* 

The  march  concludes,  tbe  yarioosrealmsara  pMt; 
Th'  immortal  Scbellenberg  appears  at  last: 
Like  hills  tb'  aspiriog  ramparts^  rise  on  high, 
Like  TaUeya  at  tbeir  feet  tlw  traaches  lie; 
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Batteries  on  bfttf ^ries  goatd  Meh  f«ta1  ipam, 
Tliroatt-ning  destructión ;  roiw  of  hollow  bni8% 
^ube  behind  tubę,  the  (treadful  entrance  k«ep, 
Whilst  in  theirwombsteo  thousandthuiidera  tkeep: 
Great  Churchill  owns,  charm^d  with  the  glomas 

&igbt, 
His  march  <tVr-paid  by  snch  a  pr9ml8'd  fight. 

The  western  Sun  notv  shot  a  feebie  ray, 
And  faintly  scattirM  the  rełnains of  day: 
£v*Din?  approaoli'd  ;  but  oh  what  host  of  fc«t 
AVere  nevcr  to  behold  that  e^ening:  cłose ! 
Tbickenfng  tbeir  ranks,  and  wedg  d  in  firm  srray, 
Tbe  close-compacted  BiiŁonft  win  their  way; 
It)  rain  the  cannon  their  throng*d  war  defic*d 
M'ith  tracti  of  death,  and  laid  the  battle  waate  ; 
SHII  pretssinK  forward  to  the  fight,  they  brnke 
Through  flames  of  sulphur,  aud  a  night  of  smokei 
Till  »laughter'd  lepiona  fitl*d  the  trench  beldw. 
And  borc  their  fierce  areng era  to  the  foe. 

riigh  on  the  works  the  min^HDghosta  engage; 
The  battle,  kitfdled  łoto  tenfold  ragę, 
With  showera  of  bullets  aod  wif h  storms  of  firs 
Burns  in  fuli  fury ;  hcape  on  heapa  espire, 
Natioiis  with  nations  mix*d  confusMly  die, 
Aud  lost  in  one  promiscuous  camage  lie. 

How  nianv  generous  Britona  liieet  their  doom, 
New  to  the  field,  and  heroea  in  the  Uoom! 
Th'  iltuatriuus  yuuths,  that  left  thetr  native  ahor^ 
To  march  wherc  Britona  m'ter  niarch'di)efar«y 
(O  iaral  loVe  of  famę!  O  glorioua  beat^ 
Oily  destiuctire  to  the  brare  and  great!) 
After  aucb  toils  0*1  rcome,  such  dangefa  paat, 
StrctchM  on  Bavarian  ramparta  breatfae  their  bat 
Bot  hołd,  iry  Muae,  may  no  compłainta  appear, 
Vor  biot  th^  day  with  an  ungt^teftil  iear: 
"While  Mariburough  IWea,  Britanniii^  atan  dia* 

{•etise 
A  friendly  light,  and  sbine  iti  innocen4*e. 
l^Iungir.g  tbrough  acaa  df  blood  hia  fi^r^  tteed 
"Whcre^T  hi«  friends  retire,  or  finet  aucceed; 
Tho8'  he  nvp  ort9,  theae  driTea  to  amklen  fligbt. 
And  turns  the  various  fortnhe  of  the  fight. 

Forbear,  great  man,  reno%n'd  in  arms,  foibemr, 
7'o  bravc  the  thickeat  terroura  of  thf  war, 
Kor  hazard  thus,  confusM  In  r^om-da  of  fbtt, 
Britannia'8  saftty,  and  the  woHd»a  rrpdae ; 
Let  nfltions'anxious  łbrthy  iife  abśite 
Thia  Kjom  6f  danger,  and  contempt  of  fate  i 
Tbou  r.v'8l  not  for  thyf elf ;  thy  <^ueęn  (iemanda 
Ct>nqu«  st  Aud  peac  from  thy  victort<m9  banda; 
Kiiigdoma  an'l  fempires  inthy  fortun^  jotn, 
And  F.iirope*s  destiry  dcpenda  on  thlne. 

At  lenłrtli  the  Jong-diaputed  paaa  the^  gain, 
By  cvow(ied  armies  fortify'd  in  rain; 
The  war  breakfe  In,  the  fierre  BaTariana  yiełd. 
And  a(C  their  camp  with  Britiah legion*  fiH*tl. 
So  Beigian  mounds  bear  on  tlteir  ahatter^d  sidei 
The  at*'a  whole  wdght  increasM  with  aweitiig 
]|^t  tf  the  ru&hf  ng  wave  a  paasoge  finda,    [tidea  ; 
£nrag*d  by  wateiy  moons,  and  warring  winda, 
T|te  trembrng  pcasant  aees  his  country  ronnd 
Cover'd  with  tenipests,  and  in  oeeans  drown^d. 

The  few  suniting  fof»s  diaperst  in  ilight, 
(Cefnae  bf  swwda,  and  g^eaningfe  ofa  fight) 
In  every  rustłing  arlad  tbe  ric tor  bear,  * 
And  Marlboniligh^a  form  'ń\  evcry  ahadow  f«ar, 
Tlłi  (he  dark  cope  of  night  with  kind  embrace 
Bcfrii  nda  th^  rout,  and  cOTera  ihelr  diagraee. 

To  ponayert,  ^tb  unreaiated  fbrce, 
Tł^  $^J  Tictoriout  atiD^  tientto  m  cmĘ^ 


The  gro#€h  of  neadows,  ind  fM  piUft  Of  fi^d^ 
What«ver  ^ila  Ba?aTia*a  snmmer  yiekU 
(The  I>annbe*8  great  łnereaae),  BirtmniA  śbtre% 
Tbe  feod  ef  armies  and  aiqppert  of  wmnz 
With  magazinea  of  death,  deatmetinr  bmSht^ 
And  cannon  doom'd  to  battar  La»dan'a 
The  yiotor  6Ada  eafch  bidden  cawm  aCor^, 
And  turoB  tlieir  fury  or^  their  guilty  lord. 

Del  uded  |»rinće !  how  ia  thy  rrestti^^aS 
And  all  the  gandy  dreanvof  emp:ie  loat, 
Tbat  pnmdly  tet  thcfe  on  a  fu\if^6  Chroaie» 
And  inade  imaginary  t^aldis  thy  (mtb  ? 
Thy  troopa,  that  iiow  behtnd  the  Datrabe  jma, 
Shall  ahortly  aeek  fur  ahaiter  frcMi  thife  Rbiae. 
Norfluditthere!  Surronnded  with  alAmia* 
Thou  hop'at  the  aaahtance  uf  the  Oallic 
The  Oallic  arma  In  f  afety  ahall  «dTw4>ce, 
A  nd  crowd  thy  atandarda  wfrb  thepawer 
Wbile,  to  ( zśilt  thy  doom,  th*  aapiritig  G«ttl 
Shares  thy  deatnictioo,  and  aduma  thy  ftIL 

ITnboouded  Conrage  and  compa&sfmi  jotn^ 
Tempennir  each  other  In  the  Yictor^  liiind, 
Alt(>rnatcly  pmclaim  him  geod  aad  great. 
And  make  the  heni  and  the  mfcn  rOfli{»l«t^ 
Loiłg  did  he  atrive  th'  obdumfte  foe  to  gaib 
By  proAerM  grace,  bat  long  be  Utnm  in  vftsB; 
Till,  6r'd  at  length,  he  tbhika  it  ^iii  to 
Hia  riaing  wrath,  tnd  ghea  alooae  to  wnr. 
In  Tengeance  rouaN),  the  aoldier  flis  bla  I 
With  aword  and  flre,  aad  raragea  the  ^m»A, 
A  thoaaand  riilagca  to  a^hea  tnnia, 
la  cmckling  flanwe  a  thewaand  harr^att ' 
To  tbe  thick  wooda  tbe  ww>ry  floeka  nttnaaft. 
And  mixt  witfa  bellowing  herda  confes^dly  Ueiks  - 
Tlieir  trembling  lotda  the  eommon  ahadh'  p^Kaft^ 
And criea  of  inhint^  aotmdia «vevy  brbk« ; 
The  liatening  aołdier  ftat  in  aerrow  aluitfa. 
Lot  h  to  obey  hk  leaal«T*a  joal  comiBtfMlt; 
The  leader  griwea,  by  fccnerona  pity  a«a*3r*i^ 
To  sce  hia  jitA  eommanda  00  w«dl  oba^yM. 

Ąut  nuw  tbe  tnAnpet  terrible  from  fer 
In  ahriller  clangon  ti^atea  the  wmr^  * 

Confedetate  drama  in  fttlłer  dmeert  ts«ati 
^  And  echoing  hilla  the  hmd  alarm  trptat :    - 
<lallia'a  pnMtd  atandarda,  to  Bavttria*a  JoihMy ' 
Unfuri  theit  giMed  IHiea  in  the  wktś  $ 
The  daring  psitioa  hia  bilMtrd  hopea  reneira. 
And,  whiłe  the  thick  embAttled  hoat  be  rfewt 
Stretcbt  nnt  in  deep  array,  and  tli««lfal  tengti^ 
Hia  hcart  dilatea,  and  gtoriea  in  hiaatiWfgIb. 

Thp  fatał  dat  ita  mighiy  reitfae  bi*^, 
That  the  giier^d  world  bad  lon|r^deait^  la  tahi; 
Sutea  t^t  tbeir  new  laapthrłty  bettumilM; 
Armies  of  martyra  that  in  exile  gro^^A, 
Sigha  from  the  dępth  of  gtoemy  flbbgfiMifbc^  ^ 
And  piayera  in  bitteriMM  of  aoirf  preferr^ly  ' 

Eur(ipe's  kHiA  criea^tbat  Pi o»  Mwwu  tM^M^  * 
And  Anna*a  ardent  fowa  at  lengfb ptcvftaV$      ^ 
l'he  day  waa  com^  whmi  Heateh  dttiigił'd  to  «haV 
Hia  care  aodoondMt  of  the  W«rid  helbr.     •        ^ 

Hehold  in  awM  maitsh  andilieadaiwy 
The  long'.(a«MMMii^adiniia ^bape Wu0t Miyf  > 
Death,  ih  appmaobing  terrible,  inn^ta 
An  anxiotta  horronr tn  the  br^^aat  bebftt ;         * 
Vet  do  th«irbettinghniefla  de««idt!beMri», 
And  thirst  of  giaty  ()«ell»  tbe  Hr««  of  INh. 
No  vałgBr  feara  cmi  BHtiah  Miedla  cmNMiT 
Heat  of  neenge^Mid  noMe  pride  ^wMl^ 
Cerlook  Uie  «M|  adi«litvgVl  by^  hii  poat, 

Letiiii  bN  Msterą  Atfi  ^mmmum^^tm^ 
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)b«^  tof  a«a  Boodf  poiiefl  tlie  aidaie  ppace^ 
bat  unproTukM  thfy  woiiM  have  feart  to  pass ; 
nr  ikm  uor  tUmd*  ran  stop  Britanniii'*  bajids, 
Hien  berprt^ud  foenog^doDtlieirbordersitandfl. 
But  O,  my  Mums.  whnt  numben  wilt  thou  find 

0  sUv(.tlie  furiou«  troop^in  kattlf  joio'd ! 
iethmks  I.  herg  tbe  drami  twMiMwMiiK  •otind 
'he  ▼ictońł*  ubouts  and  dying  fcroans  cOiłft>uiMl» 
Ile  <lr««Mlfti;  łKirH  of  oamion  rend  th«  skici, 

od  ali  thł'  thonder  oftbe  battk  rise.  >    rprov*d, 
r«  as  chan  ffrt^t  Mariboraufił)*«  ipighły  toul  was 
'hat,  in  thp  ibe4*k  of  ehanriiiK  hotta  uiHttovMj 
ini<Ui  cunląisiun,  horroiir,  anddeapair, 
:xaniiiiM  ali  Cb«>dn;a  [fvLi  Mstfu^  of  war: 

1  pf^accru]  tboiigbt  the  Md  ofdr-ath  lurTey^d, 
ó  raiiitir\g  «qMa4ron8  •.-•t  tlietimely  aid, 
ispiT'i  n*pui«Vi  battalions  ro  en^nge, 

Jad  Uufrbt  tha  ikMibtfti]  battle  wben>  to  nge. 
^^h«^  An  ftHpei  by  dirine  commrtud 
l^ith  riiing  tcnipesŁN  nhakes  a  fniiłty  łaiid» 
ucth^ms  af  lata  oVr  pale  Britaimia  pait, 
lalm  and  seretie  Ue  drive:i  the  ftiriou«  blast; 
ind,  pU'ae*d  tb*  Altnifthty'8  oniert  to  perfonn^ 
Lidea  in  tha^hiiiwiad,  and  directs  tbe  fltorm. 
But  see  the  haugbly  boatebold.  troops  advaiioe ! 
Tw  dread  ul*  Rurope,  a  od  tbt  pride  of  Prance. 
*he  war'>  wbole  art  eaoh  pri? a(e  tioldier  knowa, 
kOd  with  a  generalia  łaraof  couąiieatgtow*; 
*roudly.be  niarebe>  on,  and  void  of  fear 
AU^ha  at  Ułe  abaking  of  tbe  Brilish  spear : 
Taio-  inmience !  with  iiative  fin^edom  bra^e, 
'be.  BMaaegt  Briton  acaras  the  higbeat  alairei 
rontenpt  a&d  Airy  fiie  thetr  ioola  by  tnrns, 
Sa«b  aatiun'a  glory  tn  eaeb  watrior  bunis; 
Sacb  lliibta»  aa  ni  bit  arm  tb*  iniportaiit  day 
Uid  ałJ  tbe  fate  eCbisi  great  monarah  iay: 
k.  thouaaiid  ipłorioot  actiuns,  Łbai  might  elaim 
rriompbaat  lamala^  and  ioniiortal  fiune,- 
Unifiif*d  in  orowda  of  gloriom  aetioot  lie, 
imd  tioopa  of  beroes  undiatiafaiah^ddie. 

>  Doraitr^r  boar  ean  I  beboM  iby  fiite, 
^nd  not  the  woodert  of  tby  yontb  ralate! 
tow  can  liae  cha  gay ,  tbe  brave,  tbe  young, 
^all  in  tbe  cioad  of  war,  aod  lie  unaung  I 

B  jofi  of  comioest  be  rcaigna  iiia  bfeatb, 

^nd,  fill'd  with  £oglaDd'a  glory,aiules  in  death. 

The  raut  begiaa,  tbe  Oadieaąaadropa  ran, 
X»in^lł>d  in  orowda  to  iMet  tbe  fate  tbey  ahon ; 
iMMUnadanf  .flary  ataeda  witb  wooods  tran8flx*d, 
rioating  io  gaie,  witb  their  d<>ad  maatera  aHxt, 
Midft  baapgofapeaia  and  fUndaidadnTcoarottnd, 
^  tnlha  Oan«be*a  bloody  wbtripoola  drownU 
'foopa  of  boM  ywatba,  bora  oa  the  distant  Sosm, 
Ir  aoundiag  bondeia  of  tbe  rapid  Rbóne, 
>r  wbere  tbe  Seuie  ber  flowery  fiaida  diridea, 
)r  wboM  tbe  Jjobre  tfaeoa^li  wiadiog  Tioeyard* 
a  heapa  tbe  woUi^g  biłlawa  swaep  aiway,  [^ió^ 
ind  into  Soytbiaa  aeas  their  Moated  corpaoaiHwy. 
Immi  Btinh|im*a  towera  Um  Gaal,  witb  wild  af- 
)ehoblitbe]rariooabavaeoflbe%bt(      [frigbt, 
iiia  waT«ag.baBaa>a,  that  ao  oft  bad  atood  . 
^laotad  in  flełda  of  death,  aad  atiMUia  afUood, 
>o  wat  tbe  gaarded  eaamy  t»neacb, 
Ind  riae  tńoaipbaBft  i  A  tbe  fhtal  biaacb, 

>  pieaoe,tlMi  bfokca  foe^a  itmotcat  iiaaf, 
rbe  hardy  Tatemo  witb  taeraieaigD«L 

UnfodtnwiteTaUanl!  Ob,  wbo  eaa  naoM 
rhe  pangp  of  ragę,  of  aonow,  an>l  of  •hame, 
rbatwHłijniat  timitt  in  ttby  bosaai  aweHM, 
Wben  fimt  thoo  inT'gl  tby  hiaiMHii»iipa  mp^tlM^ 


Thine  ottly  too  ptenfd  witb  a  dfadlT  WQiind,    ' 
Cbak*d  in  bis  bJood,  and  gasping  On  the  ground, 
Thyaclf  ia  bondai^e  by  ihe  vjctor  kppt! 
The  chief,  tbe  father,  and  the  capttve,  wept. 
An  Engiłih  Matę  in  toachM  with  g^-ncrouii  woe, 
A  ni  in  th*  onbappy  man  f>rgets  r  he  foc ! 
<?reatly  diatartt !  tby  load  oofnpla:nta  fbrb^^ar, 
BUme  not  tbe  tnrftt  of  fate,  and  chatice  <*f  w  ar; 
Oive  tby  bnive  fi»ea  Iheir  due,  nor  b'ush  to  owa 
Th^^ibtal  Aeld  by  <such  grcat  icuders  wun, 
The  fi. Id  whepce  iaitrd  Ku  eniobore  away 
-Oniy  (be  sccoad  honoura  of  tbe  day* 

VVi  h  flooda  of  gore,  that  fit>in  the  vanqttith*d 

ftrU, 

The  mifihetttairnatc,  and  the  rirer»  tnelK 
MuuD.aiuii  of  aiain  lit*  bt-ap  d  upju  tho  ground, 
Or  *niidst  t!^  roarin^t  of  tb^  Danube  drown*di 
.Whole  captłve  hmta  the  cou^uero-  d«^ini 
In  patnful  hondace,  and  ingbrious  chaint; 
Ev'o  those  who  \cape  the  feltert  and  the  tword, 
Nor  9«*ek  thd  fortuiiea  ufa  happier  lord, 
Their  ra;;ing  king  dithonoura,  to  compl(*te 
Mailboruugh'!  great  work,  and  finiah  thedrPeat. 

Prom  MenimingbeD*a  higii  dooH^^  aud  Augs* 
barg'a  wa^lt, 
T!ie  distant  batttedrirea  tb'  in^ulfing  Oaula; 
Preed  hy  the  terrour  of  the  tictorN  name 
The  re8ru*d  atates  bia  great  protrction  claim; 
Wbllat  Ułoie  tb'  approaoh  of  Her  deHverer  waits^ 
And  lontft  to  open  bar  obteqnioua  gate^. 

The  hero*abreaat  atill  ^weiU  with  grcat  designa, 
In  every  thouirht  tbe  towering  geniua  ahinea: 
If  to  the  fue  hit  dreadfni  course  he  b«nda, 
0'er  tbe  wide  coutinent  hit  inarch  extend$ ; 
If  tiegea  in  bit  labouring  thoughts  are  form*d,   ' 
Campe  are  aaaaulted,  and  an  army  storni*d^ 
If  to  the  fight  hit  actire  aoul  it  hent, 
Tha  fiiteof  Eorope  turns  on  itt  e^ent. 
W  hat  diatant  land,  what  le/ion,  can  aUbrd 
An  action  worthy  bia  victuriout  tword  f 
Whcre  will  he  next  tbe  Aying  Gani  defeat, 
To  make  tbe  seriea  tif  bia  toiU  comptete  ? 

Wbere  tbe  awoln  Rbine  mtbing  with  ali  lii  f^rcę 
Dividea  tbe  boatiłe  nationa  in  ita  courae, 
Wh  łe  eaob.€ontracta  itn  bounds,  or  wider  grow«». 
Enlarg'd  or  ttraiten*d  aa  the  ri  >'er  flowt, 
On  Gatlia*t  aide  a  migbty  bułwark  standi^ 
That  ali  tbe  widoestended  plaiii  commandt : 
Twica,  aiaoe  tbe  war  wat  kindivd,  haa  tt  Łry'd  ^ 
The  vłctor't  ragę,  and  twice  has  cbang^d  ita  stde^ 
A  4  oft  ^faole  arniea,  witb  the  priee  oVijoy*d, 
Hare  the  long  aanmer  on  ita  ^Tallt  employ^ 
Hither  oor  mighty  chief  bia  arni<  direrts, 
Hence  liitote  triumpht  frr>m  the  war  CK^iectt; 
And  thongb  tbe  dog  ttar  bad  ita  courae  begun, 
Carriet  bis  arma  atill  ocairer  to  the  Sun : 
Fiat  on  tbegioriana  a^«tiovł,  be  foYgeta 
Tbe  ebaaga  of  Matoiit,  and  iiicreate  of  beata ; 
No  toiUare  painfut  that  can  dan^t-r  abow. 
No  climei  milovety,  that  coiftain  a  foe. 

TbaioTing  Gani,  to  hit  own  boundt  rettram>V 
Learna  to  incamp  witbin  his  natiye  land. 
But  aooo  aa  the  victortou8  hott  he  cpies, 
Proai  bill  to  bill,  from  atrpam  b>  etream  be'-fll«a: 
Siich  dire  iiapresMont  in  his  lH'art  remain  fpiain: 
Of  Marlborooeb^t  twcml,  and    FTocbstct^a  h^tX 
In  aaiB  MtaBoia^  aiighty  chirf beseti 
Their  abady  coverta,  and  obtcure  retreats; 
They  łly  the  conąuoror*!  app/oachina  fiime, 
Tbat  IWHTt  th«  teoe  of  anatet  in  bit  aame. 
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AmiBoirs  foiHs. 


Austria^eyoaog  BK4MM«bf  uhose  imperiał  siray 
ScepŁres  and  Łhroaes  are  deiitio'4  to  obey, 
Wbose  boasted  ancestry  99  bighaafeaada  . 
That  in  the  pagaa  god#  bis  Uoeaga  eodf* 
Comfis  from  a»ir,  io  gratiCwUs  to  owo 
The  great  tiipportec  of  bis  &tb€r*s  tbrone: 
What  tides  of  gWry  to  bis  bosom  rui, 
ClaspM  in  tb*  embnices  of  tbe  godlike  man ! 
Ho  w  were  bis  eyes  with  pleasiog  wonder  fizt 
To  see  such  fire  with  so  much  sweetoess  aist, 
Such  easy  greatncss,  such  a  gnoeful  poit, 
So  turn^d  and  fioish^d  for  the  camp  or  court ! 
Acbilles  thus  was  fonnM  wiUi  evary  grace. 
And  Njreus  sbonc  but  in  tbe  aecond  płaca  ^ 
Thus  the  great  fatber  of  almighty  Rorae 
(Divinely  flusht  with  an  łiomortal  bloom, 
That  Cytherea*8  fragrant  breath  bestow'd) 
,  In  all  the  chaimsot'  his  bright  motber  glow'd. 
Tbe  royal  youth  by  Marlbor(iugh*s  preaence 
charm'd» 
Taught  by  bis  counsels,  by  his  actions  warmM, 
On  Łandau  with  redoubled  fury  fiiUs, 
I>ischai|re9  alh  the  thuuder  on  its  walls, 
0*er  niiiies  and  cayes  of  deatb  proTokes  the 

fight. 
And  learns  to  conquer  in  the  hero*8  sight. 

The  British  chief,  for  mighty  toib  renown'd, 
Increas'd  intiUes,aod  with  conquests  cn>wn'd. 
To  Belgian  coasts  bis  tedious  march  reoews. 
And  the  long  windings  of  tbe'Rhiue  pursues, 
CJęariag  its  borders  from  usurpiog  foes,    ' 
And  blest  hy  resciied  nations  as  hc  goes. 
Trcres  fears  no  morf,  freed  from  its  dire  alarms; 
And  Traerbach  f^pels  tbe  terrour  of  his  arois ; 
Seoted  on  rocks  her  proud  foundations  shake, 
While  Marlborough  presses  totho  boM  atUck. 
Plants  all  his  batteries,  btds  his  cannou  roar» 
And  sbows  how  Łandau  might  have  fall^n  before. 
Scar^d  at  his  near  approach,  great  Louis  fears 
«Vengcance  reserv*d  for  his  declining  years, 
Porgeta  his  thirstof  univenal  sway". 
And  scarcc  can  teach  hjs  subjects  to  obey ; 
His  arms  he  finds  on  vain  attempts  empIoyM, 
Th'  ambitious  projecU  for  his  race  destroy'd» 
The  works  of  ages  sonk  in  one  campaign, 
And  lives  of  mitlions  sacrificM  in  vain. 

Such  are  th'  efiecta  of  Anna*s  royal  cares: 
By  her,  Britannia,  great  in  foreign  wars, 
Ranges  through  nations^  wher€8oe*er  disioin*d, 
Without  the  wonted  aid  of  sea  and  wind. 
By  ber  th'  unfetter^d  l8ter's  states  are  frcc. 
And  taste  tbe  sweets  of  Euglish  liberty: 
But  who  can  tełl  tbe  joys  of  those  that  lie 
Beneath  the  constant  influence  of  her  eye! 
Whilfit  in  diffu&ive  sbowers  her  bounties  fisU 
Łike  HeaTen*s  indulgence,  aud  descend  on  ally 
Secure  the  happy,  succour  the  distiest, 
Make  every  suhiect  giad^Md  a  whole  peopleb.est* 

Thus  would  I  fain  Britannia's  wars  rehearse, 
In  the  smooth  reoorda  of  a  faitbfol  verae ; 
That,  if  such  numhers  can  o'ar  tiine  pi«?aily 
May  tell  posterity  tłie  wondrous  tale. 
Wben  actions,  unadora'd,  are  faint  and  weak, 
Cittea  and  countriet  must-be  taught  to  speak; 
C^ds  may  descend. in  factiona  from  tbe  skies. 
And  riTcrs  from  their  oozy  beds  arise ; 
Fiction  may  dcok  tbe  truth  witb  spurious  rayt; 
And  rouod  the  hero  cast  a  borrow^d  błasse. 
Mariborongh's  espkiiis  appear  diyimW  bright, 
Aod  proudly  ahine  m  their  owo  ii»Ure'  light; 


of  themselter,  tiieir gcttlMM^ 
boast. 
And  thoae  who  paigt  them  tinegt  pimac  ftiei  mohŁ 


cowLsrs  EPrrABB  on  huśsrlr 

TRAMSIATED  BY  MR.  ADOI^OK. 

From  life's  auperduoua  eareacolaig^i. 

His  debt  of  haman  toil  disohattg^d, 

Herę  Cowloy  lies!  beneath  thiasba^  • 

To  every  worldly  interes!  dead; 

With  decent  porerty  ^mtent. 

His  hours  of  ease  not  idiy  speoŁ; 

To  fortuue's  goods  a  foe  profiest. 

And  haŁing  wealth  by  ail  carest. 

Tis  tme  he*8  dead;  for  oli!  how  smali 

A  spot  of  earth  is  now  his  all: 

Oh !  włsh  that  earth  may  ligbtły  lay. 

And  every  care  be  far  away; 

Bńng  flowers;  the  sbort4i?'d  rosea  bring^ 

To  life  deceas'd,  fit  offering: 

And  sweets  around  the  pot;t  strow*. 

Whikt  yet  witłi  life  hi^  asbes  glow- 
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IffAUCURATlO  RB0f9  GCUEŁMI*,   1S89. 

Hic  inter  coryloa,  ambrota  cacwnina*  dwuat. 
Nos  cantare  narea  qttoniaro  con^enimlia  amte^ 
Dicamos  iaudes  heruum  (ut»  Mcipse,  solenraa) 
Tcmpora  transibuat  aic  IsBtacaneotibaa,  fc  n«»c 
Dic  a?e,  quos  nostro  celebrari  carmineawnea. 

Mopna.    Ti«Brre,  auac  reddantur «i8  piaoMinesa 
iaudum, 
Otia  qui  dedarint  nolŃs  placidam^ae  qaieteni; 
Scilicet  illonim  resonent  encomia  sylinB> 
Quł  dignabantnr  ręgni  iulcire  niiaaa.    .  [cieate; 

T,'  Tanta  haud  coaveniunt  hnoMli  tea«iqae 
Sed  quoniam  in  magnis,  dicunt,  Tołninie  aat  ast{ 
Ipse  tuas,  GuUelme,  canam  laud«qQe  Maiise;- 
Nam,  quos  juoKit  amor,  nemo  a^ungare  debaŁi 

M,    l'unc  mihi  Pheebe  fave»  Jdus«qtie 
canenti, 
Ne  culpa  ingeaii  iDonim  ninuautiir  hoooreai 

T.    Ast  ego  nec  Phosbam  euro,  PboebiT* 
Carmina  namqae  mihi  cedit  nunc  łemąia 

Af.  Siiit  licet  Ulustri  proavoram  6temiiiateclad» 
Sunt  magis  omati  proprits  ytrtatibas  sraabow 

7«  SirexestrsgitłmmaaesqiiipectarisaBatw; 
Tum  quot.regoa  tenet  Gulielmna !  qttotqaeMaiia ! 

M,   Inclytns  hie  MaYois,  aapiana  iiso  Alteift 
Pallas, 
Yulnerat  i(le  armis,  ibrroa  sed  wtaieiat  iUa. 

7.  fiuando  yias  Pelagi  tentanmt ,  mole  ani 
Sustutit  ad  ottbes  mara  ae,  lBstuqoa  tumebaA* 

Jf.  ftuando  tellurem  tetigemMi  Arc«Miea< 
Pani  deo  Arcadin  tenemm  maetaruntus  Bg^nas. 

71    Tunc  itemm   totua.  aewoat   JUMłnlamios 
camputy 
Misoent  pastores  iterum  n3rmphtBque  cfaoteaa. 

Af.  Lastus  gramineis  lusiC  tunc  agtius  in  agris,  ' 
Floribus  atqne  novi9  hoedi  rnsiluere  p^tołcL 

T,  ftuantua  erat  victor  Ouliehnus^  qaMido  pa- 
Yicit  oorda^  hostes  Yieit,  vicitqoe  seipenm !    [peKi 

'  Theae  werset  occasioned  Mr,  Addiaon'] 
elecfted  into  Magdalen  College. 


PAX  msMOfM  waaarA. 
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M,  PMtioipoispfiesiTirtDtem&rcgoa 
lgną  tribus  regnis,  et  taato  digna  manto. 
Ą^  Prioiuf  łiie  imperio,  suUi  est  yiriuie  secundus, 
ic  tol,  quam  stellś,  mąjori  luce  refulget. 

Af.  Sed  qQalis  sŁeuas  micat  iater  luna  minoresi 
ali%  ctun  ciActa  est  sociis,  regina  videtur.   [mar, 

T.  At  que  Don  illis  ounc,  Tityre,  digna  prece- 
adere  qui  pecori,  pecori^ue  dedere  magistris  ? 

AL  iŚtomam  loyeniam,  qiiam  donavere,  quie- 

T.  Et  sero  ««slos  ezonet  słdus  utnuDque !  Intern! 

Joaspmx8  ADDisoN,  Commensalis  e  ColL  Reg, 


ON  THE  nnnmN  of  king  wiluam 

FROM  IRELAND, 

AFTER  THB  BATTŁE  OF  THE  BOYNB  '. 

AHiA  Domini  impatiens  rrcusstt  lema  catenas, 
*ota  mens  in  Martem,  inte8tinosque  labores, 
ategri  quicunqtte  grayes  vid^  tumultus 
ConstitH  hen  1  tanti  yirtus)  in  yincała  missi, 
bcosam  luctaque  trahtiDt  et  caroere  vitam. 
Ate  agri  dnrais  hortesennt,  aspera  rura 
Jbsoriant  segete  spinarum,  autamnus  lernss 
■fullus  adest,  cultorque  deesi  quflDr«ntibus  arvis. 
^Msim  turba  dolis  instat  peregrina  secundis, 
łativamqae  premit  kiscira  potentia  płebem ; 
n  lacrymas  gens  omais  abit,  manifestat  ubiqa6 
^omiDUDCs  luctus,  vultuqiie  laborat  io  uno. 

Pneceps  in  tardas  sic  crevit  Hibemia  pcenas, 
St  aic  rentarse  maturuit  illa  ruinę : 
?acta  esset  tanto  nequaqQam  yindioe  digna, 
U  minor  borreodas  GuUelmi  fcnserat  iras. 

▲ngKa  in  tgnavam  dodum  resołuta  quietem, 
imperits  rediviva  tnis,  NassoTe*  yetemum 
£xcatit«  et  longum  sopitot  sascitat  tgnes. 
Te  durę  qua8  fectt  strages!  qoaB  praslia  moyit ! 
[>ain  ferret  cH9d«e,  et  campo  sanguis  inondat* 
Issidus  sudant  peiageodo  pensa  sorores, 
k  atipata  gemit  <ub  pondere  cymba  Charontis. 
Carga  premeiw  Cmar  fugientia  corripii  hostes 
l^iiidax,  afqoe  trąbit  partem  sua  qilamque  ruina: 
'luonbea  tempestas  hanc  obniit,  eminus  illa 
iShuid*  cadit,  fhistrBque  evitat  nńssiie  fenrum. 
litera  dam  pcsnas  differt  fiigiendo  seqoaces, 
In6ds  sese  credit  moritnra  paludi. 
flia  gradibus  loiigo  se  iolyit  Hibemia  luetUt 
fminriom  €xpulsi  tandem  iodifniata  tsrranni 
^obiłiora  petit  yinola,  optatasqae  catenas 
tndnit,  atq«e  jugo  GuKeUni  omata  superbit. 

Gens  mmium  dil^cta  i>Bo!  nimiumqne  Britaani 
Micesi  bsec  si  esandantia  gaodia  nnihis 
rrsinilssetdolor,  et  dncis  *  haud  ignobile  fiitam 
LsBtitiAttimioi  non  casttgayerat  sestas. 
Ile  triumphato  totirs  secums  ab  hostei 
Rsnlibw  Dli  ilłe,  ille  arie  fidns  aykis 
Uh !  tandem  oocubdit  pietate  iusignis  et  armis. 
4ei  lułbi  \  ąiialr  jaees  yenenmda  mole  oadaver  1 
iaaifs  honor  yuHfis!  et  frontis  lieta  seneotua! 
Hen  piaUs)  he«  piisca  6det!  etbeUiea  yiftos 
Suando  faabitani  parem ! 

Mttsa,  tamen  taceas  intempesttra  dełorcs, 
Melpomenę,  taceas;  non  hoc  sine  numioe  DirAm 

'  From  the  Academie  OKonieosis  Gratulatio  pro 
Kx<9t«to  sereoU&uni  Regia  GuUelmi  ex  Dibernia 
redito.  Oxonł«>  h  Tbeatro  Sheldoniano»  Anno 
Dom.  1 690. 

>  Tbe  great  dake  of  Scbombeig,  wbose  deatb 
tias  beeo  lajuented  by  many  of<our  poeta. 


Eyenissa  pnto :  Seais  atpfM  4ifea  tri«n|Af 

Fnmam  auxćre  toi,  yłctor  Gulielme,  neć  nlla 
JEmuIa  divisos  yirtus  partittir  honores.        [tradl 

1,  decus,  i,  noatmmt  agnoscat  lera  Gallia  des* 
Victricem,  etqua  ta  vidit  prima  aima  gerentea^ 
Sentiat  expletas  maturo  in  eorpore  vires. 
Sed  cayeaSydum  te  in  bel!«m  rapit  impetus  aidens^' 
O  c«veas,  nimio  ne  marte  impnlsus  in  bostea 
Irrueres,  latamque  darent  tria  rtgna  rulnam* 

Insano  tandem  parce  tndulgere  laboń. 
Parce,  Jaoobe,  ultni  Lodotei  inoitier  armis. 
Discerptos  frustra  nunc  ługes  firontis  honores  ; 
Sera  sibi  veniunt  tai^ćm  suspiria,  seró 
Nunc  quereń8y  quanquam,  nisi  mens  tibi  leys 
Et  nisi  credideras  fisłlad  nxorłas  arti,       [fuisset* 
Jam  Istus  poteras  placidis  dare  jura  Britanois, 
Et  rezisse  gregem,  fato  meliore,  paternum; 
Sed  nunc  Parcse  obstaot,  et  non  revocabi1is  ordo. 

Joi.  AunuoN,  k  Coli.  AUgim 


HOyORATISSiMO  VIRO 
CAROLO  MONIAGITE,  ARMIGERO, 

ICACCARII    CANCEŁŁARIO,    iBRARII     MŁSFICT9» 
AEG  I  A  SBCBETiaRIBUS  OOMSIUII,  &C. 

Cum  tanta  auribus  tuis  obstrepat  yatom  nequissU 
morum  turba,  nihil  est  cur  querańs  aliquid  lao- 
sitatum  tibi  contigisse,  ubi  prnclanim  hoc  argu* 
mentum  meis  etiam  numeris  ^latum  oonspez« 
eris.  Quantum  rirtute  bellica  prastant  Britanni^ 
recens  ex  rebus  gestis  testatur  gloria;  quam  yero 
in  humanioribus  pacis  studiis  non  emineamus^ 
indicio  snnt  quos  nupcr  in  lucern  emkimus  yerst* 
culL  2uod  si  Congreyius  ille  tmis  dirino,  qao 
solet,  furorę  correptus  materiam  hanc  non  esor^ 
nasset,  yix  tanti  esset  ipse  pax,  ut  illa  łntaremur 
tot  perditissimis  poetts  tam  misere  decantata* 
■  At,  dum  alios  insectory  mei  ipsius  oblitus  fdisse 
yideor,  qui  haud  minores  forsan  ex  Latints  tibi 
roolestias  allaturus  sum,  qaam  quas  illi  ex  yema- 
colis  suis  carminibusattulerunt;  nisi  quod  inter. 
ipsos  cruciatus  lenimentom  a]tquod  dołori  tribuat 
tormenti  varietas.  Nec  qutdem  unquam  adduci 
possem,  ut  poema  patrio  sermone  consctiptuiti 
oculis  tuis  subjicerem,  qul  id>  istis  conatibus  cscto* 
ros  omoes  scribcndo  non  minoadoterres,  quam. 
favendo  excitavcns. 

Humanitatis  tnn 
Magd.  Coli.  cultor  deyotissimus, 

Oxon.  1697.  JoSBPHDS  AADISiAr.. 


PAX  GUUELMI  AUSP/CIIS  EUROPJE 
REDDITA,  1697* 

Po8TQVAM  iogens  cldmorque  yirAm,  sterpitns^ue 

tnbanim, 
Atque  omnis  belli  cecidit  fragor;  aspicfi  Cssar, 
!*2u£  tibi  soliciti,  turba  importona,  poetas 
Munera  deducunt:  geneross  a  pectore  flammtt, 
Diraeque  armorum  effigies,  simulachnique  belli 
Tristia  diflfugiaut:  O  tandem  absiste  triumphis  '  . 
Explc'tu8,penitttfsque  animo  totum  mccute  Martem. 

Non  ultra  antę  ocnlos  numeroso  milite  campi 
Miseentur,  si^Uo  nec  feryenl  arya  tumultu;  * 
Stat  circum  alter  qtties,  curvoqoe  innixos  aratr^  » 
Descrtag  fossaf ^  etcastm  miaisntia  eartris 
Rusticus  inyertity  tacita 


Horroren^  Idei,  et  IbnertM  Mttgibmi  agroc 
Jamąiie  super  vftHttm  et  iBOuiiDiua  longa  ^irasett 
Bkpectata  seges,  jam  propag nacnła  rident 
Yera  iKMros  insuetot  mHfnbiiur  mooto  catinoa, 
LHft«nHiK|U^  aoli,et  ttirgeotcm  a  sanguiflc  neMem. 

Aitp\cw  Ul  tota  esceitiu  TBitit  advetia  mutiAa 
Saitorom  infineDś  tedem,  et  omfosa  rakiis 
Oppidtt,  et  et-eriot  flatttiimniin  turbme  tnaros! 
Vt  trppidoft  refun  Ann«Ic8,tristeinq«e  (abontm 
In^uiiit  serieuii  mttuoitis  uŁ  tpt^at  ooi*iKi 
Seminitaa  tuires,  et  adhue  poi  luta  cmore 
Fluaiiia,  fiun<M06qBe  Ormondt  voliiere  campot! 

Hic,  obitasajaeentdis-perso  infecta  cerebro, 
Atąoe  interruptfs  hisamt  dtvortia  intirts, 
Vexił  ttm  intrfpidos*  fixit,  cui  teinpora  dttdimi 
Budenses  palin*,  peregririaque  laurns  obainbrat. 
Ule  nielM  t^iton  iti  mediam,  qaa  ferrea  grando 
Sparsa  fuent  cirram.et  piumbi  den^msinius  tmber, 
StilpbaiYam  naetmi,  tetnrspBe  bitumine  nube> 
Ingreditur,  creb'^oqu«  rubrar-em  fuigun'  ftimuin. 
Vt  vario  anfiaccu,  et  diąjectis  undique  8axis 
Af oenia  disoedno^  erDpviiflque  imnane  minantar 
Pesuper  bonrificis,  ic  Itirmidabile  peodeiit! 

Hic  pestcm  occultam,  &  foecundat   sulpfaure 
,         inolca 

C^rnere  crat,  magno  qiia»  inttr  motatamulta 
Pra^lia  fervebant;  subitocum  ctaustra  fragore 
Rorrendum  disrupta  toiuint,  seiAiuHtuque  membra, 
I^uu)aut('9qoe  artus,  lanłataqae  rur,>ora  Ifllhum 
Corripit  informe,  et  rutat  ater  in  fleihi-re  tnrbo. 

Sie,  postąuam  Encrladidejecit  fulminefiratreft 
Cceliculfim  pater,  et  vetuit  contifiUDere  dtvot:  ' 
iłiYulsam  terrae  Caciem,  łDgcnti:sqiie  minas 
Mortaleii  stupueie^  al  tum  htnc  mirantur  abease 
l^elioD,  inrertique  imis  radicibus  Os^aib: 
}^ic  flttviQm  nioies  intcr  ooofasaqiłe  snxa 
Reptare,  atque  aliit  dtscentem  ruirere  ripia. 
Stant  dubii,  et  ootoi  montet  nmbrasąiie  r(qu\rufit, 
£rrore  ambifriio  t-Iusi,  et  novitatb  łoconim. 

Kempę  hic  Auriaei  nuper  TeziUa  secutś 
Ćónfluxore  acies,  hic,  asp^ra  corda,  Britannl, 
Cermaiinsqiie  ferox,  et  juncto  foedere  Belga; 
ttQique  tnici  Borex,  et  coclo  damnatus  iaiquo 
Titara  agit  in  tenebrist  et  qui  dudum  ore  perutto 
l^ecolor  admOti  prodit  yestigia  Phoebi: 
XTndłque  cuaveniunt,  totum  conscripta.  per  orbem 
XgmiDa,  Ka8Sonqae  latus  srjcialibus  aimiM  [cent, 
<5ircutanfti8a  tegimt,  fn'inituafu<-  et  munnura  mis- 
Tan  vario  disjuncta  sitti,  tot  diss^na  linguts. 

Te  tameo  e  mediis,  duotor  *,  fortis«iine,  tunnit 
Esere.    Tu  yitain  ^si  quid  mea  carmina  possunt) 
Aćcipies,  popu1ique  encomia  &era  tatun, 
Snem  Yarias  edoctuin.  arteR,  iłtudiisique  MiDenras 
Omnibus  omatum,  Maiti  Rbiidycina  furenti 
CraiidiŁ  ittwłtt,  et  taoto  te  jadat  al«imw>.  {vat«s 
HuDC  nempe  ardoireany  atque  iramensos  pecturis 
Non  jubar  Arctottm,  aut  noftri  penuria  cceji, 
Ś^  plaga  tofrtdior,  qua  tol  intentins  otnnes 
Eilundit  radiot,  totique  abooKia  PHosbo 
Indła  prugenuit,  teiierisque  incoxit  ab  annife 
Virtuti  ni  iaunudlcaai,  et  generosfie  incćndia  tnefk- 
tia.  [ton, 

JAta  qu(>que  torpmtefti  qttliofe1ix  soRptcit  Arc- 
3ruiuaiłique  stemaia  frłgusque  pcrambulat,  ursd? 

*  HoooiFBtiariBms  X>.  Donmiu  Cm^,  Baio  4e 
Cfanrm,  he, 

*  Insigt  DuB.  Chriatoplu  OodBi||feoii, 
ngii 


Harfidas  ttwńHś,  diitMiiif  tflgiBfi«  tetft 
Describtt  tociit,  pugnataque  m  ordine  bćte 
Attentti  numerat,  Beqae  brunaam  atit  frigoracmmfc. 
En  I  va8to8  nirinm  tractns  et  paliida  regna 
Drserit,  imperto  eztremam  '  ąai  subjicit 
Indigeuaaqae  byemef,  Diitoniuiique  Henift 

imt 
Łnmiałbiis  taritifl ;  śdbMiit  nunc  4baa  K»ifłu«» 
Mttuta>  tiune  tatdo  qiMB  aangstne 
Botnia,  nunc  dubit  pafna  tndiMn^A8ene?ai. 
Sutt  faiciet, et  quaiita  wini  ąuo  v<ertioe  JD . 
A^smgit!  qu^li  firmat  vestijiia  gressn, 
Majestate  rudi,  ettorvo  tpi  Ctabilis  aj«! 

Sir  diui  Aleidat,  raiiMniia  membra  leoma 
Instranis  spoliis,  ratta  se  mole  it  rebat, 
Evandri  auiplexusd€xtramqae  adjangere 
Cum  peteret,  tectisque  iogens  aucecdisret  boapei. 

Pum  pagnaa,  Oulielma,  tuai^  ram|ioai«g  on»- 
.  entos 
Accipit,  m  Tenis  ebulUtYińduB  hwnor*       [ai^dar. 
C  irdą  micaut  crebni,  et   meat«im  ferii 
Non  jaiu  Riphsos  bo^tis  popalabilur  aigroa 
Impune,  ant  a.itabit  inoltas  Sarmata  pnedaa. 

Źuis  tamen  iJle  pcui*ul  Ireiuitaht  ^wa 
vułgi 
Na<!8oyimn  iogemtoant!  v idea  cara  tittont' 
Fonrere  rumigibua,  subiU8qiie  alUeaoefe 
A  riglia  8ulre  matua,  et  inanea  mitte  4|iBfloeła^ 
Nas  <ov'i  aceura  tui,  de«i»te  tanenua 
Proypinere  ia  flm^taa  animo  sua^panaa, 
<  >bjurgare  notoa,  «ardaaiq<ie  reąairere 
Optatiyi  ttbi  Gaaaar  aiest,  aec  ut  anta  vii 
SuUicrturo  bcilt  atudiia,  fatalia  Golla* 
Consilta  «t  tadtaa  reraaotam  ia  p^cCnccposaaiw 
Olli  flrrata  qttif'8  et  pas  ttattqaiiła  yercBdask 
CompoKuit  vuitam,  Ustoaąuealiiarjt  faamM«a.   - 

Ut  ;)eaao  ciroum  w  plariomaagmtiaa  aaiica 
Agglameiat  laberi!  ni  patriam  relenwiaa 
Re^pictt  eauł^ans!  jarat  oslentare  taoeiitea 
Orą  ciratncea,  et  Tułanm  eruda,  nataafoa. 
Mucrunam  iaaigues,  affiataqae  aalpbare 
Chara  atupet  coaiaa*  .radu<:iaąue  iooerta  aaaiiti 
Yeatłgat  ikciem;  trepida  fonnidiae  pnaka 
Stat  .procui,  «t  patrioa  borrearit  aeacia  vi 
nie  gravea  eaaas,  duri  et  diacriroina  bcUi 
Knumefat,  tumidiaqne  in8taarat.pfaa;ła 
Sic,  poa<qnam  in  patriam  faeeuadaberećbaa  At^a 
Phrjrxeam  attaleiat  pełksm,  iaaamifae 
Kx)Xrf»«it  Gmiiset  tortiie  reUeria  aurom, 
NaTltatarrilicia  infiamia  Itltom  monntna 
DaacńłHt,  misio  aianuitem  iacandia  faaaa 
Serpentem,  ▼igiłesqne  feraa»  pAnatroąoa 
Insodito  tearoa,  et  aabeloa  tgae  jacaaeoR. 
Te  tamen^  O  qaaiiCia  <3alMme  eraple 
Arcipimua  laducem:  tibi  diva  Brilaanja  faadit 
Plebemqne  et 

aibea 
Iiigiadaia,  ciabna 
G  aud  iaqaeatptaaai 

CircamitatiaanitBi-<leQaa:  TibijM|Hiari 
S^rina  ioYertit,  iucca  miraoa; 
Ridet  Hyr^a»t 

fbo.  fi 

jDmque  Nepoa  *  tibi  panrua  adeat,  fastoąi 
Inccbtu,  et  bTando  teatatur  gaodiarisu. 
Ct  patriuf  Tigor  atque  alaCt 


[*» 


*  Mo«cqvi«  iniperator. 

<  CeisiąwmAia  prinof^  4az  Glocestnpsiiii 
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Dfmid«nt  paem!  vt  mttter  IbrmoM  seremit 
uijmtam  frantem,  «t  luMImm  temfMrtt  om! 
LgnotoD  fiMHent  am^iguaiii,  mixto9qite  ptreutet. 
Ile  taasy  OtriMaie,  «<riet)  et  tristła  bettii, 
*ugiia8q«e  tnnociia  dadum  Mb  hnagme  lusit 
fniio  tadiimftiiti  sHhflłt  MgfUva  pofeSN* 
Ter^  preihtt  timnte,  et  fWsts  ti»m>nbu«  itnptet, 
Iternińitif*  tftlgrtlttlii  ficto  eo^rtotlime  CHIIotru 
*uiu!  simulat  t«tw«,  et  propu^rnacuHi  pttrvA 
^oroiiiltmgti^ttt  irtiriH*  9Uhłtoqtie  tumultu 
W«hi«  f  nAratiii  «¥ce«)  httmlt«mque  Ifaitiiirraiii 
^iniit:  itł«M«a  fCH^roPS)  in  p«ctote  flitmmft 
IssargtnftMBtfm  juyent,  n^itat  f^rnit  honestaś 
^rporeo  Arvore^m,  %l  imabiKs  horror. 

^is  tatnen   Aiigustc  immensas   ito   oarmiae 
poihfMii 
inttritti,  łfi  |«teo»  tfbi  iti!|fo  effiMi  <Ana1«i 
i^ina  rubMt,  irsHatqu«  fhfectfti  purpura  80Tde«ł 
Inis  lapsna  neferct  stelłaram,  et  Bclłle  Melum, 
^Mtacefam  otftendunt  r^ddentia  compitachartam, 
Mpburifl  exuvia5:,  tubuU>sque  bitumine  casaos? 

En  ptDeol  attonitam  Tideo  clarescere  noctem 
=^algore  Iwołito!  mit  andi^ue  lAcidm  tmber, 
na^rante9que  byeiiiefl;  crepftaatła  sidera  passim 
SckitillBRt,  totOfjiłc  pkitint  tncmidia  certo. 
^ec  nilinit  id  trtils  TntćanUB  miłle  fi$curas 
nd«ft,  łgttiTomns^oć  fefas,  et  fiilgida  monstra, 
rerribii«8  yisu  f^ftrtnas!  Mc  fnembra  leonis 
riisi^idft  mefititur,  tortfsąue  comniitia  (lammis 
>lla  ąolitlY^  rUtiteN^iieJubto;  hic  lubricUs  Aoguem 
Ludit,  mibsfHein,i^  multo  sibilal  ignc, 

Lfttitiam  ing^httem  atque  efTosahSBC  gaUd!ft  ciris 
Tam  tandem  securus  agit,  posiŁoqae  timoi« 
Exere«t  ^eirtos,  cYftssem^ne  per  altima  mandi 
mpune  educit,  pela*oqoe  licentitis  errat: 
5eu  cotistrfcta  spdij,  medii»quc  borrentia  Cancti  . 
W^lMbos  kr^ft  v!dct;  -seu  turgi^-t  malit  ołenti 
Tendere  v<;la  noto,  qaa  tburea  tiamina  miscet 
iBorns,  et  placidis  perfbndit  odoribus  awas. 

Vw  Młm^ilhistres  heroum,  umbreqQe  recentes, 
ioarlMt  tronca  jacent  et  adhuc  stiBantia  cnidis 
>>rpora  tifuhtHrbtas,  qiiTbus  bose  optabilis  ortw 
Parta  ^łes,  nondtrm  Nassoro  abdueite  vestn> 
Pida  satelHtia,  at  solitis  stipate  cater^is 
I^ucMrem,  cft  f^^es  circnm  dilRindite  turmas. 
I>iqQe  Maria,  tuos  non  ttnquam  oblita  Britannos, 
y  dh*,  o  patiens  ttia^nm  etpectare  mantmn, 
^ć  terrts  dottiinum  Snvideas,  qaanquam  amplius 

i>Ium 
Mineant,  IongamqTie  a|;ftenttQb  rindiee  pacem. 


nAHOMETRi  DSaCRiPTIO. 

łdA^iMHrai  ftMMir  tairs  oswm  aatra;  mataHo 
Etennda  mtonA^  rudibasq«a  fiitemk  ip«ih9; 
Dom  saspetoocttUas  ga^as,  nonnosiiiie  Aitaros, 
£niit  argeoti  latiesą  «itidiiiiiqiie  łiquoreai  j 
2ui  nallo  atfti—u  fiiwWl  waatigia  t«acta, 
(<fee  terram  signo  rerolabilis  impriadt  odo, 
9b4  femytM  spanhn  tu  gMuloa  fonsaiki  aaq«i 

tundam 
9ervat,  et  ńi  tMrelM  lapMM  aa  oolłifpt  «riwa. 
« liicertum  qiia  «it  natlifa,  an  negitgat  ultra 
Perficier,  jubar  «t  naturus  iuutile  temnat; 
4n  p^at  soKs  tis  iBnperfircta  relłnqnat 
Ar|[entMi  nalt  ^ooctoną,  iliritias^  flocnt^t; 


Suicątild  «rtt,  magiio  M  Jmttt  mbiHi  «n ; 
Nec  Deus  eflblstt  magia  aspectabilis  olia. 
Cum  Danttlito  flaro  cffCom  pretiosas  amtota 
Ambtit,  «l  grałam  siaadente  UWdiaa  <bniuu%  ' 
Def^all  Iniguo  ltquelbctum  numaU  in  aarob 

Śuin  age,  sumę  tnbum  fnigiłem,cui  densiorattf 
Ex«tttstts;  fMdu  t^Cri  sttbaMat  to  imo 
Argentl  stigttuiii$  vit  plutta  impendente  metallaife 
Mobile  deseendat,  tcI  contra,  ubi  postulat  cataa, 
Prodeat  Muc  iiq«or  emergMs,  et  rorsus  mane 
Occupetajpcensu,  lttbuMmique  eitcurrat  iu  omnem. 

Jam  oseU  Ariem  t«mpestutcsqu«  fbtuiua 
Consda  lympha  monet,  brumamqoe  et  ftigom 

narrat.' 
ICam  ąuoties  llqaor  iusnrgit,  vitraoque  oamtf 
Sublatiim  nequeunt  ripsB  cohibero  prior(>i; 
Tum  tietos  spetura  dies  licet,  anra  luitentar 
JSstatem,  et  lai^  diAiso  liimtn  •  rident 
Sin  sese  immodicnm  attollens  aifenleus  hun«nv 
£t  nimium  oppressus,  ooulendat  Ad  ardua  ▼itr^ 
Jam  sitiunt  berbs^  jam  suoaot  damma  fcraosa 
£xcoquiŁ,  et  languent  cotaomto  prata  Tirora. 

Cum  vera  tenoes  uebutea  spiracula  terrm 
Fundunt,  et  madtdi  floitant  iuper  mquora  Atmi| 
Pabula  Tontune  płutiss;  tum  fusile  poodua 
Infeiiora  petit;  nec  cettiorarriea  eoBlos 
Indicat  bumentes,  medias  quamlo  srtberis  oi«i 
Tranando,  crassa  fruitur  subliimos  aura, 
Discutit  et  madidix  rorantia  mibMa  ptimis. 
Nunc  gattm  aggiomerant,  4isptrsas  frigorastifmfet 
Particolas,  rarosque  in  nimbum  cogitur  hamur: 
Prata  yinait,  segetem  ftecmidis  imbribus  feitber 
IiTigat,  et  bibuln  radici  alimenu  ministfut. 
2aia  ubi  plus  «quo  dascendoas  uda  metatli 
Fundum  amat,  impatiens  pluri»,  matueusąue  ^m» 

.  ceilam, 
Agricołn  caveant;  nun  hfna  imptma  coloMa 
Aspicit ;  oatendet  moK  fteu  mporibus  aura 
Oołfoctas  byi^mes,  tempestatemque  aonoram. 
At  licet  Afgentimi  mole  i ncombente  leratum 
Subsidat,  penftnsqtie  imo  se  oondat  in  alveoy 
Caetera  queque  tument ;  erersis  flomina  ripia 
Espfttiata  ruunt,  spamantibos  cestoat  undia  ^ 

Dihivi«BS,  rapidiąue  oAsm  licmtia  ponti. 

Nnlla  tacet  aactuta  poli  mirUbile  ritnmi, 
Snin>  vaiioa  cdsli  irukas  et  temnora  prodrt^ 
Antę  refert)  quattdo  tenoi  yełamine  tutua    . 
lucedea»  quawlo  sperabis  (ngidus  tgnem. 

Augurio  boc  fh«us,  qvarvqiiam  atri  nabiła  calf 
Dirun^mnt  obanira  diem,  plttTlasqiie  aiinaatur; 
Mmrińita  fti  aeę?at^  et  sudum  promittat  apertum^ 
Audax  carpat  iter  nim  bo  pcndente  yiatur; 
Nec  metuens  i mbram,  poscentes  nieDsor  aristas 
Prasturnati  teme  jam  brama  inoumbitinenma^ 
Frigoraque  haud  Mcitusu  eadotft,  ftiiuat^ua  ^a; 


aes 


IITrifMO^rSPAV0MAXlA, 

ilViE  PIUBUUBf  INTER  PTGMJBOS  £T  Olll'£i 

COUMISBUM. 

PemrAtAi  acirs,  et  tamuMiftite  Młam 
Pygmarndom  wfcro :  parvas  tu,  Bffusa,  oo1mA»«    ' 
Instrue ;  tu  gladioi,  mortemqtte  minautia  costrb, 
Oflren«08qtte  Orues,  indignantcaque  pw^ilłam 
Militiam  celebra;  Vo1ucrumquc  homiunuKiue  tu» 

multus. 
-    Hrttmm  Ingentes  animos  et  triatia  bella 
PiaiMum  totor  wkausi^  ?em«<fte  sanoi^ 


9W 


ABDlSOira  FOEMS. 


Jnssit  et  atorna  nuaieumim  afnigAre  pottp«: 
Siń»  łectos  Graidm  juwnes,  et  torva  tttentem 
Thesea^ąuis  pedibus  veloceiii  ig^oorat  Acbillem^ 
Suem  daim  Moem  oertaoiinA,  qaeni  Oolieloii 
GertaUtent^   Fnitret  Tbebftbi,  et  flebUe  fotom 
Fompeii  ąuem  non  delasMiTere  legentem  ł 
Primus  ego  intaictas  acie»,  grecłlemq«e  tubaram 
Carmine  depingam  sonitum,  nova  castra  tecotiu; 
£xigacMq«e  canam  pngilet,  Graibn8qne  malignot 
Heroasy  nigrtiąne  ruentem  k  nubibos  boatem. 

2tta  solis  tep«torta,  primitiisąue  diei 
India  ista  nibiet»  mediam  inter  inhotpita  axa 
(Per  płacidam  Taiłem,  et  paueit  acoesia  Tireta) 
Pygmeom  ąaondam  steterat,  dam  fata  sinebant, 
Imperium.     Hinc  varias  vitaiii   excolaere   per 

artes 
Seduii,  et  asńdiio  ferrebant  arva  popello. 
Kunc  si  qui»  dura  evadat  per  saxa  viator» 
I)eaertiMque  lare»,  et  yalles  OMibus  albae 
£xignM  videt,  tl  yestigia  parva  stupescit. 
Desolata  tenet  victrix  impune  Yolucris 
Begna,  et  securo  crepitat  gnu  iraproba  ntdo: 
Non  sic,  dum  multos  stetit  insuperabilis  annot 
Parrula  progenies;  tum,  si  qui8  cominus  aleś 
Cotigredl,  et  immiits  audaret  le  credere  pngoe, 
Miles  atrnx  aderat,  sumptisque  feroculus  annis 
Sterait  bami  rolocr^ił  mońbandam,  humerisąue 

reportat 
Ingenlem  pmdam ;  eff8oqne  epolatnr  in  boste. 
8t»pe  improyisas  mactabat,  tnpejuyabat 
Biripere  aat  nidum,  aut  ulcisci  in  prole  patentem. 
Kempę  larem  ąuottes  multa  constntxerat  arte, 
Aut  uteri  posuisset  onus,  volttcremqae  ftitaram; 
Contiouo  yułtu  spirans  immane  minaci 
Omnia  vastaret  miles,  faetusqae  necaret 
Iromeritos,  vitamque  abnimperet  imperfectam, 
Cum  tepido  nondam  maturuit  hostis  in  ovo. 

Hinc  causae  irarum,  bclla  binc,  fatalia  bełla, 
Atqae  mden  letho  intentip,  ▼olucrumque  vir(imqae 
Comraissa  strages,  coni'asaqoe  mortis  imago. 
Non  tantos  motu9,  nec  tam  memorabile  bellimi, 
Mseonius  quond&m  subliini  carmine  rates 
Lusit;  ubi  totam  strepiŁaque  armisque  palndem 
Miscuit:  hic  (yisu  mifierabile ! )  corpora  munim 
Sparsa  jacent  juncis  transfixa,  bic  gnttnre  rauco 
Rana  dolet,  pedrbasque  abscisso  po)dłte  temis 
Keptat  humi»  solitis  nec  sese  salUbus  efFert. 

Jamqne  ó^en  Pygmseo  aderat,  qtio  tempore  csMi 
Poenitnit  fcptus,  intactaque  mahiit  ova. 
Kam  super  hisaeoensa  graves  eiarsit  in  iras 
Grus  stomacbafis;  omnesqoesłmtil,  qaasStrymi>- 

nis  iinda. 
Ant  stagnum  Mareofidis,  imi  aut  uda  Ciiystri 
Prata  tenent,  adsunt;  Scythicaque  excita  palude, 
Et  conjnrato  volncris  desćendit  ab  Istro. 
Strage8que  immensas  et  t  ul  nera  cogitat  absens, 
£xacuitque  tingues  ictuin  meditata  futurum, 
Et  rostram  parat  acirc,  fug{eqnc  accommodat  alas. 
Tanius  amor  brili,  et  vindict»  an^ta  cupido. 
Ergo  ubi  ver  nactus  propriuni,  suspt^nsus  in  alto 
Aefe  concussis  exercitiis  obstrepit  alis, 
Terrapque  iuimensos  tractus,  scmotaqne  longe 
JEqnora  despiciunt,  BoreanK|ue  et  nubila  tranant 
Inaumeri:  crebro  oirrum  ingeiis  fluctuat  aetber 
Flamtne,  et  assiduus  miscet  coelum  omne  tnmultus. 

Kec  minor  in  terris  motns,  diun  bclla  facessit 
Impiger,  histituitque  agmen,  ijrmatqne  plialangas, 
Kt  furit  arrcptis  animosus  homuncio  telis: 
Poiif^c  turma  duas  composta  excnrrat  i  u  alas, 
OrdiDibuique  frequeBS,  t:t  marte  iustiuota  perlŁp. 


JaiQqae  aoiet  loler  aediM  m&t  ai6«u8  WSett 
Pygmietfum  ductor,  qai  majestete  Yerendua 
IncessB^ua  graris  reltqoos  superenunet  ctomm 
Mole^  gigaotea,  mediamqiie  asaorgit  m  ohiaiB. 
Tonrior  aspecta  (bostilis  nam  insculpsent  nagmt 
Ore  cicatńoes)  Tultaque  octentat  bonesta 
Rostroram  tigna,  et  cmdos  i»  pectare 
1maM>itali  odio,  «temisqae  exareiut  iria 
Alituum  geotem,  non  illua  impnne 
Aut  ore,  aut  pedibus  peteret  conAaas  aduneifc 
Fatalem  qaoties  Gruibus  distriDxef«t  eBsenit 
TruncaTitqae  alas,  celeriqBe  fi^^am  abstailit 
fiuot  fecit  stragesl  quas  nudis  fuaera  poUis 
Intulit,  beu!  quotjet  implevitSŁrymoB»tfcbBf 
'  Jamque  procul  aonus  auditarj 

laótnm 
Prospectant  nubem  bdlumque  hostes^i 
Crebrescit  tandem,  atque  ocuUs  se  plurimua 
Ordinibus  stnictus  variis  esercitua  ingena 
Alituum,  motisque  eyentilat  aera  pennis. 
Turba  polom  replet,  8peciequa  immanis  obonrimt 
Agmina  Pyguueorum,  et  densa  in  nubibus  baereC: 
Nunc  densa,  at  patriis  max  reddita  rarior  oria. 
Belli  ardent  studio  Pygmseit  et  lumine  sasro 
Sospiciunt  hostem;  nec  iongum  tempus,  et  ingenr 
Tui-ba  Gruum  horrifico  sese  super  agmina  lapUi 
PrsBcipitat  gravi8»  et  betlnm  sperantibiw  inUtrl: 
Fit  fragor;  aTulsaeyolitant  circom  aera  ploBMk 
Mox  defeiaa  iterum  Ievibtts  aeae  eripit  alis. 
Et  vire8  reparata  iterum  petit  impcie  tems^ 
Armorum  pendet  fortuna;  bic  fixa  Tolocria 
Cuspide,  sanguineo  sęae  furibonda  rotatn 
Torqiict  agens  circum,  f06truiiique  i«tCDdit  ia 

hostem 
Imbeile,  et  curros  innnorte  recolligit  angues. 
Pygmań  hic^tilliit  lentus  de  rnioere  sangińs 
Singaltoaque  ciet  crebros,  pedibusqa€  posillis 
Tundit  humum^  et  morient  unguem 

acutum.         ^ 
.^tuat  omne  solum  strepitu,  tepidoqtM 
Sanguine,  sparguntur  giadii,  spai^ntur  ei  alsB» 
Ungaesque  et  digitj,commistaqoe  roatra  Jacectiik 
Pygmasadum  saBVłt,  mediisqua  in  uuliabus  aidet 
Ductor,  quem  late  hinc  atqQe  hinc  pereuntia  etn* 

gunt 
Corpora  fusa  Gruum;  modiaque  in morte 
Nec  płausu  alarum,  nec  rostri  concidit  ictn. 
Ule  Gruum  terror,  illom  densissiroa  circom 
Miscetor  pugno,  et  bellum  omne  laborat  iu 
Cum,  subito  appulsns  (sic  D!  vołuere)  tuasałlii 
Ex  inopinn  in<rens  et  forraidabilis  alca 
ComprciidiŁ  pedibus  pognautem;  et  (trtste  relata) 
Sustulit  in  coelum;  bellator  ab  ungaiboą^bsMci 
Pendułus,  agglomeratstrepitn  globus  undiqae4eM0ft 
Alituum ;  frustia  Pygmwi  lumrae  moeato>> 
Regem  inter  nubes  lugent,  «oHtoq«e  miBoram 
Heroem  aspiciunt  gruibus  plaodcntibus-escara. 

Jamque  rcerudesctt  bellum*  gros  dasupar  ur^et 
Py  gmcum  rostm,  atqoa  hostem  petit  apdwsaiofso^ 
Turo  fus(it  alta  voians;  is  sursumbrachiaJActat 
Ynlnerjfs  impatiens,  et  ioanea  ssrrit  in 
Talts  erat  bŁ*lii  £Bciea»  cum  Pelion  in^sna 
Mitteret^n  ctflum  Briareus,  aoKoqtte 
Prfecipitem  eacutewt;  sparguntur  ta  aathere  tal* 
Fiilminaque  scopulłque:  flagrantta  tela  <iecKaiim 
TorquGntur  Joyis  acta  manot  don  raftn  tfrasitoM 
Corpora  fusa  jaceiit,  sem iuataqua aołphaiełuiuniC 

Viribu.i  absumptis  peaitua  PygmcSs  tatndana 
Agminn  languesctuit;  ergo  pars  ^erlerp  t<^ 
HorribillptMTCoiia  motO;  pars  toUeae^oeea 
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^gUftm;  bte  pepaloB  eiibitmtis  oberrat 
nttant  a  tergo  volucres,  Iaceraiitqae  trahuntąne 
mmitot,  oert»  gentem  extirpate  nefandam. 
^  Sic  Pygmtca  domus  multoidooiinataper  antioi, 
fot  bellia  dcfuncta,  gnmrn  tot  leta  triatnpbis,. 
'anditns  mtfeńit:  nempe  exitu8  onmia  tandem 
^ertot  ragoa  matiet,  rant  certi  d^łqae  fines^ 
!aos  ultra  traosire  nefiu:  sic  corruit  olim 
Lssytis  imparittiDi  uc  magna  P^rsidis  imis 
iediłwa  ercmim  est,  et  majus  utiroque  lAtinain. 
tlysii  Wlles  nmc  agmłiie  lustra!  inaoi, 
U  T«tenini  heronai  miscetur  graodibus  umbrts 
Mebt  panra:  «ut,  8i  quid  fidci  mereatar  anilU 
'alwla,  paatores  per  noctia  opaca  pusilkts 
inpe  vidaBt  umbras,  Pygmsos  corpore  casMa. 
)um  secura  gruum,  et  yeteres  oblita  labores, 
^Btititt  peoitiu  Tacat,  indulget^ue  ćboreis, 
LngiMto0qae  terit  calles,  Tiridesqiie  per  orbes 
^art)a  I«vis  saltt,  et  lemurum  cognomine  gaudet. 


s 


RESUHRECTIO 

OEŁIKtATA  AD  AŁTARB  COU  ILIGD.  0X09. 

^RMiOt  fuoi  tractos,  calamiqQe  laboneK, 
lofgeotesąue  honuiium  ibrmas,  ardentiaąue  oim 
adiciti  et  flimulacbra  modis  pallentia  mWis, 
rerriblienk  viin  pompam,  tn  carmine  Musa 
^ande  doto,  vatique  sacros  accende  itirores. 

Olim  plaińtiem  (quam  nanc  fcecunda  ooloram 
nsignit  pictura)  inhonesto  et  simplice  cultu 
Testitt  Aibedo,  sed  ne  rima  uUa  priorem 
ignotcat  faciem,  mox  fundamenta  luturae 
UibstrBviŁ  ^otor  taboJa,  bumoreffiqne  deąuacem 
Per  naroB  trazit;  Telamine  mcenia  crasso 
igoaUcnt  obdacta,  et  niclioribus  illita  fucis. 

Utqiie  (p^lo  DODdnm  stellis  ftilgentibua  apto) 
ffe  apatio  molea  immenea  dehiacat  iuani, 
^ar  eava  ceeloraro,  et  convexa  patientia  late 
lincat^ue  hiac  interfusus  flaitaverat  stber; 
If  OK  fadia&te  novum  torrebat  lumine  mundum 
TiteB,  et  paUena  alienoa  mitiaa  ignea 
Tyntbiaribrabat;  crebria  nunc  consitna  aatiif 
tcintillare  polus,  nunc  fnigor  Lacteus  omne 
NAuere  in  eosliim,  1ongoque  albeacere  tractu. 

Sic,  opeńa  poatąuam  loait  primordia  pictor, 
>um  aoidet  pariea,  nuUamque  fatetur  Apellem> 
"iMitiuaeKercet  calamos,  atque  arte  tenacem 
^ontandit  yiscum,  6UCCoaqne  atteroperat,  omnea 
nducit  tandem  formas;  apparet  ubique 
tfota  cobora,  et  picturarum  vulgu8  inane. 

AKgeria  Brari  vacat  ora  aoprema  ministria, 
;|Mraaqiie  per  totam  oceleatia  turba  tabellam 
lancoa  in^rat  lituoa,  bucca8qQe  tnmentea 
nflat,  et  attonilom  replet  clangoribusKirbcm. 
)efuDrtia  aomu  auditur,  tabttlamque  per  imam 
^cta  giareacit  huinut,  terrii  emergit  apertia 
>rotciuca  rpdiviva,  et  plurima  aurgit  imago. 

Sic,  ium  fneiindia  Cadmusdataemina  aulcia, 
Terra  tamet  praegnaiw*  animataąue  gleba  laborat, 
Aixuriatttrag8r  aegete  spirante,  caleacit 
>mDe  solom,  crescitąue  vtrorum  prodiga  mcsaia. 

lam  ptiłTia  variaj)  teme  disperaa  per  oraa, 
Ihre  niter  venns  tooeri  concreta  metalii, 
Imflim  dirigołt,  aeu  aeae  immlscuit  herbis, 
?«plicitaest;  molem  rursus  coaleaciŁ  iu  unam 
>ivijQm  fiinaa,  aporsos  prlpr  alligat  ai-tna 
oncturaf  aptanturqtte  iterum  coeuntia  membra* 
lii  aoiidui  spcoia  peifecU  resurgit  iaiag^^ 


y ultum  trancata,  atque  inhonesto  Tuloere  nares 
Manca,  et  adhuc  deeat  infoimi  decorpore  multum* 
Paulatjm  in  rigidum  bic  yita  inainnata  cadaTer 
Mota  Bgro  vix  dum  radivivoa  erigit  artua. 
Inflcit  his  borror  vultua,  et  imagioe  tota 
Fuaa  per  attonitam  paUet  fonnidu  figuram. 

Detrahe  quiu  oculos  apectator,  et»  ora  mteii« 
tem 
Si  poterint  perferre  diem,  medium  inspice  munun* 
Sva  aedet  orta  Deo  prolea,  Deus  ipae^  aereno 
Lumine  perftiaua,  radii8que  insperbna  aoatis. 
Circum  tranqQiUae  iunduotiir  tempora  flammar, 
Regina  ore  vigor  spirat,  nitet  ignia  ocellia^ 
Plurimaque  effbtget  majeataa  numine  totOb 
Suantum  dissimilia,  quantam  o*  mntataa  ab  Ulo^ 
Sui  peccata  luit  cniciatna  noo  aua,  vttam 
2ocndo  lactantem  cnnctata  motte  t^ahebat! 
Sed  fimatra  voluit  defonetum  Golgotha  numem 
Condere,  dum  victa  fetonmi  legę  trimnpbana 
NatiTum  petiit  ccelum,  et  aaper  »tbera  vectafl 
Deapexitlunam  exiguam,  tolemąao  minorem. 

Jam  latua  eiibaanm,  et  palnas  oetendit  atra9qni^ 
Vnlnuaqtte  iofixum  pede,  clarommqiie  recepta 
Sigoa,«t  tmnaacti  quondam  raatigia  ferri, 
Umbró  hoc  felioaa  tendnnt,  nameroiaque  colo* 
Turba  petunt,  atąne  immortalia  dona  capeaaanC» 
Matrea,  et  longae  nunc  reddita  eorpora.vtt0 
Infentnm,  jurenea,  pueri,  innuptcqae  poells  [tei 
Stant  ciicmn,  aV|«a  aTidoa  jubar  immortalebibaw* 
Affigunt  oculoa  in  numine:  landibua  »ther 
Intonat,  et  laeto  ridet  ccelum  omne  triampbo. 
Hia  amor  impatiena  conceptaqoe  gandia  meoteM 
Funditoa  eacagitant,  imoqae'  tn  pectore  ferrent. 
Non  8eqne  exultat  flagranti  corde  ^yUa^ 
Hoapite  cum  tumet  inoluao,  et  praacordia  teiftit 
Mota  Dei  atimutis,  nnnioqae  calentia  Pbcabo* 

Suia  tamen  ille  aovtta  perstringit  lamina  ftalgor? 
ftuam  Mitra  efflgiem  dłatinxitpietor«  boneato 
Suiipentem  h  tnmulo,  alatoqtte  aatelUte  fultam? 
Agposco  ftciem,  rultu  latet  alter  in  illo 
'  Wainfletna,  sic  ille  oculoa,  aic  orm  ftiebat: 
Ebeu  quando  animi  par  inrenietnr  imagp! 
Suandoalium  aimilem  yirtua  babitural-^ 
Irati  innocoaa  itecnnu  nnminia  irat 
Aapicit,  impaTidosque  in  judice  0git  oceltos. 

Suin  age,  et  honcjitem  commłztia  igne  tendbria 
Jam  Tideaa  »oenam ;  molto  hic  atagnaaAia  Aieo 
Meania  flagrantem  Iiquefti«to  aalphurt  rtvam 
Fingont,  et  falaua  tanta  arte  accradttnr  ignia, 
Ut  toti  metuaa  tabultt,  ne  flamma  per  omne 
Livida  serpat  opoa,  tenueaque  abanaipta  recedat 
Pictura  in  cinerea,  propriia  peritura  fe^illia. 
Hue  turba  infelix  agitnr,  ^tttrpaaqne  Tideri 
Infrendet  dentes,  et  mgia  oontrabit  ora. 
Vindex  i  tergo  impiacabile-aaevit,  et  onaena 
Fulmineum  vibrana  acie  flagrante  aedeatoa 
Jam  Paradiaeia  iterum  depellit  ab  oria. 
Hen!  qttid  agat  tristia  f  Suo  ae cmleatibui  iris 
Subtrabat?  Ol  qoantum  veUet  nunc  atbereinaltt 
yiitutem  colere !  at  tandem  suepiria  dacit 
Ncquioquam, .  et  aero  in   laciyiAaa    effunditurl 

obataiit 
Sortea  non  revocandap,  et  inexorabile  nomen. 

Suam  varia8  aperit  venerea  pictura!  periti 
^uot  calami  iegimus  vestłgia!  quanta  eolomia 
Gratlaeeprofert!  tałea  non  diacolor  Iri« 
Ostendat,  rario  cum  lumine  floridua  imber 
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Eore  nttii  toto»  el  futte  scintilUt  in  oooi. 

O  fiici  niUtr,  O  polcbri  durate  oolon:»  ( 
Nec,  pietiini,  tua  laofuetcat  gloria  formcBb  [oMm. 
Dom  lucon  videai»  ^uałeoi  «3vrtq»M  ipsa*  §vpf^ 


Hic  ubi  gramioea  io  l^tum  mm  nplicat  sqcior 
Plaoities,  TacwtHjue  ins^eos  paUt  areą  c^mpo* 
Cmn  lolem  iHMiduiii  fumantia  pnitą  fiuanunr 
£xortuai,  ci  tuutide  pendent  ia  8;raiAiiM  gifttt«^ 
Im  próba  fiUx  nocU*  parva  incram^nto  priorit 
Ikśecac,  AKiiEntiii  rad^us  a  oeapiu  mmmimt 
Tum  motn  afsidoo  aairoai  YanatUe  terram 
Deprimit  tfttaotam,  et  curg^ntes  attsrit  bei^bMi 
Li]n^a  percurrunt  v«rnaut«m  tui-ba  paifffttrani 
Uncta,  nitfut  pleo,  (omm  qiiibu4  e««e  rotiMdii 
ArtiiicM  femam  d«dsmt»  &Cłlii4i]e  mpi^ń. 
Ne  tameo  giaadant  iocauti  «rior«  (Mborun, 
HttBąua  8«if  inciaa  notif  itat  ipb«r»;  tęd  oims 
Haac  vuU|  qiui  iafijao  multum  ipcliusta  metąllo 
Yertitur  iu  gyroa,  at  ini(|ao  tramite  currit; 
Huin  alii  div«nia  pUcf4»  ąuajn  parciua  mr^ęi 
Piumbea  ▼!•,  rootuąua  ainit  proeadęra  recW. 
Poft^uam  idf«  in  parta*  turWup  dint^nsaimt 
aquaa 
CaoailiuiB,  aut  aort;  qii«aqua  «Mf  accingitur  armie. 
£rolat  orbioulwa,  qtta  cuisiua  mata  Ititunira 
Besigaat;  jactiqua  lageut  vf  ^tigia,  primam. 
ftui  oertameo  init,  apbwcaoi  ciaiuittit,  at  iUa 
I^oitar  effusa*  ąsi^Dum  ąood  ducit  in  oibeow 
Radłt  iter»  dop^c  teneim  priyoo  ijnpete  fieato 
Subsistat:  wbi^  glob«u  emicat  aic«r  et  altęr, 

Mox  ubiAuMUłnturlate  agminacrebra  aiiiioreaa 
tfpanaper  afbiculuiiit  atipauU|ttefireqoaotia  iBStam> 
Atque  negaot  facilei  aditut;  jam  cautiof  exit,    • 
£t  leviter  lese  insiouat  rerolubile  ligaun. 
At  fti  forta  gl»bum,  qui  i9i»it,  apectat  inertea 
Serpere,  at  imprastuin  aubito  labgueacere  motiim, 
Pone  urget  spii«er«  reatigia,  et  aaxius  in^tat, 
Objorgatqua  mora*,  cnrreiitłque  imminet  orbi. 
Atque  ut  segnia  bonoa  deatrs  84*rvetur»  iniąuam 
Incusat  terram,  ac  suigentem  io  narmore  nodum. 

Nec  riMis  tacuere,  globitf  cum  rolTitur  actua 
lofami  JBictu,  aut  uimium  Yestigia  plumbum 
Allicit,  et  apĄueram  i  recto  trahit  iusita  virtui. 
Tum  qui  projecit,  ttrepitus  tfffundit  inanesy 
Et,  variaai  in  speriem  distorto  corporai  ialiof 
Increpat  errojnes,  et  dat  convitia  ligao. 
Sphaera  ted,  irarum  teinneus  ludibria,  oceptum 
Pergtt  iŁer,  nuUi«que  movetur  surda  quejr<riis. 
Ilia  tamenlaudes  •ufnnttaiqtte  mereturbonorem, 

8  ust  ooa  diruBipitcunum,  absibtitque  moreri, 
onec  turbam  inter  cnrbran  dilap^a  supremum 
Perfecit  stadium,  eit  metę  inclinata  recumbit. 
Huatis  at  liwreoiam  orbicuio  detrudere  •phaeram 
Cartat,  Iumioibuaqne  viam  stgnanti^us  umnaa 
Interidit  Wreci,  et  misisile  fortiter  ui^get:  " 
£volat  adducto  nou  segojs  aphcera  laoertUb 

Uaud  ita  prosiliens  £ieo  carcere  pernia 
Auriga  iuTehitur,  cum  raptus  ab  axe  citato 
Cun«ntesqtte  domon  videt,  et  fugientia  tecta. 

$i  tameo  in  duros,  obetrucU  aateUite  multo, 
Impin8;ąt  aoci98,  conrundatque  orbibus  oibesj 
Tum  fervetł»iiiii,  fi»rtunam  damuat  acerbam* 
Atąue^deoB  atque  astm  vocat  crudelia 

Si  vero  incursus  faciles,  aditumque  pateutem 
Inreniaty  pMtQq«a  hustis  spOUatur  boaore: 


Tuifaairemit  oaofiiM*  aoi|hqiie  fro^ue^ti^**  ^off^ 
Baclamant  aocii ;  plausu  strepit  omoę  viivtuni. 

Intcrea  fetsps  tnimico  Siriut  aatro 
Coriipit,  et  aaUas  axudaQt  c\)rporą  gqttaa; 
Lenia  jam  Zepbyri  spiraotes  d'>gQra>  ut  uxqbr>^ 
CaptąatuTi  vulti:kque  flueus  abstergitur  buiaor» 


4V  D.D.  HASms, 
iKtiAwaumni  m«»i€vii  nr  powęah* 

O  qui  canoro  blandius  Orpheo 
Vooale  ducis  carmen,  et  e^itu 
Feliciore  luctuosis 
Sspe  animam  revoca9  ab  omlms. 
Jam  seu  solutos  in  numerum  pedes 
Cogfs,  vel  sgram  et  v\x  aiiima:  t^a< 
Corpuf  tueris,  seu  cadaver 
Luminibus  penetras  acutit; 
Opos  raliiiquen9  eripe  te  mune, 
Frontemqae  curis  solłcltam  eTpltci^ 
Scyphumque  jucuudua  reqi|irtt 
Purpureo  gravidum  Lyaso. 
Knne  plena  magni  pocnia  postaleft 
Mempr  Wilbclmi*  nunc  inov«at  sitim 
Minister  ingens,  impert.que 
Presidium  baud  lere,  Montaciitn%  * 
Omitte  tandem  triste  nirgotiuip 
Grave9que  cura:(|  bea  niuiiura  piosl 
N^  cg?ceru9  cautus  męderi 
Ip,sc  tuam  n^inoas  salutem* 
Frustr:>  cruorem  pulsibus  iocitis 
£buUieutem  pollice  cumprimis, 
Attentus  esplorare  Yeuam 
^use  febris  eza^itet  tumeotem: 
Frastra  liquores  quot  cbemica  expedH 
Fornaz^  et  error  sanguims,  et  Tigor 
lonatus  berbis  te  fatigant: 
Serius  aut  citius  sepulcbro 
Debemur  omnet,  Titaque  deseret    ' 
Expulsa  morbis  corpus  inbospituio^ 
Łenturoque  deflubunt  nepole^ 
(BeiLiquias  anim^)  cadarer. 
Manes  videbis  tu  quoque  tabulae 
QuQ?  pauciores  fect-rit  ars  lua; 
Suumque  victorem  vicis^6tm 
Subjiciet  libitina  victnx. 
Dc^currit  illi  Tita  beatior 
8uicunqae  lucern  non  nimis  anxitta 
Reddit  moleatam,  urgetque  curaa 
Sponte  sua  satis  in^ruunles^ 
Et  quem  dierum  Icnc  fluentiiun 
Delectat  ordo,  viuque  mutuiy 
Felis  amicjs,/guudiisque 
IuQOCuis  bene  temperata* 

.    MJĆH/KJE  GĘSrriCULANTMA 

ANfrUCB  A  POFr»r-aHOW^ 

ADMiUAirDA  caj)u  levium  spectacpla  rerum, 
Exig4!im  gi'nteui,et  vacuum  finemente  popeilnm^ 
Quew,  non  surreptis  c<»li  defonuce  flamuus, 
Innocua  melior  fabrjcaverat  arte  Prr>nłetilieu«. 
Cowpita  qua  risu  fer  ent,  glomerat^ue  lomal- 
tum 
Histrio,  dclactatąne  mbian^em  scommate  turbami 
2uotqu«t  Ii?t4ti«  «ttf4i9  «u.t  «ov.itat«  t»9aiUur» 
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f  iid1q«e  coiftfretti  ^ttntai  ledilla  compleiit, 
fec  conftima  boiiof  $  nurnipo  ^ttb0<'Uia  cedunt 
Myereo,  et  varii  ad  pretium  stat  cupia  tcaroni. 
r*and4*m  abi  tubtirnhitur  vdaimii»  łuioina  passńn 
ingustos  pęnetmnt  a^ttus,  qua  plurima  ▼isum 
^ila  secant,  ne,  cum  Yacuo  datur  cie  taotmtra, 
^erria  frans  patcat:  mos  itridula  turba  peiMtea 
Dgreditur  pictot,  et  oiflHiia  ft^oaUido  f«co. 
lic  łiuniles  inier  Mena^  anguitaqiie  clanatra, 
Sluicc^id  agont  honi'tfi<?f ,  coacarauf ,  belka,  tńuoi- 
«udit  in  auguo plebecula  paira  theatra      [phoA, 

Sad  pri0t«r  nstiąuos  iocidit  bonuiaclo  rauca 
^oce  strepea*}  nąjor  auhnectit  fibula  Ttstem* 
It  ref^rutit  mos  errantia  lumioa  tnotas; 
a  Tentrem  tamat  immodicuiii;  poiułCBiiiiet  iagens 
k  tergo  gibbus;  Py^nenm  tcrritat  ugoimi 
tfajor^  ei  iininanf o  mii-ator  tufba  gigantem, 
iłc  magna  fretus  mole,  iinpanb(UK)uelact:rtis 
^^flsus,  gracilł  jaclat  coavitia  v4ilgQ, 
^t  ciabro  M>lvit,  iepidum  caput,  ora  cacbtnam 
Suaaqaaai  ras  agitur  soienui  seria  pomt>at 
»peniit  sollicituni  iatraetabilts  ille  Uunultafa* 
U  risu  iinportuouri  adest,  8tque  omiua  turbat 
'fec  raro  iovadit  moUes,  pictafuqoe  proterro 
>re  petit  nympbam,  ifivitoque  dat  Oi*cula  liigno. 

Sad  comitiHD  Fui«(ii«  direitia  membra  fatigant 
jMiWa,  et  vario  laycWit  mubtle  f^altu. 

Saepe  etiaai  gaoiaiis  rutila,  «t  spectabUis  ao«o, 
Lignea  gens  pro<lit,  Ditidi»que  wperbit  in  oetria. 
*^ani,  quotic8  festam  celebiat  sub  imagine  lucem, 
Drdioe  contpoikUo  aympbaroai  inredit  hgn«;aŁuiQ 
^gnteo,  et  eKtgui  pn}cere»„parvique  quiritef. 
Py.emaeos  oradat  positiR  aiiteacere  beUŃi, 
[amque,  infcnsa  gruura  tenneiitea  praella,  tutop 
'ndcdgere  jocift  teuerisąue  yaraf^  choreia. 

7*ales,  cum  ipedio  labuD^ur  sidera  c«l9« 
*arvi  mibsiiiuDt  k-EDurei,  populusąue  pa«iUtt9 
?eativoa,  rediensaoapcr  va»t^|:ia,  gycoe 
L>iicit,  et  aaguatun  crt4»ra  pade  pukitait  orb<'Di. 
Maoe  patent  gfe^sua^-bic  auccof  terra  feraoea 
C^oncipit,  in  multan  pubeo^a  gramiiia  surguut 
Lusuriem,  teneriaqae  vifBacit  c.rculus  berbii. 

At  non  traoqutiłttt  nuile  abdunt  oubila  łiuoe«i 
3(epe  gravi  surguat  belła,  berrida  Uella  tttittuk^ 
irma  cient  truculenta  colv>n  ,p)«tf  idafnqaeq«ieU:in 
DiruflBiNUkt  pugsMT ;  ^M|ae  adeo  iii»incei-a  ^oluptaB 
Omnibus,  «t  mm^  «a«tigant  gandia  c«riB. 
lam  gladli,  tubwłk|tt<>  iage^to  sulphufe  r<}»ti 
Proten.sj>quc  bMtie,  Iułge«ti8que  ar^M,  iuin«?q«e 
Felonim  iogcates  itabtMuit;  daHtc}«u«tra£ragorem 
Horrendiim,  ruptia  atrideete  bitumine  charte 
ConAnof  reddunt  crtrpitua,  et  aibiU  misi^ut. 
Stern  i  tur  ogine  tolaaa  pereuntibu«$  uudiąue  esm 
Appareiit  (um^B,  civili«  criminabelli* 

Sed  postquaiii  iafanus  pugn«  deferbuit  ał^tua, 
F!xuerintque  trucei  animos,  jam  marte  fugate, 
Diirersas  repetunt  a^ea,  caiaaque  priorea. 
Nec  raro  priwi  heroe^,  quo«  pagiaa  aacirn 
Suggcrk,  atqiie  oHn  peperit  felioior  etaAi 
Hk  parra  ledeuot  aprciv.    Cano  ordine  cecnaa 
Anttquos  prodife,  agmen  v«ueraUlf ,  patrea*    - 
KugYS  suleantar  Tułtnai  proli3caqoe  barbe 
Canities  mento  pendet:  atc  tarda  friiPCtut 
TithoDuas  minuit,  cum  moles  tota  cioadam 
Induit,  in  graciiem  aenaim  co^let^ta  fignram. 
Kunc  tamen  undegeaus  ducat,  qu«dextra  łatentes 
Suppoditet  Ttrea,  quein  poscat  turba  moTeutem, 
£vpediam.    Troncoa  opift^  et  inutile  li&num 
Co^it  in  hamana^  species,  et  robore  nataot 
Progeaitta  tato  «feBwt,  A«xu^.teaaci 


Crara  ligat  pedibut,  bumeriiąue  acecnomodat' 

mofl, 
Etmembria  merobrauptatp  et  artubuainfui 
Tunc  habileaaddit  truchlea<>  quibtiaarte  puti 
Yersat  ont^a,  mołique  manu  famnlatus  iiier. 
Suificit  occultos  motaa^  itM:emque  raiiiirttrat 
His  Btructa  anxiliis  jam  machina  ^ta  peritoa 
Ostendit  salcoa,  duri  et  ve$ti?ia  l^rri : 
Hinc  saKit,  atque  agili  se  aublerat  indta  motq, 
V'ocesque  emittit  tenues,  et  non  sua  vefba. 


AD  INSIGNISSrMUM  FfRUM  D.  TBO. 

SACRiB  TBSORIA  TCŁWait  ADCfORIM. 

NoH  ui»itatum  carminis  aliŁeipf 
Burnette,  po9cis,  uop  bumil^  ntodoa: 
Yul^arc  piec  ti  om,  Ł&ngui^asiA|i|e 
Rtsputs  oiBeiiia)  guniSiia«. 
Tu  mijcta  rerum  scmliid  cou«ciU4» 
Mulemque  cerni«  di^sppkabiltin, 
Terramqae  c<>nerć;tam)  et  lausoteoi 
Oceanum  greiuio  capaci : 
JDum  vf  ritatem  quacrei«  p^rtiaaic 
Ignota  pandis,  aoUic^tu^  p^ruin 
Ucunquc'  stet  ojtfmuune  vui;;i 
Arbitriiim  et  pgpularia  cjrror* 
Auditiir  ingen^  cootiimo  fragor, 
lilapsa  tellur  lubrica  deaeiit 
Fufidamina,  et  vuiQpage  fracta 
Suppofiltai  gFavis  urget  ąjidai* 
Impuiaua  erumpit  loedius  liqQor, 
Terraa  aquaram  eifu^ia  liceutia 
Claudit  vtciai>im;  bas  iater  orb^T 
ReUiqui9  Buita^t  prioria. 
Nunc  et  recluso  caroere  lucidaoBi 
Balsna  spcctat  sołis  juiagioemy 
Stdiasque  miratur  nutauteis^ 
£t  tremulae  simulaci^  iunc* 
Sna^  pompa  vocum  noa  imitabilis! 
Sualis  cajiescit  spiritus  iogeoi I 

Ut  tollis  unUas !  ut  frcmeutcm 
^        Diluvii  repińmis  turoultum ! 
fiuis  tam  va]t;uŁi  pectorc  ferreus 
U^  non  trenji.scena  et  timido  peda 
Incedat,  orbis  dolosi 

Dctcgis  instabiles  minas? 
Is^uin  hasc  cadeatum  fragmiua  moiitiaci^ 
Natura  vultum  sumere  simplicem 
Coget  refingenSy  in  priorera 
Mox  i  te  rum  reditura  formam* 
Kimbis  rubcntem  su^phuieis  lurem 
Oernas ;  ot  udis  6sevit  atrox  hyema 
Incendiia,  commuae  mundo 
Et  populis  meditata  buntucof 
Nudna  liquentes  plorat  Atboanirefy 
Et  mox  Iiquescens  ipse  adamantinuoi 
Fundit  cacumen,  dum  per  iinaa 
8axa  fluunt  redoluta  va]les. 
Jamque  aita  caali  uicenia  cormunt, 
EtTestra  tandc.n  pagina  (prób  nefaat) 
Burnette,  reatra  augebit  ignea, 
Hf  u  socio  peritum  mundo. 
Mox  a*quatcllua,  mox  subitusyiror 
Ubiqit«i  rident:   En  t«  retem -globttmj 
En  laeta  vcmąnte«  Faront 
F.amina,  perpetuosąua  floceth 
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Opectw  mgens?  O  Bnimuiii  gruTen 
Muodi  capacem !  si  bonus  auguror. 
Te,  noatra  quo  telltis  snpeiMt, 
Aoeipiet  renovata  ci^em. 


TRAKSLATIONS. 


«  BORACB,  aoOK  III.  00S  HI. 

Ausnstns  lud  a  design  to  rebulkl  TrDy  and  make 

it  tbe  metropolia  of  the  Roman  empire,  having 

closeted  ieveral  tteatort  on  the  project:  Ho- 

nce  is  supposed  to  have  written  tbe  foUowłog 

<4Mle  on  tbią  occasioo. 

Trb  man  reaoWd  and  steady  to  his  trast, 

Inflezible  to  ill,  and  obstinately  j«st, 

May  tbe  rude  rabble*i  insolence  despise, 

Tbeir  senseless  clamonrs  and  tnmuttuous  crics; 

Tbe  tyranf  fl  fieroeness  hc  beguilcs, 

And  tbe  stem  brow,  and  the  faarsb  roice  defies. 

And  witb  superior  greatness  smiles. 

Not  the  roogh  wbiriwind,  that  deibrms 
Adria^s  blackgulf,  and  rexes  it  with  storms, 
The  stubbem  virtue  of  his  soul  cau  movc; 
Kor  the  red  arm  of  angry  Jove, 
That  6ing8  the  thunder  from  the  sky, 
And  gi\'cs  it  ragę  to  roar,  and  strength  to  fly. 

Should  the  whole  frame  of  naturę  round  him 
In  ruin  and  eonfttsion  huri*d,  [break, 

He,  nncoocem*d,  would  hear  the  mi^hty  crack^ 
And  stand  secure  amid^  a  lalling  worid. 

Such  were  fhe  godlike  arts  that  Icd 
Brigbt  Pollu^K  to  the  blest  abodes ; 
Siich  did  for  great  Alcides  plcad, 
And  gatn'd  a  place  amongthe  gods; 
Where  now  Augustu^,  mix'd  with  heroes,  lies, 
And  to  his  lips  the  nectar  bowl  applies: 
His  rnddy  lipslhe  purple  tincture  show, 
And  with  immoital  stains  divinely  glow. 

By  arts  like  thesedid  young  Lyaras  ilse: 
His  tigers  drew  him  to  the  skies; 
Wild  from  the  dedert  and  unbroke, 
In  vałn  they  foam*d,  in  vain  they  star*d, 
In  vain  th«'ir  eyes  with  ftiry  glar^d;  [yoke, 

He  tam*d  them  to  the  lash  and  bent  them  to  the 

Such  were  the  paths  that  Rome*s  great  foundcr 
trod,  » 
When  in  a  wbirlwind  snatch*d  on  high, 
He  shook  off  doli  mortality,  > 

And  lost'tbe  monarch  injhe  god. 
Brigbt  Juno  then  ber  awful  silence  broke, 
And  thus  th*  assembled  detties  bespoke. 

•'Troy.^^saysthegoddess,**  per5ur»d  Troyhasfelt 
The  dire  cifcćts  of  berproud  tyranfa  guilt; 
The  towering  pile,  and  soft  abodes, 
WaU*d  by  the  hanrl  of  serrile  gods, 
Kow  spreads  its  ruins  all  around, 
And  lics  iiig1on(ms  on  the  ground« 
An  umpire  partial  and  ui^iust. 
And  a  lewd  woman^s  impious  Inst, 
Lay  bea^y  on  hcr  bead,  and  suiik  her  to  the  dust. 

**  Since  faise  T jkomedoti*8  tyrannic  sway, 
Tbat  durst  defraud  th'  immortals  of  their  p«y, 
Her  giiardian  gods  rcnounc'd  thoir  patronage. 
Kor  would  the  fierce  invading  for  repet; 
To  my  resentment,  and  Minerva*s  ragę, 
The  gutity  king  and  the  whole  people  fell. 
And  now  the  long-protrarted  wars  are  o*er, 
Tbe  soft  adultcrer  sbines  uu  morę; 


No  morę  does  Heetoi^  fbret  the  T^t^ni  AicM,  * 
That  drore  whole  nimiei  baek,  and  singlj  cłcv*ii 
tbe  netda' 

"  My  YcngeaDoe  sated,  I  at  iengtb  reaisB 
To  Mars  hit  ofTspring  of  tbe  Troyau  linę: 
Advanc*d  lo  godbead  let  htm  riae, 
Ąnd  take  bis  station  in  the  skies: 
There  enfcertaia  hif  rarith^d  sight 
With  soenes  of  glory,  lleids  oTlight; 
Suaff  whh  the  gods  immortal  winę. 
And  see  adoring  nations  crowd  his  shrni^. 

**  The  thin  remains  of  Troy'8  aflicted  lioa^ 
In  dtstant  realms  may  seata  uneavy'd  fiad. 
And  flourish  on  a  foreign  coast; 
But  far  be  Romę  from  Troy  dióoinM, 
Remov'd  by  sens,  from  tbe  disastrona  ahore,' 
May  endless  billows  rise  hetwoen,  nnd  stortu  «tt» 
nambcr*d  roar. 

"  Still  let  the  curst  detestad  plaeo 
Where  Priam  lies,  and  Priam>s  fiutbleiB.iaoe» 
Be  coTer*d  o'er  witb  weedsy  aad  bid  in  grasa. 
There  let  the  wantoa  flocks  wagnarded  strasu 
Or,  while  tbe  łonely  sbepherd  singt» 
Amidst  the  mighty  mins  play. 
And  fr  isk  upon  the  tomba  of  kingą. 

'*  May  tigers  there,  and  all  the  sa^nge  kmd* 
Sad  solitary  haunts  and  deseita  find; 
la  gloomy  Taults,  and  nooki  of  polacea» 
May  th'  unmołetled  lioness 
Her  brinded  wheips  securely  lay, 
Or,  coucht,  in  dreadful  ftlnmbers  waste  tte  day; 

"  While  Troy  in  heaps  of  ruins  liea, 
Romę  and  the  Roman  capitol  shaH  itae; 
Th*  illustrioiis  exiles  unconfinM 
Shall  triumph  lar  and  near,  and  nile  mankiwŁ 

*<  In  nun  the  iea's  intniding  ttdo 
Europa  Ax>m  Afric  shall  diyide, 
And  part  tbe  se^er^d  worid  in  two:  [tpnaĄg 

Throogh  Afric's  saods  their  triompte  ttey  alvl 
And  the  long  train  of  rietoriet  ponne 
To  Nile*s  yet  undiscoTer^d  head. 

<*  Riches  tbe  hardy  aoldiera  shall  detpSse* 
And  look  on  gold  with  undetiriog  eyei^ 
Nor  the  disbowelHl  eaitb  esplora 
In  seareh  of  tbe  Ibrbidden  ora; 
Th<Me  glittering  ills,  oonocard  within  tbe  nin^ 
Shall  lie  untoQCh*d,  and  innooently  ikme. 
To  the  last  bounds  that  naturę  seta, 
The  piereing  oolds  and  toltry  heafta, 
The  godlike  race  shall  apraad  their  aniia» 
Now  fili  the  polar  cirele  with  alarms, 
Till  stonus  and  tempesta  their  purtaita  conftae; 
Now  sweat  for  conqueat  ondameath  the  liae.  _  "- 

**  Tbis  only  law  the  Tictor  shall  aestraiD. 
On  these  cooditions  shall  be  reignt 
If  nołie  his  gnilty  band  employ 
To  buiid  again  a  second  Tfoy, 
If  nonę  the  rasb  design  pursue, 
Nor  tempt  the  vcngrance  of  the  goda  nnew. 

*<  A  curse  there  oleaveB  to  the  deroted  plaoe, 
That  shall  the  new  fniindationt  rasę; 
Oreece  shall  in  mutuał  leagues  conepire 
To  storm  the  rtsiog  town  with  fire. 
And  at  their  armies  head  myself  will  show  * 

What  Juno,  org*d  to  all  her  ragę,  can  do. 

<*  Thrice  should  Apollo's  self  the  dty  rais^ 
And  linc  it  round  with  walls  of  braas ; 
Thrice  should  my  favuiariie  Oreekshis  woris  eoi^ 

fbund. 
And  hew  the  ahiniiig  fiidtric to  Um  gr»iunl;   g. 
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^rioe  sImioI^  berraplWe  ^unes  ta  Orecce  retarn » 
Uid    Łhtfir  dead  mos  and  sl^ghtei^d  huslMindji 
mourn. 
lUit  bold,  ny  Aiiwe,  forbear  thy  toweriog  flif lit, 
for  briug  tiie  accreuóf  Łbe  godt  to  ligbt: 
n  vain  would  tby  pretumptuous  verse 
*h*  immortal  rhetoric  rebearse; 
*he  iniffhty  straios^in  lyric  iiunabeis  bouodt 
'Orget  their  majesty  and  lose  tbeir  lound* 


THE  P^ESTAL, 

FROM  ^VID  1>B  FASns,  HB.  HI.  KL.  1. 
Blanda  ąuies  tuctts  fiirtip  subrepU  oceUis,  &c. 

U  the  fair  T«sta]  to*th^  fbuntdin  came, 
fiet  tioa^  be-  itaitled  at  a  restars  name) 
rir^d  włth  tbe  walk,  she  laid  ber  down  to  rest^ 
knd  to  the  winds  espos^d  h«r  glowing  breast^ 
*o  take  tha  frMhn«s8  oFthe  morninc-airi 
inń  gath«r'd  łn  a  imot  ber  flowing  hair; 
Vii  ile  tbus  abe  iMted,  on  ber  aroi  reeUn*d, 
*he  hoary  willowa  araving  witb  the  wind, 
lud  l«ather'd  choirs  that  warbled  ia  tl)«^ade, 
Lud  purling  rtreanw  that  through  tbe  meadow 

stniy*d, 
n  drowsy  murtnuni  hillM  the  genUe  maJd. 
rhe  god  of  war  beh^  tbe  ^irgin  lie,   . 
rhc  god  beheld  ber  with  a  łoyer^s  cyc ; 
Lod  by  80  tempting  aa  octasion  prcs8*d, 
rbe  beaateoot  maid,  wbocp  be  beheld,  po&gessM: 
k>nceiving  as  she  tlept,  )ier  fraitAil  tvt>inb 
»velJ*d  with  tbe  foiłoder  of  immortal  Romę. 


OriUS  METAM0RPH08E8, 
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THS  fr9RV  OF  PHABTON. 

HIE  Sun*8  bright  pafAce,  ón  hlgb  colnmns  raisM. 
(Tith  bnrnish*d  gold  and  fiamrng  jewels  b]az'dj 
*be  foldiog  gft^eji  d]ffttsi'd  a  sił^-er  (I^ht, 
mA  with  a  milder  gl^m  rcfrejthM  the  sight; 
>rpolish*d  irory  was  thfr  fo^efing  wroujjht: 
'be  matter  vięd  not  witli  the  sciilptor^s  thon^ht, 
'or  in  the  portal  was  di!rphk5**d  on  htgh 
TYie  work  of^tilcan)  a  flctitioiis  sky ; 
L  waringsea  th*  inferior  earth  embrac^,  ' 
md  gods  and  goddesscs  the  waterfl  ?i^c*d. 
Egeon  here  a  itilghty  -whale  beśtro^ft  j 
'riton,  and  Proteos  (thie  diwemngTO^, 
Vitb  Doris  here  were  can^,  And  a*?f  her  tr^fn, 
omc  loosciy  swfmming'  m  the  ftgnr^d  maln,  ■ 
Hiilst  lome  on  rocks  their  drooping  hairditide, 
md  anme  on  fishes  through  the  \rat<?rs  gllde : 
'hoagh  yarioas  leaturesdid  the  Kister»  grace^ 
L  si8ter'8  likeness  wA  in  erery  Ikce. 
hx  earth  a  diflerept  land^pape  ct>urt5  thó  eye», 
lan,  towns,  and  beasti^j  in  distant  prospects  rt«e, 
ind  nyniphM,  and  strcams,  and  woods,  and  runn 

deities. 
)'er  all,  tbe  Hearea**  refntg^nt  ftnagf?  ^ines; 
)n  either  gate  were  sit  engrafcn  signs. 

Here  Phacton,  still  gnintifg  on  th'  asc(*nt, 
'o  his  suspectwl  fethei**s  pałace  Went, 
111  p^ssinj^  foi'ward  thmach  th«*  brij^ht  abode, 
le  saw  at  distance  the  irinstrimis  gOd: 
{e  saw  at  distance,  or  the  cJarzinig  light 
lad  fla«h*d  too  stroDgly  ou  bis  akiug  sight 


The  god  sitś  bij^y  eiralted  on  a'  thrand 
Of  blaziog  gema,  with  purpla  gantients  oo; 
TIte  bours  in  order  rang'd  oa  eithec  kand, 
Atid  days,  and  months,  and  yoara,  aod  ages,  stand. 
Here  Spring  appears  with  flowery  chaplet^  bound  i 
Here  Sumnicr  in  ber  wheateo  ^niand  crownM; 
Here  Aiitumn  the  rich  trodden  grapes  besmear ; 
And  hoary  Winter  shirers  łn  the  rear. 

Phoebus  beheld  the  yoatb  ffOB  off  his  throne; 
That  63*6,  which  looks  on.  all,  was  fix*d  oa  oQe« 
He  saw  the  boy's  confusion  io  his  face, 
SurprisM  at  all  the  wonders  of  the  place ; 
And  cries  aloud, "  What  wants  my  son  >  For  kaow 
My  son  thou  art,  and  I  must  cali  tliee  so/' 
**  Light  of  the  worid,*'  the  treoibling  yoiithreplies, 
*'  Ilittstrious  parent!  sinoa  you  don*t  despise 
The  parent'8  nam«,  sonę  certaia  token  gire, 
That  I  may  C|ymenć's  proudboast  belieTa^ 
Nor  looger  under  false  reproaobea  grieve.'* 

The  tender  sire  was  touch*d  with  what'  he  said^ 
And  flung  the  blazeof.glories  Crombia  head. 
And  bid  the  youth  advaDoe^  ^'  My  soiit''  said  h% 
'*  Come  to  tUy  (ather's  armsl  for  Ciymen^ 
Hastold  thee  true;  a  pareiiCs name  Iowo, 
And  decm  thee  wołlby  to  be  call'd  wy  8ob» 
As  a  surę  proof,  make  some  roqi|efrt«  and  I« 
AVbatc*er  it  be,  with  that  vfM)tte6t  conply.;  . 
By  Styx  I  swear,  whose  waresare  bid  in  iiigbty 
And' roli  impemous  to  my  pierctng  sigbt.'*  > 

.  The  youth,  transported,  a&ks  without  delay»    . 
To  guide  the  Sun'8  bright  ch^riot  foc  a  day« 

The  god  repeiiŁed  of  tha  oatb  he  took, 
For  anguisb  thrice  his  radiąot  head  be  sbooks 
**  My  son,"  says  he  **  some  otbec  proof  reąaupa;* 
Rash  was  my  promise,  rasb  is  tby  desj^re. 
IM  fain  deny  this  wish  which  M^ou  has^  madę* 
Or,  what  I  caa't  dcny«  would  faiu  dissuade. 
Too  vast  and  hazardous  the  task  appears,  . 
N^>r  snitcd  to  thy  strengthy  nor  t4^.  thy  yeaiiL    , 
Thy  lut  łs  mortaj,  but  thy  wishes  fly  . 
Bnj^ond  the  pn>viiice  of  mortality:  . 

Thei-tf  is  not  one  of  all  the  go^s  that  daręt 
(Howfver8kiird  inother  greataOialrc)   ,      , 
Tu  mitunt  the  buruing  axle-tree,  but  I^ 
Xot  Juve  hiinsolf.tbe  rulrr  of  tbe  «lcy, 
That  lnu! ii  the  three-forkM  thunderfrom  ubpre,  ,.^ 
Darcs  t;y  \ń»  stren^th ;  3'ct  who  so  fitrong  as  joye} 
The  sticds  cTimb  np  the  first  ascent  with  paui^ 
And  whcn  the  midtlle  Ormament  thcy  gfui^  ^ 

If  dotvnwards  from  the  Heuycns  my  hcad  I  bow,    . 
And  seo  the  earth  and  occao  hang  l>el()w, 
Ev'b  i  am  seiz'd  with  horrour.and.aCrigh^ 
And  my  own  hc.łrt  misgives  mQ  at  tbe  sight. 
A  mi;;hty  downfall  stee^łs  tljo  cve4iiug  stagc. 
And  Ftcaily  rcins  mu^t  curb  the  horses*  rage« 
Tcthys  hersplf  has  fearM  to.  sce  me  clriven 
Down  headlong  fix>m  the  pfecipicc  of  Hcaven,     , 
Bcsides,  consider  what  impetuous  furce 
Turfis  stars  and  planeta  in  a  diiTorent  ,coursei 
I  st^or  ngainst  their  niotiops;  nor  aoi  1 
Borfte  back  by  all  tlie  current  of  the  sky. 
But  how  could  ypu  resist  the  orbę  that  rofl 
In  atlverse  whirls,  aml  stom  the  rnpid  pyle  ?' 
Bat  you pcrhaps  nuiy  hope  for  pleaf-in^  w ohIs, 
And  stately  domcji,  and  cities  filt'd  with  g«Hlsj 
While  througlia  thóusaud  suarcs  yuur  prugre:s 

lie.% 
Where  forms  of  starry  monstei-s  stock  t*łe  sktos: 
For,  fihould  you  hit  rhc  douhtrul  way  aright, 
The  Buli  witb  stoopin^  horus  stands  oppositc^  , 
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Next  bim  tbe  bright  Haeraonian  bow  U  itniog; 
And  next,  tbe  L)oa's  gnnning  visage  hung : 
The  Scorpion's  clawt  here  clasp  a  wide  estent, 
And  berę  tbe  Crab^s  in  lesscr  clasps  are  bent. 
Nor  would  you  find  it  easy  to  compoae         [flo* 
The  mettled  steeds,  when  from  their    nostrils 
Tbe  8Corvhin^  fire,  tbat  in  their  entraiU  glows. 
£v*n  I  their  beadstrong  fury  scarce  festrein, 
Wben  tbey  grow  warm  and  re8tive  to  tbe  rein. 
Let  not  my  ton  a  fntal  gifl  require, 
Sut, O !  in  time,  recallyour  rash  desire; 
You  ask  a  gifl  tbat  may  your  parent  tell, 
Let  these  my  fears  your  parentage  revea] ; 
And  leam  a  fatber  from  a  father's  care; 
JLook  on  my  face ;  or,  if  my  heart  lay  bare, 
Could  you  but  look,  you'd  read  tbe  iather  th«re. 
Choose  out  a  gift  from  seas,  or  earth,  or  ikiei» 
Tor  open  to  your  wish  all  naturę  lies, 
Only  decline  this  one  unequat  task, 
Tor  't  is  a  mischief,  not  a  gift,  you  ask ; 
You  ask  a  real  mischief,  Pbaeton : 
Kay  hang  not  thus  about  my  neck»  my  son : 
I  grant  your  wish,  and  Styx  bas  beard  my  voice, 
Choose  wbat  you  will,  but  make  a  wiser  choice.*' 

Thus  did  the  god  th*  unwary  youth  adWse^ 
But  he  still  tongs  to  travel  through  the  skies. 
Wben  tbe  fond  fatlier  (for  in  vain  he  pleads) 
At  leogth  to  the  Yulcanian  chariot  leada. 
A  golden  axle  did  the  work  upbold,  fgold. 

Gold  was  the  beam,  the  wheels  were  ofi>>d  with 
The  spokes  in  rows  of  siWer  i^eas^d  tbe  sigbt, 
The  seat  with  party-colour^d  eems  was  brigbt ; 
Apollo  8hin*d  amid  the  glare  or  łight 
The  youth  with  secretjoy  the  work  surreys; 
Wben  no  w  the  Murn  disctosM  ber  purpte  rays; 
The  stars  were  fled;   for  Ludfer  had  chas*d 
The  stars  away,  and  fled  himsclf  at  last. 
Soon  as  the  fathersaw  tbe  rosy  Mom, 
And  the  Moon  shining  with  a  blunter  bom, 
He  bid  the  nimbie  Hours  without  de  lay 
Briog  forth  the  steeda;  the  nimbie  Hours  obey  : 
From  their  fuli  racks  the  generous  steeds  retire, 
Dropping  ambrosial  foems,  and  snorting  fire. 
Still  anxłous  for  his  son,  the  god  of  day. 
To  make  bim  proof  againsl  the  buming  ray, 
His  temples  with  celestial  uintraent  wet, 
Of  80vereign  virtue  to  repcl  the  heat, 
Then  fixM  tbe  bearoy  circle  on  bis  head. 
And  fotch*d  a  deep  forebodin^  sigh,  and  said, 

**  Take  this  at  least,  this  last  advice,  my  son ; 
Kecp  a  stifT  rein,  and  move  but  gently  on : 
The  coursers  of  themseWes  wiil  run  too  fast, 
Your  art  mustbe  to  moderate  their  hastę. 
\  I)rive  them  not  on  directly  .through  the  skies. 
But  where  the  zodiac's  winding  circle  lies, 
Along  the  midmost  zonę;  but  sally  forth 
Nor  to  tbe  dtstant  south,  nor  stormy  nortb. 
Tbe  borses*  hoofs  a  beaten  track  will  show, 
But  neither  mount  too  high,  nor  sink  too  Iow, 
Tbat  no  new  fires  or  Hearen  or  Earth  infcst; 
Keep  tbe  mid-way,  the  middlc  way  is  best 
Nor,  where  in  radiant  folds  the  Serpent  twine^, 
I>irect  your  course,  nor  where  the  Altar  shines. 
Shnn  both  extremes;  the  rest  let  fortunę  guide. 
And  better  for  thce  than  thysclf  proride ! 
See,  while  I  i^peak,  the  shades  disperse  away, 
Aurora  giyes  the  prumise  of  a  day ; 
Vm  caird,  i«or  cnn  I  make  a  longer  stay. 
8natcb  up  the  reins ;  or  still  th*  attempt  forsake, 
Ąnd  not  my  chario^  but  my  counsd  take. 


While  yet  securely  on  the  eaitfa  yoa 
Nor  toach  the  borses  with  too  rash  a  band. 
Let  me  alone  to  ligbt  tbe  world,  while  yoa 
Enjoy  those  beams  which  you  may  saiely  ~^' 
He  spoke  in  vain;  the  youth  with  active 
And  sprightly  Tigour  yaults  into  the  s«at; 
And  joys  to  hołd  the  reins,  and  fondly  gi^ea 
Those  tbanks  bis  fatber  with  remorse  ffccein 

M ean  while  the  restless  borses  neighM  aloMd, 
Breathing  out  fire,  and  pawing  where  they 
Tethys,  not  knowing  what  had  past,  gave  vmy» 
And  all  the  waste  of  Ueaven  before  them  lay. 
Tbey  spring  together  out,  and  swiftly  bear 
Tlie  ftying  youth  through  clouds  and  yieldńif 
With  wingy  speed  outstrip  tbe  eastem  wind. 
And  leaTe  tbe  breezes  of  tbe  Morn  behind. 
Tbe  youth  was  light,  nor  could  he  fili  the  seaft, 
Or  poise  the  chariot  with  its  wonted  weighŁ: 
But  as  at  sea  th'  unballast  ves8el  rides,* 
Cast  to  and  fro,  the  sport  of  wiuds  and  tides  j 
So  in  the  bounding  chariot  toss*d  on  bigb, 
The  youth  is  hurryM  beacllong  through  tbe  skj. 
Soon  as  tbe  steeds  perceive  it  tbey  forsake 
Their  sta  ted  course,  and  leaye  the  beaten  track- 
The  youth  was  in  a  mazc,  nor  did  be  koow 
Which  way  to  tum  the  reins,  or  where  to  go; 
Nor  would  the  borses,  had  be  known,  obey. 
Then  the  Seven  Stars  first  felt  Apś>llo's  ray* 
And  wish*d  to  dip  in  the  fbrbiddeo  sea. 
The  folded  Serpent  next  the  frozen  pole, 
Stiff  and  benumb'd  before,  began  to  roli. 
And  ragM  with  inward  beat,  and  threatenM  war. 
And  shot  a  redder  ligbt  from  evcry  star  ; 
Nay,  and  'tis  said,  BoiStes  too,  tbat  fiain 
Tbou  wouldst  have  fied,  thougfa  cumber*d  with  tkf 
wain. 

Th*  unhappy  youth,  then  bending  doiwn  his 
Saw  eartii  and  ocean  far  beneath  bim  »pread: 
His  colour  changM,  he  st«rtled  at  the  aight. 
And  bis  eyes  darken'd  by  too  great  a  Itght. 
Now  could  he  wish  the  fiery  steeds  untryM, 
His  birth  obscure,  and  his  request  denyM  : 
Now  would  he  Merops  for  his  fiather  bw  n. 
And  quit  his  boasted  kindred  to  tbe  Sun. 

So  fares  the  pilot  wben  his  sbip  is  tost 
In  troubled  seas,  and  all  its  steerage  lost; 
He  give8  ber  to  the  winds,  and  in  despair 
Seeks  his  last  rc^ge  in  the  gods  and  prayen 

What  could  he  do  ?  His  eyes  if  bacjcward 
Find  a  long  path  he  had  already  past; 
If  forward,  still  a  longer  path  they  find: 
Both  be  compares,  and  measiires  in  bis  mind; 
And  roroetimes  casts  an  eye  upon  tbe  east. 
And  sometimes  looks  on  the  forbidden  wesL 
The  borses*  names  he  knew  not  tn  the  frigbtr 
Nor  would  he  loose  the  reins,  nor  couki  he  holi 
them  tight 

Now  all  the  horrours  of  tbe  HeaTens  be  spies. 
And  monstrous  shadows  of  prodigious  size, 
That,  dcck*d  with  stars,  Iłe  scatter*d  o'er  the 
There  is  a  place  above,  wbere  Scorpio  bent 
In  taił  and  arms  surrounds  a  vast  exteiit ; 
In  a  wide  circuit  of  the  Heavens  be  shines. 
And  fills  the  space  of  two  celestial  signs. 
Soon  as  the  youth  behekl  bim,  Tex*d  with  beat, 
Brandish  his  sting,  and  in  his  poison  sweat, 
Half  dead  with  sudden  fear  he  dropt  the  reins; 
Tbe  borses  fclt  them  loose  upon  thoir  manes. 
And  flying  out  through  all  the  plains  aboTe, 
Ran  uncoutroird  wbWer  their  fory  diure; 
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Kosh^d  on  the  stan,  and  thnnigh  a  patbiess  way 
5f  unknown  regions  hurryM  on  the  day, 
^nd  now  above,  and  uow  below  they  flew, 
Uid  near  the  Earth  the  burnlng  chariot  drew. 

The  clouds  dispene  in  fames,  the  wondering 
Moon  > 

^hoMs  her  brother's  rtecds  beneath  ber  own ; 
rbe  highlands  smoke,  cleft  by  the  pierctng  rays, 
>r,  dad  with  woods,  io  their  own  fuel  blaze. 
^ext  o*er  the  plains,  where  ripenM  barvests  growj 
ITie  running  con6agration  spreads  below. 
lut  these  arc  trivial  ills:  whole  cities  buni, 
knd  peopled  kingdoms  into  ashcs  turo. 

The  mountains  kindle  as  the  car  draws  near, 
ithos  and  Tmolus  red  with  fircs  ąpp^ar; 
>oap'łan  Hannus  (then  a  single  namc) 
ind  Tirgin  Helicon  increase  theflame; 
raunis  aud  Oete  glare  amid  the  sky, 
knd  Ida,  spite  of  all  her  fountains,  dry. 
tryx,  and  Otbrys,  and  Cithserori,  glowj 
ind  Rbodope,  no  longer  cloŁh*d  in  snów  • 
ligh  Pindus,  Mimas,  and  Parnassos,  sweat, 
iuó  iCtna  rages  wKh  redoubled  beat 
lv'n  Scythia,  through  her  hoary  regions  wannM, 
a  vain  with  all  her  native  firost  was  arrn'd. 
^over'd'With  flames,  the  towering  Appennine, 
ind  Caucasns,  and  proud  Olympus,  shine; 
Lnd,  where  the  1ong-extendeid  Alps  aspire, 
^ow  stands  a  hiige  continued  rangę  of  fire. 

Th*  astonishM  youth,  'whcre»er  his  eyes  could 
Seheld  the  un1verse  arutnd  him  burn ;        [tum, 
Phe  world  was  in  a  blaze;  nor  could  he  bear 
"he  suttry  vaponrs  and  the  scorching  air, 
'Vhich  from  below,  as  from  a  furnace,  flow*d; 
Lnd  now  the  axle.trce  beneath  him  gIow*d : 
-ost  in  the  whirling  clouds,  that  round  hira  broke, 
Ind  white  with  ashes,  hovering  in  the  smoke, 
ic  flew  where*er  the  horscs  drove,  nor  kncw 
Vbitherthe  horses  drove,  or  where  he  flew. 

'Twas  then,  they  say,  the  swartby  Moor  begiin 
rb  change  his  biie,  and  blackcn  in  the  Sun. 
Pben  Lybia  first,  of  all  ber  moisture  drainJd, 
^ame  a  barren  waste,  a  wild  of  sand. 

he  wat.T-nymphs  lament  their  empty  urns; 
^oeotia,  robb*d  of  siWer  Dirce,  rooum^; 
l^rinth  Pyrene*s  wasted  spring  bcwails; 
ind  Argos  grioTes  whilst  Amymon^  feils. 

The  floods  are  drainM  from  every  distant  coast ; 
5v>n  Tanais,  thougb  fix*d  in  ice,  was  lost; 
inrag^d  Caicus  and  Lycormas  roar,    ' 
ind  Xanthu8,  fated  to  be  burnt  once  morę. 
riie  fem*d  Mantnder,  tbat  unwcary'd  strays 
rhrongh  mtizy  windings,  smokes  in  cvery  maże. 
•"rom  hie  lov'd  Babylon  Euphrates  flies; 
rhe  big-swoln  Ganges  and.  the  Danube  rise 
n  thickening  Aimes,  and  darken  balf  the  skies. 
n  flames  Ismenos  and  the  Phasis  rolPdi 
ind  Tagus  floating  in  his  melted  goId« 
rhe  swans,  that  on  CSyster  oflen  tryM 
Pheir  tuneful  songs,  now  sung  their  last  and  dy'd. 
rhe  frighted  Kile  ran  otf,  and  under  ground 
uonceard  his  head,  nor  can  it  yet  be  found : 
flis  seren  divtded  currentsare  all  dry, 
Ind  where  they  roird  seveu  gaping  trenches  lie. 
^o  morę  the  Rhioe  or  Rhonc their  conrse  maintain, 
ffor  Tiber,  of  his  promis'd  empire  rain. 

The  ground  dcep  clefl,  ndmits  the  dazzllng  niy, 
^nd  startles  Pluto  with  the  flash  of  day. 
rhe  sea  shrinks  in,  and  to  the  sight  disciose 
Videnaked  plains,  irhereonce  their  biligws  roee ; 
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Their  rocks  are  all  disc()vcr»d,  and  increase 
The  number  of  the  sratler'd  Cyclades. 
The  fish  in  shoals  about  the  bottom  crccp, 
Nor  longer  dares  the  cix>oked  dolphin  leap: 
Gaspiiig  for  bn'ath,  th»  unshapcn  phocae  die. 
And  on  the  Ix>ilłng  wave  exten()ed  lie. 
Nercus,  and  Doris  with  her  yir^in  train, 
Seek  out  the  last  recessos  of  the  main  ; 
Beneath  unfatbomable  depths  they  faint. 
And  secret  in  their  glooiny  cayerns  pant. 
Stern  Neptune  thrioe  above  the  wares  iiphcM 
His  face,  and  thrice  was  by  the  flames  repcifd. 

The  Earth  at  length  on  every  side  embrac'd 
With  scalding  seas  that  floated  round  her  waste, 
When  now  she  fclt  the  springs  and  rivers  comc» 
And  crowd  within  the  hollow  of  her  womb, 
Up-lifted  to  the  Heavens  her  blastcd  head. 
And  ciapt  her  bands  upon  her  brows  and  said ; 
(But  fu-bt,  impaticnt  of  the  sułtry  beat, 
Surik  deeper  down,  and  sought  a  CQo!er  seat:) 
"  If  you,  great  king  of  ^ods,  my  death  approve. 
And  I  desene  it,  let  mc  die  by  Jore; 
If  1  must  perish  by  the  force  of  fire, 
Let  mc  transfixM  with  thunderbolts  expire. 
See,  whiist  I  speak,  my  brcath  the  rapours  choke,** 
For  now  her  face  lay  wrapt  in  clouds  of  smoke, 
"  Sec  my  singM  hair,  behold  my  feded  eye. 
And  wither^d  face,  whcre  beapy  of  cindrrs  lie  ! 
And  does  the  plough  for  this  my  body  tear } 
This  the  reward  fbr  all  the  fruits  \  bear, 
TorfurM  with  rakos,  and  haiass*d  allthej^ear? 
That  herbs  for  cattle  daily  I  rencw, 
And  Ibod  fbr  man,  and  frankincenste  ibr  yoo  ? 
But  grant  me  guilty;   what  bas  Neptune  done? 
Why  are  his  waters  boiling  in  the  Sun  ? 
The  wavy  empire,  which  by  lot  was  giwn,  [ren  f 
Why  does  it  waste,  and  further  shriok  from  Hea- 
If  I  nor  he  your  pity  can  provoke,  [smoke. 

See  your  own  Heavens,   the   Heavens  be.';in  to 
Shouldonce  the  dparklescatch  tho^e  bright  abodes, 
Destriiction  seizes  on  the  Heavcns  and  gods  i 
Atlas  becomes  unc<|ual  to  bis  freight. 
And  almost  faints  beneath  the  głowi  ngweight. 
If  Heaven,  and  earth,  and  »ca  together  buru,     . 
Al]  piust  again  jnto  their  chaos  tum. 
Apply  somc  speedy  cure,  prevent  oar  fate, 
And  succour  Naturę,  ere  it  be  too  late."  [»pread,' 
She  ceasM;   for,  chok^d  with  rapours  round  ber 
Down  to  the  deepcst  shades  she  sunk  her  head. 

Jove  calPd  to  witness  every  powcr  abore. 
And  ev*n  the  god,  whose  son  the  chariot  droir«, 
Tłiat  what  he  acts,  he  is  compelPd  to  do, 
Or  universal  niin  must  ensue. 
Straight  he  ascends  the  high  cthereal  throne, 
From  whence  he  usM  to  dart  his  thundcr  down, 
From  whence  hit  showers  and  storms  he  ns^d  tą 

pour. 
Bat  now  could  meet  with  neither  storm  nor  sbower* 
Then,  aiming  at  the  youth,  with  Hfted  band, 
FuU  at  his  head  he  hurPd  the  forky  brand, 
In  dreadful  tlmnderings.    Thus  th*  almighty  8ir» 
SupprC8s'd  the  ragiug  of  the  fires  with  fire. 

At  once  from  life  and  from  the  chariot  driven, 
Th'anibitiousl>oy  fellthunder-struck  from  Heareni 
Tłic  horses  started  with  a  sudden  bound, 
And  flung  the  reins  and  chariot  to  the  ground: 
The  studded  bamess  from  their  necks  they  broke  ;> 
Hci-e  fell  a  wheel  and  here  a  stlrer  spoke; 
Hei-e  wi»re  the  beam  and  ax1e  torn  away ;      [lay. 
And,  8catter'd  o'er  tlie  Eartb,  the  shining&agmentk 
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Tbe  breatbiess  Phaeton,  with  flaming  hair, 
Sbot  (rum  the  chariot,  like  a  falling  star, 
That  łil  a  suztiiner's  cvening  from  tbe  top 
Of  Hcavcn  drops  down,  or  bcems  at  leastto  drop ; 
'l*ill  on  tbe  Po  his  blasted  corpse  was  burPd, 
Far  from  his  country,  in  tbe  western  world. 

PHAETON'8  SI8TER8  TRANSFORMED  INTO  TRBES. 

The    Latian    nymphs  came    round  bim,    and 

amaz'd 
Oq  tbe  dead  youth,  transiix*d  witb  tbunder,  gazMj 
And,  whilst  yet  smoking  from  tbe  bolt  be  lay, 
>|i8  shatterM  body  to  a  tomb  conrey, 
Apd  o'cr  the  tomb  au  epitapb  devise: 
**  Herę  be  wbo  drove  the  Sun^s  brigbt  cbariotlies; 
His  fatber^s  fiery  steeds  be  couid  not  guide, 
Bi\t  in  the  gloriousenterprise  be  dy*d.'' 

Apollo  bid  his  face,  aud  pin*d  lor  grief. 
And,  if  tbe  story  may  deserve  bclief, 
T)ie  space  of  one  u  bole  day  is  said  to  ran, 
From  mom  to  wonted  e\e,  without  a  Sun: 
Tbe  barning  ruins,  witb  a  fainterray, 
Supply  the  Sun,  and  counterfeit  a  day, 
A  day  tfaat  still  did  Natuiie's  face  disciose: 
Ąis  comfort  from  the  inighty  mischief  rosc. 

But  Ciymene,  enrag'd  with  grief,  laments, 
And,  as  ber  grief  in»pire$,  ber  passion  renta : 
Wild  for  ber  son,  and  frantic  in  ber  woes, 
Witb  hair  disherelM,  rotmd  tbe  world  she  ^es. 
To  seck  wbere'er  his  body  might  be  cast; 
Till^on  the  borders  of  tbe  Po,  at  last 
The  name  inscrib'd  on  the  new  tomb  appears; 
The  dear,  dear  name  she  bathes  in  0owing  tears, 
Hangs  o*er  tbe  tomb,  unable  to  depart. 
And  hugs  the  marble  to  her  throbbing  beart. 

Her  daughters  too  lament,  and  sigh  and  mourn, 
(A  fruitless  tribute  to  thpir  brotber^s  urn;) 
And  beat  tbeiruaked  bosoms,  and  complaia. 
And  cali  aloud  for  Phaeton  in  vain : 
AU  tbe  long   night  tbeir  mouraful  watch  tbey 

keep, 
An4  all  the  day  stand  round  the  tomb  and  weep. 

Four  times,  revolving,  the  fuil  Moon  retum»d; 
60  long  the  niotber  and  tbe  daughters  moarn*di 
Wheu  now  tbe  eldcst,  Phaethusa*  strove 
To  rest  her  weary  limbs,  but  could  not  roove; 
Xanipetia  would  have  help*d  ber,  but  she  found 
Ikrself  withheld,  and  rootcd  totheground: 
A  third  in  wild  affliction,  as  fche  grieves, 
Woyld  rendłłer  hair,  but  fills  ber  hand  witb  leares; 
One  sees  ber  tbighs  transformM,  anotbcr  views 
Her  armsshot  out,  and  branching  into  bougbs. 
And   now  tbeir  legs,  and  breasits,  aud   bodies, 

stood 
Crnsted  with  bark,  and  bardening  into  wood; 
But  still  above  wore  female  heads  display*d, 
Andmouths  that  caird  tbe  mother  to  their  aid. 
Wtiat  could,  alas !  the  weepin  j  mother  do  ? 
From  this  to  that  with  eager  hastę  she  flew. 
And  ki8s*d  ber  sprouting  daughters  as  tbey  grew. 
Sbc  tears  the  bark  that  (o  eaćh  body  cleayesy 
And  fit>m  the  verdant  fingers  strips  the  leares : 
Tbe  blood  came  trickling,  where  she  tore  away 
The  leaies  and  bark:  tbe  maids  were  heard  to 

say, 
f*  Forbear,  mistaken  parent,  ob !  forbear; 
A  wounded  daugbtn:  in  each  tree  you  tear; 
Farewell  for  ever."    Herę  the  bark  iucreaa'd, 
ciQfi*4  on  ^ęir  fftcea,  and  tbeir  wurd»  suppressU 


Tbe  new-made  trees  in  tears  ofaniber  tod, 
Wbicb,  harden'd  into  ralue  by  tbe  San, 
Distil  for  ever  on  tbe  streams  belov : 
The  limpid  streams  tbeir  radiant  treasore  ibow, 
MixM  in  tbe  sand;  whence  the  rich  drops  eo^ 

vey'd 
Shine  in  the  dress  of  tbe  brigbt  ŁeUiaa  maWi. 


THE  TRANSFORMATION    OF 

fiWAN. 


GYCim  lino  Ł 


CVCNU8  beheld  tbe  nympbs  transform^  afly^ 
To  tbeir  dead  brotber,  oa  tbe  mortaJ  aide^ 
In  friendship  and  affectlon  nearer  t>oaBd; 
He  left  tbe  cities  and  the  realms  be  own*d, 
Tbrougb^tbless  fields  aodloncly  sborea  tu  raagc^ 
And  woods,  madę  thicker  by  tbe  sisters'  change. 
Whilst  ber^,  within  tbe  dismal  gloom,  akne, 
The  melancboły  monarch  madę  his  moaii. 
His  roice  was  lesseu*d,  as  be  try'd  to  speak. 
And  issued  througb  a  long  extended  neck; 
His  hair  transforms  to  down,  bis  fingers  meet 
In  skinny  fSlms,  and  sliape  his  oary  feet; 
From  both  bis  sidestbe  wings  andfeaŁbersbreaik; 
And  from  bis  mouth  procceds  a  blunted  beak: 
Ali  Cycnus  now  into  a  swan  was  tum*d, 
Wbó,  still  remembering  bow  his  kinsman  borsTld, 
To  solitary  pools  and  lakes  retires^ 
And  lores  tbe  waters  as  opposM  to  firea. 

Mean-wbile  Apollo  in  a  gloomy  shacte» 
The  natiye  lustre  of  his  brows  dccay*d, 
Indulging  sorrow,  sickens  at  tbe  sight 
Of  bis  own  sun-sbine,  and  abbors  Łhe  light: 
Tbe  bidden  gricfs,  that  in  bis  bosom  ńse, 
Sadden  his  looks,  and  orercast  his  eyes, 
As  wben  some  dusky  orbobstructs  his  ray. 
And  sullies,  in  a  dim  eciipse,  the  day. 

Now  sccretly  with  inward  griefa  he  piD*d, 
Now  warm  resentmeiits  to  bis  griefa  he  joinM, 
Aud  now  renounc*d  bis  oflice  to  mankind. 
"  K'er  Since  the  birth   of  Time,"  said  be,  «*  Tw 

borne 
A  long  ungrateful  toil  witbout  return; 
Let  now  some  otber  manage,  if  he  dare, 
The  fiery  steeds  and  raount  tbe  buming  car, 
Or,  if  nonę  else,  let  Jove  bis  fortunę  try. 
And  leam  to  lay  his  murdering  tbunder  by; 
Tben  will  be  own,  perhaps,  but  own  too  late. 
My  son  deservM  not  so  serere  a  fate.*'  [pn>T 

The  g^ods  stand  round  him,  as  he  monms,  aai 
He  would  resume  tbe  conduct  of  the  day, 
'Nor  let  the  world  be  lost  in  endless  nig^it: 
Jore  too  himself,  descending  from  his  bei^Ł, 
£xcuscs  wbat  had  happen'd,  and  entreats, 
Majestically  mixing  prayers  and  threats. 
Preyąifd  upon  at  leugth,  again  he  took 
The  barness*d  steeds,  tfaat  still  witb  horroar  sbook, 
And  plies  them  with  tbe  lash,  and  whips  Łbemg^ 
And  as  he  whips,  upbraids  them  with  his  son. 

TBE  STORY  OF  CAI.I8TO. 

T1IE  day  was  settled  in  its  course;  and  Jove 
WaikMtbe  wide  ciicuit  of  the  Heaven$  aboYe^ 
To  search  if  any  cracks  or  fiawii  werc  madę: 
But  all  was  safe:  the  Eartb  be  then  sarveyHl, 
Acd  cast  an  eye  on  evcry  diffcrent  coast. 
And  CTcry  łatidj  but  on  Arcadiamost. 
Her  fielfls  be  clutbM,  aud  uhexrr*d  ber  blasted  faee 
With  runcing  fuunt^iiosi  oad  with  springing  gnifc 
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^o  tracti  of  HeaTen^f  dostn]ctiT£  firereoiaio  ; 
rbe  fielcU  and  woods  revive,  and  Natare  smilcs 
again. 

But,  as  the  god  walkM  to  and  liro  the  Eartb, 
^nd  niis*d  the  plants,  and  gave  thespring  its  birth, 
3y  chance  a  fatr  Arcadian  nympb  he  view*d, 
ind  felt  the  lovely  charmer  in  .his  blood.    < 
Pbc  nympb  nor  spun,  nor  dress^d  with  artfiil  pride, 
fier  rest  was  gatber^d  up,  her  hair  was  ty'd; 
^ow  ią  her  hand  a  slender  spear  she  borę, 
Ifow  a  light  c|uiyer  on  her  shoulders  wore; 
Po  chaste  Diana  from  her  youtb  inclin^d, 
rhe  sj)rightly  warriors  of  the  wood  sbe  join*d« 
[>iana  too  the  gentle  hnntress  lov*d, 
Kor  was  tbere  one  of  all  tbe  nympbs  tbat  rOT*d 
^'er  Maenalus,  amid  the  maiden  throng, 
Morę  favour'd  once;  but  fiivour  lasts  notlong. 

Tbe  Sun  now  shoneiu  all  its  strcngth,  and  drove 
rhe  heated  Tirgin  panting  to  a  grrove; 
The  grove  around  a  grateful  shadow  cast : 
Ibe  dropt  her  arrows,  and  her  bow  anbrac'd ; 
Ihe  6ung  berself  on  the  cool  grasSy  bed ; 
ind  on  the  painted  quiTer  raisM  her  head. 
love  saw  the  charming  buntress  unprepar^d, 
>Łre(cb'd  on  the  verdant  turf  without  a  guard. 
*  Herę  I  am  safe,**  he  cries,  '*  from  Jnno*»eye; 
!}r  sboułd  my  jealous  queen  the  theft  desery, 
fet  would  I  yenture  on  a  theft  like  tbis, 
kud  staad  ber  ragę  for  such,  for  such  a  bliss  !" 
>ianą's  shape  and  habit  straigbt  he  took, 
loften'd  his  brows,  and  smooth'd  his  awful  look, 
ind  mildly  in  a  female  accent  spoke. 
'  How  fiines  my  girl  ?  Uow  went  the  morning 

chase?*' 
Po  whom  the  virgin,  starting  from  the  grass, 
'  AU  hail»  bright  deity,  whom  I  prefer 
To  Jove  himsetf,  thougb  Jove  himself  were  herej' 
!*he  god  was  nearer  than  słie  thought,  and  heard 
Vell-pleasM  himself  before  himself  prcferr^d. 

He  then  salutes  het  with  a  warm  embrace; 
kod,  ere  słte  half  had  told  tbe  morning  chase, 
i^ith  love  inflam*d,  and  eager  on  his  bliss,     . 
Imother^d  her  words*  and  stopt  her  with  a  kiss; 
lis  kisses  with  unwonted  ardour  glow'd, 
for  could  Diana'8  shape  conceal  the  god. 
rhe  virgin  did  whate*er  a  yirgin  could 
Surę  Juno  must  have  pardon*d,  had  she  Tiew*d); 
Vith  all  her  might  against  his  force  she  strore: 
lat  how  can  mortal  maids  contend  with  Jove ! 

Possest  at  length  of  what  bis  beart  desii-'d, 
Uck  to  his  Heayens  th'  insulting  god  retir^d. 
rhe  loTely  huntress,  rising  from  the  grass, 
n^itb  down-cast  eyes,  and  with  a  blashing  face, 
ly  shame  confounded,  and  by  fear  dismay'd, 
^ew  from  tbe  covert  of  the  guiłty  sbade, 
Lnd  almost,  in  the  tumult  of  ber  mind, 
jeti  her  ibrgotten  bow  and  shnfts  behind. 

But  now  Diana,  with  a  sprightly  train 
)f  quiver'd  Tirgins,  bounding  o'er  the  plain, 
Taird  to  the  nympb:  The  nympb  began  to  fear 
i  second  fraud,  a  Jove  di8gais'd  in  her; 
iut,  when  she  saw  the  sister  nympbs,  suppressM 
ler  rising  fears,  and  mingled  with  the  rest. 

How  in  tbe  lookdoes  conscious  guilt  appear! 
Aowly  she  mov'd,  and  loiter'd  in  the  rcar; 
for  lightly  tnpp*d,  nor  by  the  goddess  ran, 
is  once  she  us*d,  the  foremost  of  the  train. 
)er  looks  were  flush*d,  and  sullen  was  her  mień, 
rhat  surę  the  rirjrin  goddess  (had  she  been 
Lag^t  but  a  vłrgln}  must  the  guilt  bavc  Kceiu 


'Tis  said  the  nympbs  saw  all,  and  gnessM  aright: 
A  nd  nQw  the  Moon  had  nine  times  lost  her  light, 
When  Dian  fauiting,  iń  the  mid-day  bearas, 
Found  a  cool  coyert,  and  refresbing  streams, 
That  in  soft  murmurs  through  the  forest  flow'd| 
And  a  smooth  bed  of  shining  gravel  show'd. 

A  coyert  so  obscure,  and  streams  so  elear, 
The  goddess prais'd :  "  And  now  no  spies  are  near, 
Let's  strip,  my  gentle  maids,  and  wash,"  she  cries. 
Pleas'd  with  the  motion,  eyery  maid  complies; 
Oniy  the  blushing  huntress  stood  confiis^d. 
And  form'd  delays,  and  her  delays  excosM : 
In  yain  excus'd;  her  tellows  round  her  pres8*d« 
And  the  reluctant  nympb  by  force  undressM. 
Tlw  naked  huntress  all  her  shame  reyeal'd, 
In  yain  her  hands  the  pregnant  womb  oonceal*d ; 
*(  Begone  !*'  the  goddess  cries  with  stem  disdain, 
"  Begone!*'    nor  dare  the   haIlow'd  stream  to 

stain  i" 
She  fled,  for-erer  banish*d  from  the^  train. 

This  Juno  heard,  who  long  had  watch*d  ber 
time 
To  punish  the  detested  rival^8  crime; 
The  time  was  come :  for,  to  enrage  ber  mor«, 
A  loyely  boy  the  teeming  rival  borę. 

The  goddess  cast  a  fiirious  look,  and  cry*dy 
*'  It  ii  enough!  I  'm  fully  sati5fy*d ! 
This  boy  sball  stand  a  lł?ing  mark,  to  prore 
My  husband-s  baseness,  and  the  stnimpet*s  łove: 
But  yengeance  shaH  awake  those  góiity  charms, 
That  drew  the  thunderer  from  Juno*s  arms. 
No  longer  shaU  thetr  wonted  force  retain, 
Nor  please  the  god,  nor  make  the  mortal  yain.'* 

This  said,  her  hand  within  her  hair  she  woimjd, 
Swungher  to  earth,  anddraggMher  on  thegrounde; 
The  prostrate  wretch  lifts  up  her  arms  in  prayer; 
Her  arms  grow  shaggy,  and  deform*d  with  bair^ 
Her  nails  are  8harpen'd  into  pointed  claws, 
Her  hands  bear  half  her  weight,  and  tum  to  paws; 
Her  lips,  that  once  could  tempt  a  god,i)egin 
To  grow  distorted  in  an  ugly  grin. 
And,  leSŁ  the  supplicating  brute  might  reach 
The  ears  of  Jove,  sbe  was  depriv'd  of  speech : 
Her  surly  yoice  through  a  hoarse  pa^sage  came 
In  sayagesounds:  her  mind  was  sŁill  tbe  same. 
The  furry  monster  fix*d  her  eyes  above, 
And  heav'd  ber  new  unwieldy  paws  to  Joye, 
And  becgM  his  aid  with  inwałx!groan8;  andthougli 
She  could  not  cali  him  faise,  she  thought  himso. 

How  did  she  fear  to  lodge  in  woods  alone,    . 
And  haunt  the  fields  and  meadows  once  her  own ! 
How  often  would  the  deep-mouth'd  dogs  pnrsue, 
Wbilst  from  her  hounds  the  frighted  huntress  flew ! 
How  did  she  fear  her  fellow  brutes,  and  shun 
The  shaggy  bear,  though  now  berself  was  one! 
How  from  the  sight  of  rugged  wolyes  retirc, 
AIthough  the  grim  Lycaon  was  her  sire! 

Bot  now  her  son  had  fifteen  summers  told, 
Fierce  at  the  chase,  and  in  the  forest  bold; 
When,  as  he  beat  the  woods  in  quest  of  prey, 
He  chancM  to  rouse  his  mother  where  she  lay. 
S|ie  knew  her  son,  and  kept  him  in  her  sight. 
And  fondly  gaz'd:  the  boy  was  in  a  fright, 
And  aim^d  a  pointed  arrow  at  her  breast ; 
And  would  haye  slain  his  mother  in  the  bea$t;    . 
But  Joye  forbadj  and  siiatch^d  them  through  the 

air 
In  whirlwinds  np  to  Heayen,  and  fix  d  them  thtfe: 
Where  the  new  constellations  nigh^  jia^. 
And  add  a  lustra  tu  the  noithcra  skies. 
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Wbćn  JitDO  MW  tlie  tiYsl  in  herhcight, 
Span^lcd  with  stare,  aiul  circied  round  witb  ligbt, 
Siie  sought  old  Ocean  in  his  deep  abodei , 
And  TcŁbys ;  lK>th  rerei^d  arooag  Uie  gods. 
They  ask  wbat  bringt  ber  tbere.    <*  Me'er  ask," 

says  sbe, 
*'  Wbat  bringi  me  berę ;  Heaten  is  do  place  for 

me. 
Vott  *II  see,  wben  Njgbt  bat  corerM  all  tbings  oyr« 
Jove*B  stany  bastard  and  triuinplianŁ  wbore 
Usurp  the  Ueavenft;  you  *U  tce  tbem  phMidly  roli 
Id  their  new  oibs,  and  brigbten  all  tbe  polew 
And  wbo  sball  now  on  Juno**  altar  wait, 
Włicn  (bose  sbe  bates  grow  greatrr  by  ber  bate  ? 
I  on  the  nympb  a  brutal  furm  impreaa^d* 
Jme  to  a  goddeu  bas  tranafonD*d  tbe  bcast : 
Th  IM,  this  was  all  my  weak  revenge  could  do: 
Bat  let  the  god  his  cbast^  amoun  porsue. 
And,  as  be  acted  afler  lo*s  rape, 
Restore  tb*  adułtress  to  ber  farmer  shape; 
Then  may  he  cast  bis  Jono  off,  and  lead 
The  great  Lycaon^s  off^pring  to  his  bed. 
But  you,  ye  yenerable  powers,  be  kind ; 
And,  if  my  wrongs  a  due  resentment  6Dd« 
Heceiye  not  in  your  wa^es  tbeir  setting  bcams. 
Nor  let  the  glaring  stnimpet  taiat  your  stream*." 

The  goddess  ended,  and  her  wish  was  giren. 
Back  she  retumM  in  triumpb  up  to  Heaven ; 
Hor  gaudy  peacocks  drew  ber  through  tbe  skiet , 
Their  tails  were  spotted  witb  a  thousand  eyea  ; 
The  eyes  of  An^s  on  their  tails  were  rang*d, 
At  tbe  bame  time  tbe  raven^8  colour  cbang'd. 

YHB  fnrORY  OF  COROMIS,  AND  BIRTH  OP  iES- 

CfJŁAPJCt. 

TriE  ra^en  once  in  snowy  pluroes  was  drest, 

White  as  tbe  wbitest  dove's  unsully*d  breast,. 

Fair  as  the  goardian  of  tbe  capito1» 

Sufl  as  the  sivan ;  a  large  and  loveIy  fowl; 

His  tongue,  his  pratiog  tonguc,  had  cbang>d  bim 

quitc, 
To  sooty  blackncss  from  the  purcst  wbite. 

Tbe  stury  of  his  change  sball  here  be  Uiid; 
In  Tbessaly  there  liv'd  a  nympb  of  old, 
Coronis  namM;  a  pcerless  maid  fcbe  sbin*d» 
Confest  the  faircst  of  the  fairer  kind. 
Apollo  lov'd  her,  till  her  guilt  he  knew; 
V^hile  tnie  sbe  was,  or  whiłst  be  Łbought  her 

true. 
But  his  own  bird,  tbe  Faven,  cbanc*d  to  liod 
The  false-one  witb  a  secret  ńvtd  join*d« 
Curonis  begg'd  him  to  snppress  the  tale. 
Bat  could  not  with  rcpeated  prayers  prevaiL 
His  milk-wbite  piuious  to  tbe  giod  be  ply*d  j 
Tbe  bosy  da  w  flew  with  him  side  by  side. 
And  by  a  thousand  teasing  qucstions  drew 
Tb*  important  secret  from  him  as  they  flew. 
The  da  w  gave  bonest  counsel,  though  despis'd, 
And,  tedious  in  her  tattle,  thus  advi8*d. 
*«<  Stay,  silly  bird,  th'  ill-oaturM  task  refUsCi 
Kor  be  the  bearer  of  uuw«lcome  news. 
Be  warnM  by  my  example:  yoa  disccm 
'What  now  1  ani,  and  wbat  I  was  sball  leani. 
My  fbplish  bonesty  was  ałl  my  crime; 
Then  hear  my  story,    Onoe  npon  a  time» 
The  two-shap'd  Ericthonius  had  his  birtii 
^Without  a  motber)  from  tlie  teeming  Earth^ 
Miner\'a  mirsM  him,  and  tbe  infant  laid 
'l^^ithin  D  cbissU  Qf  twigiog  ojitea  i»mI«« 
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To  guard  tbe  cbest,  comoMnded  not  to  took 
On  urbat  was  bid  within.    I  Jtood  to  aee 
Tbe  charge  obeyM,  percb*d  oo  «• 

tiee* 
T!ie  sisters  PkndnMoa  aad  Heta^  keep 
Tbe  strict  command;  Aglanroa  needs  wonłd  pti|^ 
And  'saw  tbe  monstroua  infimt  in  a  fii^^ 
And  caird  ber  aiatert  to  tbe  hideona 
A  boy*s  soft  shape  did  to  the  waist  ^ 
But  tbe  boy  eoded  in  a  dragon'*  taiL 
I  told  tbe  Stern  BUocrra  aU  tfaat  pn»*4 
But,  for  my  pnins,  diacaided  and  diasiwc^ 
Tbe  frowning  goddess  drore  ne  Irom  ber  aigb^ 
And  ibr  ber  ći^onrite  obose  tbe  bird  oC  nigfat. 
Be  then  no  tell-talt;  for  I  tbuk  my  wwong 
Knough  to  teacb  a  bird  to  bold  ber  tongi 

**  But  yoUy  perhaps,  may  think  I  wns 
As  nerer  by  the  bearenly  maid  belc»v'd; 
But  I  was  lorM ;  ask  PaUas  if  I  tie; 
Tboogh  PaUas  bate  me  now,  she  woot  deny ; 
For  I,  whom  in  a  fcatber^d  shape  yo«  view. 
Was  once  a  maid  (by  UeaTen  the  siory's  tiwe]^ 
A  blooraing  maid,  and  a  king^s  danghter  took. 
A  crowd  of  lorers  owD*d  my  beauty's  ćfannnsj 
My  beaoty  was  the  cause  of  all  my  faanna} 
Neptone,  as  on  bis  sbores  I  weot  to  rove, 
Ob8erv*d  me  in  my  waiks,  and  feU  in  lorę. 
He  madę  bis  courtship,  he  conlcs^  bis 
And  offer'd  foroe  wben  all  his  arts  were 
Swift  be  parsued:  1  ran  along  the  stmnd, 
Till,  spent  and  weary^d  on  .the  aioking  aa 
I  sbriekM  ałoud,  with  cries  I  fili'd  the  nir 
To  god^and  men;  nor  god  nor  man  was  t 
A  virgin  goddess  heard  a  virgin*s  prayer. 
For,  as  my  arms  I  lifted  to  the  skies, 
I  saw  black  featbers  from  my  fingers  lise; 
I  strore  to  fling  my  garment  on  tbe  ^ronnd; 
My  garment  tum'd  to  plumes,  and  g:irt  n 
My  bands  to  beat  my  naked  bosom  try ; 
Nor  Daked  bo6om  now  nor  bands  had  L 
LightJy  I  tript,  nor  weary  as  before 
Sunk  in  the  sand,  but  skimm*d  akmg  tbe 
Till,  risitig  on  my  wings,  I  was  preierr*d 
To  be  thechaste  MincrTa*s  virgin  bird: 
PreferrM  in  vaiu !  I  now  am  in  disgraee: 
Nyctimene  the  owi  eiijoys  my  place. 

'*  On  ber  incestiious  life  1  need  not  dwieil 
(fn  Łesi>os  stili  the  bonrid  tale  they  tell); 
And  of  Iier  dire  amoors  yoD  nmst  hawe  beand^ 
For  which  she  now  does  pcnance  hi  a  biid, 
That,  conscious  nf  her  sbame,  aroida  the  llghti 
And  loTes  the  gloomy  corering  of  tbe  nigbt; 
The  birds,  wbere*er  sbe  flutters,  scare  away 
The  hooting  wretcb,  aDd  dri^e  her  from  the  day.' 

The  ravea,  urg'd  by  snob  irapertineoee, 
Grew  passbnate,  it  seems,  and  Cook  ofieaoe, 
And  curst  the  harmiess  daw;  the  daw  withdicwf 
The  raven  to  ber  injur*d  patron  flew. 
And  found  bim  out,  and  told  the  lata!  tnith 
Of  faise  Coninis  and  the  favour*d  yonth. 

The  god  was  wrotb;  tbe  colour  left  his  loi^ 
Th';  wreath  bis  head»  tbe  barp  bis  band  lbrsook| 
His  stł^er  buw  and  featber»d  sbafts  be  took. 
And  łodg>d  an  arrow  in  the  tender  breast, 
That  had  so  ofUu  to  his  own  been  prest. 
Down  fell  the  wounded  nympb,  and  sadly  groat^ 
And  puird  bis  arrow  reeking  from  the  wtMiad; 
Atid,  weltering  in  her  bk>od,  tbos  friintly  cry'dy 
'*  Ah,  cpml  foi>  thomb  i  hMve jnsU^  dyM, 
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Whai  bu,  aitt)  my  iinboni  ioftrnt  d<me» 
iMt  he  shoiikł  fali,  and  two  expire  in  one  }* 
%»  said,  10  agonies  the  fetcli'd  her  breatlk 

The  god  dissoWes  tn  pity  at  her  death; 
le  hates  the  bird  thmi  madę  ber  falsehood  kwwiiy 
i.o^  hatet  himself  ft>r  what  bimself  bad  done; 
"he  ieatbeT*d  abaft,  that  seat  ber  to  the  iates, 

nd  biB  own  band,  that  sent  tbe  sbaft,  be  batei. 
'aia  would  he  beat  the  woand,  and  ease  ber 

pain, 
^nd  triea  tbe  oompaas  of  bif  art  in  Taiii. 
cjon  a«  be  saw  the  lovely  nymph  (rspire, 
lie  pile  madę  ready,  and  the  kindling  fire^ 
l^ith  sighs  and  groana  her  obseąniet  be  kept, 
ind,  if  a  god  could  weep,  the  god  bad  wept. 
ler  corpse  be  kisCd^and  heavenly  iocense  brought, 
ind  folemniaHl  the  death  bimself  had  wrougbt. 

But,  łett  hit  oflbpńng  sbonld  her  litte  partake, 
!pite  of  th'  immortal  miztare  iu  his  make, 
le  ript  her  womb,  and  set  the  child  at  large, 
knd  gave  bim  to  tbe  centaur  Chiron's  ch«ge: 
%en  in  his  ftuy  bbckM  the  raren  o^er, 
Lnd  bid  bim  prate  in  bis  wbite  plomes  no  morę. 


OCYBRBOB  TRAN«VORMKD  TO  ▲  MARB. 

>u>  CbtroD  took  the  babę  witb  aecret  joy, 
*roud  of  the  charge  of  the  celestial  boy. 
lis  dangbter  too,  whom  on  the  sandy  shore, 
The  nymph  Chaiiclo  to  the  centaur  bom, 
Vith  bair  disberePd  on  her  sboulders,  came 
ro  see  the  child»  Ocynfade  was  ber  name; 
tbe  fcnew  her  ftitber'8  art,  and  could  rebearse 
Pbe  deptbs  of  prophecy  in  sounding  verse. 
>iic€%  as  the  sacred  in&nt  she  8ur?ey'd, 
The  god  was  kindled  In  tbe  raring  maid, 
ind  tbus  she  utier*d  her  propbetic  tale; 
'  Hail,  grcat  pbirsioian  of  the  world,  all  bail ; 
lail,  mighty  in&nt,  who  in  years  to  come 
Ihall  heal  tfafe  nationa,  and  defraiid  the  tomb; 
Swift  be  thy  growtb !  thy  triumphs  unconfin*d ! 
dake  Idngdoms  thicker,  and  increase  mankind. 
rhy  daring  art  sball  aoimaie  the  dead, 
knd  draw  the  tbunder  on  thy  goilty  hsad: 
I*hen  shalt  thou  diej  but  from  tbe  dark  abode 
Use  up  victoriou8,  and  be  twice  a  gód. 
Lnd  thou,  my  sine,  not  destin'd  by  thy  birth 
!*o  lurn  to  dust,  and  mix  witb  common  eartb, 
Iow  wilt  thou  toss,  and  raTe,'and  long  to  die, 
Lnd  qiiit  thy  claim  to  immortality; 
Vhen  tboo  shalt  feel,enng'd  with  inward  pains, 
["be  Hydra*8  venom  rankling  in  thy  Teins? 
*be  gods  in  pitj*  shall  contract  thy  datę; 
Lnd.gwe  thee  over  to  tbe  power  of  fate.^ 

Thu9,  cntering  into  dostany,  the  maid 
!*he  secrets  of  oiFended  Jove  betray'd: 
^pre  bad  she  still  to  say ;  but  now  appears 
>ppre8s'd  with  sobs  and  gigh8,anddrown'd  in  tears. 

My  Toice,>*  says  she,  **is  gone,  my  language 

fails; 
*hrough  erery  limb  my  kindred  shape  pievaili; 
IThy.did  the  god  tbis  fataj  gift  impart, 
iud  with  prophetic  raptores  swell  my  beart? 
(That  new  desires  are  tfaese }    I  long  to  pace 
^*er  flowery  meadows,  and  to  feod  on  grass; 
faaften  to  a  brote,  a  maid  no  morę; 
ni  why,  alas!  am  I  tran8foTm'd.aU  o*er^ 
f  y  she  does  balf  a  buman  shape  retain, 
indaa  bis  iippcr  ptrts  pfenerYCi Jkbe  mmu^ 


Her  toogoe  no  morę  diitinct  oomplaiuts  afibrdą. 
But  in  sbrill  aooents  and  mis-shapen  words 
^qnn  forth  such  hideons  wailings,  as  declare 
The  human  form  confounded  in  the  marę: 
Till  by  degiees,  aocompUsh'd  in  the  beast, 
She  neigh*d  outright,  and  aH  tbe  steed  expre8t 
Her  itooping  body  on  her  bands  is  borne, 
Her  bands  a^  tumM  to  boofs,  and  sbod  in  bora; 
Her  yellow  tresses  rufile  in  a  mane, 
And  in  ber  ^owii^  taił  she  frisks  her  train. 
The  marę  was  finish*d  in  ber  ^oice  and  look> 
And  a  oew  name  from  the  new  figurę  took. 

TH8    TRANSFORMATION    OF   lUTTCS    TO    A 
TOUCBSTONB. 

SoRB  wept  the  centaur,  and  to  Phceboa  pray*d; 
But  how  could  Phoebus  gi^e  tbe. centaur  aid  } 
Degraded  of  his  power  by  angry  JoTe, 
In  Elis  tfaen  a  herd  of  beeyes  he  drove; 
And  fpielded  in  his  hand  a  staff  of  oak, 
And  o*er  his  shoulders  tbrew  tbe  shephenl's  cloak| 
On  scTcn  compacted  reeds  he  us'd  to  play^ 
And  00  his  rural  pipę  to  waste  the  day. 

Ak  once,  attentive  to  his  pipę,  he  play*df 
The  crafty  Hermes  from  tbe  gOd  convey*d 
A  droTe,  that  separate  from  tbeir  fellows  stmy'd, 
The  theft  an  oM  insidious  peasant  view*d 
(They  calPd  him  Battus  iu  the  ncighbourbood); 
Hir'd  by  a  wealthy  P5']iau  prince  to  feed 
His  fevourite  mares,   and  watch   the   generoui 

breed, 
The  thievł8h  god  suspected  him,  and  took 
The  bind  aside,  and  thos  in  whispers  spokes 
"  Discoyer  not  the  the/t,  wboe'er  thou  be, 
And  take  that  milk-white  belfer  for  thy  fee.** 
**  Go,  strangcr,"  cries  the  clown,  "  secorely  on, 
That  stone  shall  sooner  tell;"  and  showM  a  stoneb 

The  god  withdrew,^but  straight  return'd  again, 
In  speech  and  habit  like  a  counti^  swain; 
And  cried  out,  "Neigfabour,  hast  thou  seen  a  stray 
Orbullocks  and  of  heifers  pass  this  way  ? 
In  the  recorery  of  my  cattle  join, 
A  hoUock  and  a  heifer  shall  be  thine.** 
The  peasant  quick  replies,  "  Yoo*ll  find  then^ 

there 
In  yon  dark  yale:**  and  in  the  yale  they  were. 
The  double  brtbe  had  his  falae  beart  beguilM: 
Tbe  god,  soccessfiil  in  the  trial,  smilM; 
**  And  dost  thou  tbus  betray  myself  to  me? 
Me  to  myself  dost  thou  betray?"  says  be: 
Then  to  a  touch-stone  turns  the  faithless  spy^ 
And  in  his  name  records  his  iniamy. 

THB  MTORT  OF  AOŁAUROS,  TRAM8F0RMED  IRTD 

A  fTATUB. 

Tifit  done,  the  god  flew  up  on  hight  and  paS8'd 
0'er  tofty  Athens,  by  Minenra  grac'd. 
And  wide  Munichia,  whiist  his  eyes  sunrey 
Ali  the  yast  region  Uiat  beneath  him  lay. 

>Twas  now  the  fcast,  when  each  Athenian  mai4 
Her  yearly  homage  to  Minenra  paid; 
In  cani^ters,  with  garlands  coyei^d  o^er. 
High  on  their  heads  tbeir  mystio  gifts  tbey  borę; 
And  now,  retuniing  in  a  solemn  train, 
The  trwip  of  shioing  yirgins  fillM  tbe  plain. 

Tbe  god  weil-pleas'd  heheld  thepompous  thow^ 
And  was  the  bright  procottion  jgn»  bdowj 
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Then  TeerM  about,  *iid  took  a  irheełing  Bight, 
And  hover>d  o^r  tbem ;  as  tbe  spreftdtng  kitę, 
That  smells  tbe  slaughter^d  Tictim  firom  oa  high> 
Fłies  at  a  disUmce,  if  the  priests  are  nif  b. 
And  tails  around,  and  keepf  it  io  ber  eye: 
So  kept  tbe  god  tbe  Tirgin  cboir  in  riew. 
And  in  slow  wisding  cirdes  round  tbem  flew* 

Aa  Lucifer  esoels  tbe  meanest  star, 
Cr,  as  tbe  full^rb^d  Phoebe  Łncifer; 
So  macb  did  Here^  all  tbe  restotitry. 
And  ga^e  a  grace  to  tbe  solemnity. 
Hermes  was  fir^d,  as  in  tbe  clouds  be  hung: 
So  the  cold  bulle^  tbat  witb  fiiry  slung 
From  Balearic  engines  mounts  on  high, 
Glows  in  the  whirl,  and  burns  aloog  tbe  sky. 
At  lengtb  be  pttch'd  upon  the  ground,  and  sbo^^d 
The  form  divine,  the  features  of  a  god. 
He  knew  their  virŁue  o'er  a  female  beart. 
And  yct  hę  8trives  to  better  them  by  art. 
He  bangs  his  mantle  loose,  and  sets  to  show 
The  golden  edging  on  the  scam  below; 
Adjusts  his  flowing  carls,  and  in  his  band    ' 
^aves  with  an  air  the  sleep-procuńng  wond: 
The  giittering  sandals  to  bis  feet  applies, 
And  to  eaeb  heel  the  well-trimm*d  pinion  tics. 

His  oroaments  with  nicost  art  dispiayM, 
He  seeks  tb*  apartment  of  the  royal  maid. 
The  roof  was  all  wtth  polishM  ivory  lin^d, 
That,  richly  mix*d,  in  clouds  of  tortuise  shinM. 
Three  roonis  contiguous  in  a  rangę  were  placM; 
The  midinost  by  the  beaateous  Hersfe  grac'd;    . 
Her  virgin  si^ters  ]odg'd  on  eitlier  side. 
Aglauros  first  th'  approacbing  god  descry'd»     . 
And,  as  hc  crossM  ber  cbamber,  askM  his  name. 
And  wliat  his  business  was,  and  wbence  he  came. 
**  I  eonie,*'  ieply'd  the  god,  **  from  Heaven  to  woo 
Your  sister,  and  to  make  an  auut  of  you; 
lam  the  son  and  mcssenger  of  Jove, 
ftly  name  is  Mercury,  my  business  Iove; 
Do  you,  kind  damscl,  take  a  k)ver*s  part. 
And  gnin  achnittancc  to  your  sistcr*s  hcart." 

She  star^d  him  in  the  face  with  looks  amazM, 
As  when  she  on  Minerva's  secret  gaz'd, 
And  asks  a  mighty  treasure  for  ber  hin.'. 
And,  till  hc  brlngs  it,  makes  the  god  retire. 
^f  inerva  griev'd  to  see  tbe  nymph  suceeed; 
And  now  remembring  tbe  late  impious  deed, 
Wbcn,  disobedient  to  ber  strict  command, 
She  touchM  the  chest  witb  an  linballow*d  band; 
in  big-swoln  sighs  her  inward  ragę  expre8s*d, 
Tbat  hcav*d  tbe  rising  ^is  on  her  breast; 
Tbcu  sou^ht  out  Envy  in  her  dark  abode» 
DefilM  with  ropy  gore  and  clots  of  blood : 
ShuŁ  from  tbe  winds,  and  from  the  wholesome  skies^ 
Jn  a  deepTale  tbe  gtoomy  dungeon  lies, 
Dismal  and  cold,  where  not  a  beam  of  ligbt 
luYades  tbe  winter,  or  distarbs  the  aight. 

'  Directly  to  the  care  her  course  she  steer'd; 
Against  the  gates  ber  martiał  lance  sbe  rearHl; 
Tbe  gates  flew  open,  and' the  fiend  appear'd. 
A  poisonous  morse!  i  u  bertceth  shechewM, 
And  gorgM  the  flesh  of  Tipers  for  heiT  food. 
Minerva,  loathing,  tumM  away  her  eye; 
The  hideous  monster,  rising  heavily, 
Came  stalking  forward  with  a  suUen  pace, 
And  Icft  ber  mangled  oflals  on  the  place. 
Soon  as  siie  saw  the  goddess  gay  and  bright, 
She  (HchM  a  groan'at  such  a  cłteerful  sight. 
Livid  and  meagre  were  her  looks,  ber  eye 
Ju  foul  distorted  glances  tornad  awryi 


A  hoaid  of  gali  her  lOwsrA  part*  pauiu^ 
And  spread  a  greenness  o'er  ber  caiiker'd  ~ 
Her  teeth  were  browa  witb  nut ;  aad  firosn  hit 

tongne, 
In  danglinif  drops,  tbe  stringy  pobon  Iraiic. 
She  never  smil^  but  when  the  wretched  weep^ 
Nor  hdls  ber  małice  with  a  iiionieDt%  ^leep. 
Restfest  in  spite:  wbile,  watcMbl  to  deitowy* 
Sbe  piaet  and  sickeni  at  aąotber^sjoy; 
Foe  to  berself,  distressing  and  distre«t, 
She  bears  her  own  tormentor  in  ber  brćast. 
Tbe  goddess  ga^e  (for  she  aUion^d  ber  ti^*^) 
A  short  oomoiand:  <*  To  Atbens  speed  tfaj  flight; 
On  cunt  Agianroe  tiy  Łby  atmoatwart. 
And  fix  tby  rankest  venoms  in  her  beart** 
This  said,  her  spear  sbe  pasb*d  against  tbe  grma^ 
And,  mouating  from  it  with  an  acti^e  bouod, 
FJew  off  to  Hearen :  tbe  bag  with  eyes  asicew 
Look'd  np,  and  mutter^d  curses  as  she  llew; 
For  sore  she  fretted,  and  began  to  gneve 
At  tbe  soocess  whicb  sbe  herself  most  gire. 
Then  takes  ber  sUff,  bung  round  with  wreaUif  of 

thom. 
And  sailfl  along,  in  a  black  whiriwind  borne, 
0'er  fields  and  flowery  meadows:  wbere  stie  st^eti 
Her  baneful  course  a  mighty  Uaat  appears, 
Mildć^ys  aad  blights;  tbe  meadows  are  defec^ 
Tbe  fidds,  the  flowers,  and  tbe  whole  year,  hH 

waste : 
On  mortals  next,  and  peopled  towns  she  fellf. 
And  breathes  a  burning  plagne  among  tfaeśr  wailsb 

Wlieu  Athens  sbe  beheld,  for  arts  renown*d, 
Witb  peace  madę  happy,  and  witb  pleuty  crownH^ 
Scaroe  could  tłie  hideous  !^end  from  tears  foibear. 
To  find.out  nothing  tbat  deserv*d  a  tear. 
Th*  apartment  now  sbe  enter'd,  wbere  at  resc 
Aglauros  lay,  witb  gentle  sleep  oppreat. 
To  ezecute  MinerTa*s  dire  conmmnd, 
She  strok'd  tbe  Tirgin  witb  her  cankeiM  band, 
Then  pridcly  tboms  into  her  breast  ocmvey*4l, 
Tbat  stong  to  madnesa  the  devoted  msud: 
Her  subtle  renom  still  improres  tbe  nnart, 
Frets  in  tbe  blood,  and  festers  in  the  heait^ 
To  make  the  work  morę  sore,  a    seene  ńm 
drew. 
And  plac*d  bęfore  tbe  dreaming  virgiii*«  view 
Her  sister*s  marriage,  and  her  gkinous  fote, 
Th'  imaginary  bride  appears  in  state; 
Tbe  bridegroom  witb  uAwonted  beaaty  gkiws^ 
For  Eary  magnides  wbate'er  she  sbows. 

Fuli  of  the  drcam,  Aglaoroa  pin'd  away 
In  tears  all  night,  in  darknesa  all  the  day ; 
Cousum'd  like  ice,  that  jast  begins  to  run, 
When  feebly  smittea  by  tbe  distant  Sun  ; 
Or  like  unwhołeaome  weeds,  tbat  set  on  tum 
Are  slowly  wasted,  and  in  smoke  empire.  ' 
Ołven  np  to  enry  (for  in  every  tbougfat 
The  thoms,  the  ▼enom,and  the  yisiod  wvoagb4 
Oft  did  sbe  cali  ail  death,  as  oft  decreed, 
Rather  tban  see  her  sister'*  wisb  aneceed. 
To  tell  her  awfiil  father  wbat  bad  past: 
At  lengtb  before  tbedoor  berself  sbe  cast; 
And,  sitting  oa  tbe  ground  witb  sallen  pride, 
A  passage  to  the  loYo^sick  god  denyVl. 
The  god  caress'd,  and  for  admiśsion  prayM» 
And  aootb'd  in  aoftest  words  th'envenom'd  maid. 
Łn  rain  be  sootb^d;  "  Begone!**  the  maid  lepfieą 
'*  Or  here  I  keepmy  seat,  and  nerer  riae." 
"  "^hen  keep  tby  seat  for  ^er,"  cries  the  god, 
And  tOttob'd  thn  doofy  wide  opening  to  hii  ród*  . 
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'ain  wodd  she  riw,  Bnd  stop  htm,  bat  she  found 

ler  truok  too  hemyy  to  fonake  tbe  groand; 

ler  joiots  are  all  benamb*d,  ber  hands  are  pale, 

Lud  marble  dow  appean  in  every  nail. 

Lfl  wben  a  cancer  in  *JbM  body  feeds, 

Lnd  giadoal  death  iirom  iimb  to  limb  prooćeds; 

0  doea  tbe  chitlness  to  each  vital  part 
pread  by  degrees,  and  creepa  into  ber  beart; 
^ill,  bardening  eyery  wbere,  and  ąteechless  grown, 
be  sits  unoiov'd,  and  freezes  to  a  stone. 

kit  still  ber  enTious  boe  and  snUen  mień 
ife  in  tbe  sedentary  figurę  Men. 

BIJROPA'f  SAPB. 

f  BBir  nov  tbe  god  his  fbry  had  a!layM» 
Lnd  taken  vengeance  of  tbe  stubbom  ntaid, 
Yom  where  tbe  bright  Athenian  turrets  rise 
le  moonts  aloft,  and  re-ascends  tbe  skics. 
ove  saw  bim  enler  tbe  snblime  abodes, 
Lnd,  as  be  mix*d  among  tbe  crowd  of  gods, 
l0cJtoa*d  bim  odt,  and  drew  bim  from  tbe  rest, 
Lnd  in  soft  whispers  thus  his  will  esprest: 

''"My  tnisty  Hermes,  by  whose  ready  akl 
%y  aire*s  commands  are  througb  tbe  world  eon- 

vcy*d| 
Lesnme  thy  wings,  exert  tbeir  utmost  force, 
Lod  to  tbe  walls  of  Sidoo  speed  thy  oonrse ; 
^re  find  a  berd  of  heifers  wand^ng  o'er 
lie  netgbbouring  hil],aod  driye  tbem  to  tbe  sbore.** 

Thus  spoke  tbe  god,  ooncealing  bis  intent. 
l)e  tnisty  Heimes  on  bis  message  went, 
Lnd  found  tbe  berd  of  heifers  wandering  o*er 
L  neighbouriqg  bill,  and  dn>ve  them  to  tbe  sbore; 
Vhen!  tbe  kiog*s  danghter  with  a  lovely  traiu 
>f  fellow  nymphs,'  was  sporting  on  tbe  plain. 

Tbe  dignity  of  empire  laid  aside 
Por  loTe  bot  iU  agrees  «ith  kingly  pride); 
*he  ruler  of  tbe  skies,  tbe  thundering  god, 
7ho  sbakes  tbe  worid's  foundations  witb  a  nod» 
imong  a  berd  of  lowing  heifers  ran, 
'rłsk*d  in  a  buli,  and  belIow'd  o'er  tbe  plain, 
Ai'ge  rolls  of  fat  about  bis  shouJders  clung, 
ind  from  his  neck  the  double  dewlap  bung. 
Ub  skin  was  whitcr  tban  tbe  snów  that  lies 
Fosuliy*d  by  tbe  breatb  of  soutbem  skies; 
ma}l  sbining  homs  on  his  curl*d  forehead  stand, 
i9  torn'd  and  polishM  by  the  workman*s  band; 
Ha  aye-baUs  roird,  not  Ibrmidably  bright, 
tut  gazM  and  languisbM  witb  a  gentle  light. 
[is  erery  look  was  peaceful,  and  expTesŁ 
lie  soflncas  of  tbe  lover  in  the  beaśt* 

Agenor*8  royal  daoghter,  as  she  p]ay'd 
Lmong  the  fields,  the  milk<^bite  buU  sunrey'd, 
.nd  Yiew'd  bis  spotless  body  witb  delight, 
^nd  at  a  distance  kept  bim  in  ber  sight* 
J.  length  she  pluck'd  tbe  rising  flowers,  and  fSed 
'be  gentle  beast,  and  fondly  stn>k'd  his  bead. 
le  stood  well'pleas*d  to  touch  the  charming  fair, 
lut  hardly  coold  conflne  his  pleasnre  thcre. 
Lnd  now  be  wantons  o'er  the  ndgbbouringstrand, 
fow  rolls  bis  body  on  tbe  yellow  sand; 
ind  now,  peteeiring  all  herfears  deca/d, 
lomes  tossing  forward  to  the  royal  maid ; 
iives  ber  bis  breast  to  strokfe,  and  downward  tums 
[ia  grisly  brow,  and  gently  stoops  bis  homs. 

1  flowery  wreaths  tbe  rojral  Tirgin  drest 

Ka  bending  liorns,and  kindly  clapt  bis  breast. 
III  now  growu  wanton,  and  devoid  of  fear, 
r^t  kaowing  that  .she  prett  the  t|iuiu|«rsr, 


She  plac'd  berself  upon  his  baek,  and  r^dtf 
0'er  flelds  and  roeadows,  seated  on  tbe  god. 

He  gently  inarcb'd  along,  and  by  degrees 
Left  the  dry  meadow,  and  approach*d  tbe  seasj 
Wbere  now  be  dips  bis  boofs,  and  wets  bis  thij^fl^ 
Now  plunges  in,  and  carries  off  tbe  prize; 
Tbe  frighted  nymph  looks  backward  on  the  sbor^ 
And  bears  the  tombling  billows  rpuad  ber  roar; 
But  still  she  bojds  bim  iast:  one  band  is  borne 
Upon  his  back;  the  otber  graspe  a  hom: 
Her  train  of  ruf&ing  gannents  flies  bebind^ 
Swells  lir  tbe  atr^  and  hoirers  in  tbe  wind. 

Throagb  storms  and  tempests  he  tbe  rirgin  bori^ 
And  lands  ber  sśfe  on  tbe  Dictean  sbore; 
Where  now,  in  his  dirinest  form  amiy'dy 
In  bis  troe  shape  he  captivates  the  maid: 
Who  gazes  on  bim,  and  witb  wondering  eyet 
Bebulds  the  new  majestic  figurę  rise. 
His  głowi ng  features»  and  oelestial  ligbt» 
And  all  tbe  god  discorer^d  to  ber  sight. 
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When  now  Agenor  had  bis  danghter  loa^ 
He  sent  his  son  to  search  on  every  coasC| 
And  sterały  bid  bim  to  bis  arms  restore 
The  dailing  maid,  or  see  bis  face  no  more^ 
But  live  an  exfle  in  aibreignclime. 
Thus  was  tho  fisther  pious  to  a  crime* 

The  restless  y  outh  seaTch*d  all  the  world  aronnd!; 
But  bow  can  JoTe  in  bis  amonrs  be  found  ? 
When,  tir'd  at  length  witb  unsuccessfol  toifr 
To  shun  his  angry  sire  and  natire  soiJ, 
He  goes  a  snpptiant  to  the  Delphic  dome; 
There  ask^  the  god  what  new-appointed  hom» 
Should  end  bis  wanderings,  and  his  toils  rdietew 
The  Delphic  oracie  tbis  answer  gavc: 

"  Bebold  among  tbe  fields  a  loneiy  cow, 
Unwom  with  yokes,  unbroken  to  tbe  płough ; 
Mark  well  tbe  place  wbere  firet  she  lays  her  dowii« 
There  measure  out  thy  walls,  and  boild  thy  town. 
And  from  thy  guide  Beeotia  cali  the  land, 
In  which  tbe  destin'd  walls  and  town  shall  stand.** 

No  sooner  had  be  left  tbe  dark  abodc» 
Big  with  tbe  promise  of  the  Delphic  god, 
When  in  tbe  fields  the  fotal  cow  he  view*d. 
Nor  gaird  with  yokes,  nor  wom  with  servltude ; 
Her  gently  at  a  distance  he  pursued; 
And,  as  be  walk*d  aloof,  in  silence  pray*d 
To  the  great  power  whose  counsels  he  obey*d. 
Her  way  througb  flowery  Panop^  she  took» 
And  now,  Cephtsus^  cross^d  thy  siher  brook; 
Wben  to  tbe  Hearens  ber  spacious  front  she  rais*d« 
And  bellow*d  thrice,  then  backward  tiiming  gaz*d 
On  those  behind,  till  on  the  destin*d  place 
She  8toop*d,  andcouch*d  amid  the  rising  gnisi. 

Cadmus  salutes  the  soil,  and  gladly  hails 
Tbe  ncw-found  mountains,  and  tbe  nameless  vałei^ 
And  tbanks  the  gods,  aud  turns  about  his  eye 
To  see  his  new  dominions  round  bim  lie; 
Then  sends  bis  serrants  to  a  neivhbooring  grortt. 
For  li  ving  streams,  a  sacrifice  to  Jove. 
0'er  the  wide  plain  there  rosę  a  sl»dy  wood 
Of  aged  tretsj^  in  its  dark  bosom  stood 
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A  bushy  thkketi  paUitoa  and  aurom, 
0*er-nin  with  brańbli^  and  perplcx'd  with  tfaom. 
jLiDidst  tbe  brake  a  hoUow  den  w«a  found^ 
Wkh  rocki  and  abelTiiig  arcbet  vanlted  roand. 
Deep  in  the  dreary  den,  oonccaPd  frosi  day, 
Sacred  to  Mars*  a  mighly  dragon  lay, 
^eated  with  poison  to  a  moostrona  mse; 
Fire  broke  in  daehes  wben  be  glanc'd  his  eyea: 
Hia  towerioK  creit  was  glorioos  co  bebold, 
His  tbouldera  and  bas  sidee  weie  scał*d  with  gold; 
Three  tonguet  be  brandiiliM  when  be  chaiji^d  bis 

foes: 
Bil  ledh  stood  jaggy  in  three  dreadfni  rowt, 
Tbe  Tyrians  in  the  den  for  water  loaght,  • 
And  with  tbeir  nrna  explor'd  the  bollow  ▼anU; 
From  side  to  aide  their  empty  nrns  rebonnd» 
And  BBine  tbe  tleepy  serpent  with  tbe  sound. 
Straight  be  bestirs  bin,and  is  seen  to  riae; 
And  nbw  with  dreadfel  hissings  flUs  the  skies. 
And  darts  bis  forfcy  tongne,  sind  roUa  bis  glaring 

eyes. 
Hie  l^ians  drop  tbeir  Tessels  in  tbe  fright,  > 
AU  pale  and  trembiing  at  the  bideous  sight. 
Spire  abore  spife  nprear^d  in  atr  be  stood, 
Andy  gazing  round  hioif  overlook'd  tbe  wood: 
Tben  floating  on  the  groand,  in  cirdes  roU'd; 
Tben  leap^d  upon  them  in  a  mighty  fold. 
Of  such  a  bulk,  and  sueb  a  nonstfons  size, 
Tbe  Serpent  in  the  polar  circle  lies, 
That  sturtebes  orer  belf  the  nortfaem  skies. 
In  vatn  the  Tyrians  on  their  anns  rely, 
In  vain  attenpt  to  figfat,  in  rain  to  fly: 
A*]  their  endea^onrs  and  their  hopes  are  vain ; 
8ome  die  entangkd  in  tbe  winding  train ; 
Some  are  deitooPd ;  or  feel  a  loatbsome  deatb, 
^^•oln  np  with  blasts  of  pestilenthd  brealb. 

And  now  tbe  acorcbing  Sun  was  monnted  high, 
In  all  jts  iustre,  to  the  noon-day  sky; 
When,  anicious  for  his  iriends,  and  6U'd  witii  cares, 
To  search  the  woods  th*  impattent  chief  prepares. 
A  lion*s  hide  around  hiałoins  he  wure, 
The  welH>ois*d  javelin  to  tbe  fteld  be  borę 
lnur*d  to  blood ;  the  far-destroying  dart. 
And,  tbe  best  weapoa,  an  undaunted  heart. 
8oon  as  tbe  youth  approach'd  the  fetal  place, 
Ife  saw  his  senrants  breatbiess  on  tbe  grass; 
Tbe  scaly  foe  amid  tbeir- corpse  he  TiewM, 
Basking  at  ease,  and  feasting  in  their  błood. 
*Sucb  friends,"  he cries,  **  desenrM  a  looger  datę: 
But  Cadmns  will  rerenge,  or  Bbare  their  fate." 
Then  beav'd  a  stone,  and,  rising  to  the  throw, 
ffe  sent  it  in  a  whirłwind  at  the  fbe: 
A  ttmer,  assaulted  by  so  rude  a  stroke, 
With  all  its  lofty  battlements  bad  shook; 
But  DotMng  here  th*  onwieldy  rock  aTails, 
Pebodnding  harmiess  from  tbe  plaited  scales, 
That,  (inniy  joinM,  pre9ervM  hlm  from  a  wound, 
With  natire  armour  cnisted  all  arouud. 
With  morę  success  the  dart  unerring  flew, 
Wbicti  at  his  bock  the  rasnne  warrior  threw; 
Amid  the  plaited  scales  it  look  its  course, 
An(^  in  the  spinał  marrow  spent  its  force. 
The  monster  hissM  aloud,  and  rag*d  in  vain, 
And  writh'd  his  body  to  and  fto  with  pain; 
And  bit  tbe  spear,  and  wrench'd  the  wood  away ! 
The  point  f«till  bnried  in  the  marrow  lay. 
And  now  his  ragę,  increasing  with  his  pain, 
Re<Wens  his  eyes,  and  beats  in  every  veinj 
Chuni^d  in  his  teeth  tbe  foomy  venom  rosę, 
Wbibt  tom  bif  meoth  a  Uai  t  of  Tapoort  flowf j 


Sneb  as  tb*  inferanl  Stygina  wnten  enttt 
The  plants  around  bim  wither  in  tbe  blast* 
Now  in  a  maże  of  rings  be  lies  enroird, 
Now  all  uonreird,  and  witboni  a  fołd; 
Now,  like  a  torrmt,  with  a  mighty  lotce 
Bears  down  the  foreBt  in  his  boisterona 
Cadffius  gare  back,  and  on  tbe  lion's  spoU 
SostainM  the  shock,  tben  iotc*d  bim  to  reeoil; 
Tbe  pmnted  jaTelin  warded  off  his  ragę; 
Mad  witb  bis  pains,  and  farions  to  enimey 
The  serpent  charapa  tbe  steel,  and  bites  tbe 
Ti  U  blood  and  venom  aU  tbe  point  beamear. 
But  still  the  hurt  he  yet  receiwd  was  slight; 
Por,  whilst  the  champion  witb  redoobled  might 
Strikes  homc  the  javelin,  his  retiring  foe 
Shrinks  from  the  wound,  and  dis^points  tbeUow* 

Tbe.danntless  bero  still  porsoca  bis  stroke^ 
And  piesses  forward,  till  a  knotty  oak 
Retards  bu  foe,  and  stops  bim  in  tbe  rear; 
Fuli  in  his  throat  be  plung*d  tbe  fiOal  spear* 
That  in  th'  eatended  neck  a  passage  foundt 
And  pierc*d  tbe  solid  tiraber  throiiish  tbe  wonad. 
Fix*d  to  the  reeling  trunk,  with  mauy  a  stzoke 
Of  his  huge  taił,  be  lasb^a  tbe  sturdy  oak; 
Till,  apeot  with  toił,  and  labouring  bard  for  bnead^ 
He  now  lay  twisUng  in  tbe  pangs  of  death. 

Cadmus  bebeld  bim  wallow  in  a  fiood 
Of  swiflamiog  poison,  intemux*d  witb  blood; 
Wben  soddeniy  a  speech  was  beard  from  bigb, 
(Tbe  speecb  was  beard,  nor  was  the  speaker  nigb) 
*'  W  by  dost  thou  thus  witb  secret  pleasure  see, 
Insulting  man!  wbattboa  thysdf  shalt  beH* 
A8tonisb'd  at  the  voice,  he  stood  amnz'd. 
And  all  aronnd  witb  iaward  borroorgnsMs 
When  Pnllaa  swijt  descending  lirom  the  skiea, 
Pallas,  the  goardian  of  the  bold  and  wiee, 
Bids  bim  plough  up  tbe  field,  and  scntterjoond 
The  dragon*s  teeth  o'er  ah  the  fnrfOwM  groand  ; 
Then  tells  the  youth  how  to  bis  wondeiing  eyca 
Eajbattled  armies  from  the  field  ahonid  rise. 

He  sows  the  teeth  at  Pallas*s ' command. 
And  fliags  the  fnture  people  from  hia  band. 
Tbe  clods  grow  warm,  and  crumble  wben  be  amnt 
And  now  the  pointed  spears  adrance  in  rowa; 
Now  nodding  plumes  appear,  and  shining  cre^ 
Now  the  broad  shouldefs  and  tbe  rising  breasts: 
0'er  all  tbe  field  the  breatbtng  banrest  s vnim% 
A  growing  host,  a  crop  of  men  and  anns. 

So  througb  the  paiting  stage  a  figurę  renis 
Jts  body  np,  and  limb  by  limb  appeara 
By  just  dogrees;  till  all  tbe  man  ariae. 
And  in  his  fuU  propoftion  strikes  tbe  eyes. 

Cadmus,  snrpris'd,  and  stmrtled  at  tbe  sigiit 
Of  bis  new  fbes,  preparM  bimseH  ibr  fight: 
When  one  cryM  ont,  "Forbear,  food  man,  ijtbeaf 
To  mingle  in  a  Uind  promiscuona  war." 
This  said,  he  stnick  his  brotber  to  tbe  groiuid, 
Himself  ezpińng  by  anotbei^s  wound; 
Nor  did  tbe  third  his  congueat  h>ng  suiriTe, 
Dying  ere  scarce  lie  bad  begnn  to  live. 

The  dire  enmple  ran  tbiougb  all  the  fieU, 
Till  heaps  of  brotbers  were  by  brotbera  kiUM^ 
The  furrows  swam  in  blood:  and  only  fire 
Of  all  the  vast  increase  were  left  aliire. 
Echion  one,  at  Pallaa^s  oommand, 
Ijet  fali  the  guiltloss  weapon  from  his  band; 
And  with  the  test  a  peaeefnl  treaty  mnkea, 
Whom  Cadmus  as  bis  friends  and  partneis  tak«s; 
Sn  fbuiids  a  city  on  tbe  promis*d  earth. 
And  gtTes  bis  new  Bflrotiaa  nmpire  bińlu 
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(Kere  Cadmut  rógn^dj  and  now  one  wouM  ha^e 

guessM 
be  royal  founder  in  hi»  esiU  biesi: 
(mg  did  be  Uve  within  his  new  abodeg» 
Jiy'd  by  mairiage  to  Łbe  deathlcsa  gods; 
nd,  in  a  fruitful  wife'8  embraoes  old, 
.  long  increase  of  children's  children  toki: 
m  no  frail  man,  bowerer  great  or  higb, 
aa  be  coDchided  blesŁ  before  he  die. 
ActjBon  was  tbe  firti  of  all  bis  race, 
ifho  grie^M  his  graodsire  io  his  borrow*d  face; 
!ondemo'd  by  stera  Diana  to  beinoan 
In  braaching  horas,  and  visage  not  bis  own; 
*o  shun  his  oace-1oT'd  dogs,  to  bouod  away, 
Lnd  finom  their  buntsman  to  become  their  prey. 
knd  yet  consider  why  the  change  was  wrougfat, 
fou*!!  find  it  bis  misfortune,  not  bis  fault; 
>r  if  a  fault,  it  was  tbe  fault  of  cbance : 
for  hoar  can  guilt  proceed  firom  igooraace? 


THK  TRANSIOBMATIOM  OV  ACtMOK  iMtO  A 

ITAG.    . 

iN  a  isir  cbase  a  shady  moaatain  itood, 

IVell  stoi^d  witb  gamę,  and  niark'd  with  tiaili  of 

blood. 
E?ere  did  the  buntsmen  till  tbe  beat  of  day 
Pursue  the  stag,  and.load  themselyes  with  pray; 
l^h«n  tbos  ActsaoD  calling  to  the  rests 
>«  My  frieads,*'  says  be,  "  oar  sport  is  at  the  besŁ 
The  Sun  is  high  advanc'd,  and  downward  sbeds 
His  barning  b^ms  diieetly  on  our  heads; 
rben  by  consent  abstain  from  furtber  spoils, 
Can  off  the  dogs,  aad  gatber  np  the  toils; 
UnA  ere  4u  monow^s  Sun  begins  bis  race, 
Take  tbe  cool  morning  to  renew  the  cbase." 
Tbey  all  consent,  and  in  a  checrful  train 
ThejoUy  bunUmen,  loaden  witb  tbe  s1ain» 
Return  in  triumph  from  the  sultry  plain. 
(  Down  in  a  valc  with  plne  and  cypress  clad^ 
RefreshM  with  gentle  winds,  and  brown  with  shade> 
The  chaste  Diana^s  private  hauut,  there  stood 
Fuli  in  tbe  centrę  of  the  darksome  wood 
A  spacions  grotto,  all  around  o'er-grown 
With  hoary  moss,  and  arcb'd  with  pumice-stonei 
From  out  its  rocky  clefts  the  waters  flow. 
And  trickling  swell  into  a  Uke  below. 
Natnre  bad  every  wherę  so  play'd  ber  part, 
That-every  wbere  she  secm^d  to  vie  with  art. 
Herę  the  brigbt  goddess,  toil'd  and  cbafd  with  beat^ 
Was  wont  to  bathe  ber.in  the  cool  retreat 

Uete  did  she  now  witb  all  ber  train  resort, 
Panting  witb  beat,  and  breatbless  from  tbe  sport ; 
Her  armoor^bearer  laid  ber  bow  aside, 
Some  loos>d  ber  aaodals,  some  ber  veil  nnty^d; 
EacU  ^osy  nympb  ber  proper  part  undrest; 
White  Crocal^,more  bandy  tbao  the  rest, 
Cather*d  ber  flowing  hair,  and  in  a  noose 
Boand  it  together,  wbilst  ber  own  bnng  loose. 
Ff  ve  of  the  morę  ignoble  sort  by  tnrns 
Fetch  up  the  water,  and  onlade  their  urns* 

Now  all  undrest  the  shining  goddess  stood, 
Wben  yoang  Actason,  wilderM  in  the  wood, 
To  tbe  cool  grot  by  bis  bard  fate  betrayM, 
The  fonntains  filPd  with  naked  nymphs  survey*d. 
The  frigbtad  Tirgins  shriekM  at  tbe  surprise 
<The  foiest  echo'd  with  their  piercing  cries.) 
Then  in  a  huddle  round  their  goddess  pr«st: 
IRie,  proudly  wUiw^t  ab^Tf  tb<  ni^ 


With  biubes  |^ow*d ;  sueh  blusbet  9ś  miórm 
The  niddy  w^kio»  or  the  puipłe  morn: 
And  though  the  crowding  nympbs  ber  body  bide^ 
Half  backward  śhrank,  and  vłew*d  bim  ftom  aside. 
8ttrpris'd,  at  Arst  śbe  wonld  bave  saatcb*d  bec 

bow. 
But  sees  tbe  circiing  waters  nraad  htr  flow; 
Theae  in  the  bollow  of  ber  band  she  took. 
And  dasb*d  them  in  hit  ftce,  wbile  tbas  sbe  spokiea 
**  Tell,  if  thou  canst,  the  wondrous  sigbt  dlscl08*d| 
A  goddess  naked  to  thy  Tiew  espoi^dL*^ 

This  said,  tbe  man  begun  to  disappear 
By  slowdegrees,  and  ended  in,a  deen 
A  risiog  hora  on  eitber  brow  be  wean. 
And  stretobes  oat  bis  neck,  and  pricks  his  ears^ 
Roagh  is  his  skin,  with  sudden  hairs  o^ter-growp^ 
His  bosom  pants  with  ibars  before  unknown. 
Ttansform^d  at  leogtb,  be  flies  away  in  baste^ 
And  wonders  why  be  fliet  away  so  last. 
But  as  by  chaace,  witbin  a  neigbbouriog  breo^ 
He  saw  his  brancbing  boras  and  alter^d  lookf 
Wretched  ActsBon!  in  a  dolelut  tooe 
He  try>d  to  speak,  but  only  gave  a  groaa  ; 
And  as  be  wept,  withia  the  watary  gtast 
He  saw  the  big  roand  drops,  with  silenc  pae^ 
Run  trickling  down  a  sayag^  hairy  faeeb. 
What  shottld  be  do  ?  Or  seek  his  old  abodea^ 
Or  herd  among  tbe  deer,  and  skulk  in  woodsf 
Hers  sharae  dissuades  bim,  there  his  ^r  prarailą^ 
And  eacb  by  turas  his  akiog  heart  assaUi* 

As  he  tbus  ponders,  be  bebind  bim  spiea 
His  opening  hoonds,  and  now  he  beara  their  erietS 
A  generons  pack,  or  to  maiolain  the  chase^ 
Or  snuff  the  yapour  from  tbe  soented  grasa. 

He  bounded  oif  with  lear,  and  swiftly  ran 
0*er  cra^gy  monntains,  and  the  flowery  plain; 
Through  brakes  and  tbickets  fbrc*d  bis  way,  anJ* 

flew 
Through  many  a  ring,  wbere  once  be  did  punae.- 
In  Tain  he  bft  endearoinr*d  to  proclaim 
His  new  misfortune,  and  to  tell  his  name; 
Nor  voice  nor  words  the  bratał  tongae  sappliet ; 
From  shonting  men,  and  horns,  ai^  dogs,  be  flies^ 
Deafen^d  and  sŁunn'd  with  their  promiscooas  cries. 
When  now  the  fleetest  of  tbe  pack,  that  prast 
Close  at  bis  beels,  and  sprong  before  the  leat, 
Had  fastenM  on  bim,  straigbt  another  pair 
Hong  on  his  ifounded  bauiidi,and  hM  bim  tbers^ 
Till  aU  the  pack  came  up,  and  erery  hound 
Torę  the  sad  buntsman  groT^ling  on  the  gioun^. 
Who  now  appear^d  but  one  continued  wound. 
With  dropping  tears  bis  bitter  fote  be  moans. 
And  fiUs  the  mountains  witb  his  dying  graana*. 
His  senrants  with  a  piteous  look  be  spies» 
And  turas  about  bis  snpplicating  eyes. 
His  serrants,  ignorant  of  what  bad  chanc*d, 
With  eager  hastę  and  joyftil  shoots  advanc'4» . 
And  caird  their  lord  Acteon  to  the  garoe ; 
He  shook  his  bead  in  answer  to  the  name;     . 
He  beard,  but  wish'd  be  had  indeed  been  gonc^ . 
Or  only  to  have  stood  a  looker-on. 
But,  to  his  grief,  he  finds  himself  too  near. 
And  feels  his  raTeuons  dogs  with  fory  tear 
Their  wretched  master  panting  in  a  deer. 

THE  BIRTH  OF  BACGHUI. 

AcTJEON*!  sufTerings,  and  Diana's  rage» 

Pi4  aU  ^  tłtftusbtji  of  n^p  and  godą  engage^ 
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Some  callM  tbe  erils*  włiich  Diana  wroa^bt, 
Too  great,  and  dispropoitionM  to  the  fiiult; 
Others  again  esteem'd  Actieon'8  woes 
Fit  for  a  Tii^n-goddets  to  impoie. 
Tb«  hearen  into  different  parts  diride. 
And  reatons  are  produc'd  on  either  side. 

Judo  alone^  of  all  that  beard  the  news. 
Kor  wonld  condemn  tbe  godde»s,  nor  excaie: 
She  beeded  not  the  jnstice  of  tbe  deed. 
But  joy'd  to  we  the  race  of  Cadmus  bleed; 
For  still  she  kept  Europa  in  ber  mind. 
And,  for  ber  sake,  detested  aU  ber  kind. 
'Besides,  to  aggravate  ber  bate,  sbe  beard 
How  Semele»  to  JoTe'i  embrace  preferr*d. 
Was  now  g rown  big  with  an  immortal  load. 
And  canry'd  iu  ber  womb  a  futurę  god. 
Thus  terribly  incensM,  tbe  goddess  broke 
To  sudden  fuiy,  and  abruptly  spoke: 

"  Are  my  reproacben  of  so  smali  a  force  ? 
'  Tit  time  1  tben  pursue  another  course: 
It  ii  decreed  tbe  guilty  wretcb  sball  ^ie, 
If  Tm  indecd  the  mistren  of  the  sky; 
If  rigbtly  ftyrd  among  tbe  powers  abore 
The  vife  ańd  sister  of  the  tbuuderiag  Jove 
(And  nonę  can  surę  a  sister^s  right  deoy); 
It  i«  decreed  the  guilty  wretcb  shalł  die. 
She  boa^ts  an  booour  1  can  hardly  claim;  - 
Pregnant  abe  rises  to  a  mothcr*s  name; 
Wbil«  proud  and  vaio  she  triumpbs  in  ber  JoTe, 
And  showB  tbe  glorious  tokens  of  his  loTe : 
But  if  Fm  still  tbe  mistress  of  the  skies, 
fiy  ber  own  loTer  the  fond  bcauty  dies." 
Tbis  said,  descending  in  a  yellow  cloud, 
B«fore  tbe  gates  of  Semele  she  stood. 

Old  Beroe>s  decrepit  shape  she  wears 
Ber  wrinkled  yisage,  and  her  hoary  bairs; 
"Wbilst  in  iier  trembling  gait  sbe  totters  oo,    . 
And  learns  to  tattle  id  the  nurse*$  tune. 
Tłse  goddeas,  thus  disguis'd  iu  age,  beguird 
With  plcasing  stories  her  false  foster-child. 
Much  did  she  talk  of  love,  and  when  she  came 
To  mention  to  tbe  nymph  ber  lover's  namc, 
Fetching  a  sigh,  and  holding  down  ber  head, 
**  'Tifl  well/'    «ays  sbe,  **  if  all  be  trae  thafs 

sald. 
But  tnist  me,  child,  Fm  much  inclin'd  to  fear 
Some  counterieit  in  tlńs  your  Jupiter. 
Many  an  honcat  welUdcsignibg  maid 
Has  been  by  these  pretended  gods  bctray'd. 
But  if  he  be  indeed  tbe  thunUeńog  Jove, 
Bid  bim,  when  next  be  couits  the  rite»  of  love, 
Desccnd  triumphanl  from  th'  ethercal  sky, 
In  all  tbe  pomp  of  bis  divinity; 
£ncompass*d  round  by  tbose  celcstjal  charms, 
With  which.  be  fiUs  th*  immortal  Juito's  arms/' 

Th'  unwary  uymph,  ensnar'd  with  wbat  she  said, 
Dcsir^d  of  Jove  when  next  he  sought  her  bed. 
To  grant  a  certain  gift  which  she  would  choose; 
"  Fiarnot,"  rtpliecl  the  god,  "  that  Ml  refuse 
Whate'er  you  ask:  may  Styxconfinn  my  toicc, 
Choose  what  you  will,  and  you  shall  liave  your 

choice. 
«« Thcn,^»  iąys  the  nymph,  "when  next  you  seekmy 

arms 
May  you  descend  in  those  celesłialcliarms 

With  which  your  Juno's  bosom  you  influnie, 
And  fili  with  transport  Heavrn's  immortal  dam«.* 
Tbe  god  surpru*d  would  fein  have  stopp*d  ber 

voice : 
But  b«  bad  swęcn  and«be  had  mAde  ber  cboice. 


To  keep  bis  proraisc,  ht  asćetids,  and  tihttią/h 
His  awfiil  brow  in  wbiriw^inds  and  in  cloods; 
Whiist  all  around,  ifl  terrible  array. 
His  thunders  rattle,  and  bis  ligbtnings  play. 
And  yet,  the  dazzling  lustre  to  abate, 
He  set  not  out  in  all  his  pomp  and  state, 
Clad  in  the  mildest  lightning  of  tbe  skie^ 
And  arm'd  with  thunder  of  tbe  smallest  aize: 
Not  those  huge  bolts,  by  which  the  giants  staio 
Lay  overtbrown  on  the  Pbl^rean  plain. 
'Twas  of  a  lesser  mould,  and  ligfater  weight; 
They  cali  it  thunder  of  a  aeoond  ratę. 
For  tbe  rough  Cydops,  who  by  JoTe'6  commani 
Temper*d  the  bolt,  and  tarn*d  it  to  his  band, 
Work*d  up  less  flame  and  fury  in  its  make. 
And  quencb'd  it  sooner  in  the  standing  lakę. 
Thus  dreadiiilly  adom'd,  with  horrour  bright, 
Tb*  illustrious  god,  descending  frem  bis  hńgfaty 
Came  rushing  on  her  in  a  storm  of  light. 

Tbe  mortal  damę,  too  feeble  to  engage 
The  lightoing's  flasbes  and  the  thuiider*s  rage^ 
Consum'd  amidst  the  glories  she  deaiiM, 
And  in  the  terrible  embrace  expir*d. 

But,  to  preflerve  bis  offspring  from  the  tomb, 
Jove  took  him  smoking  firom  the  blasted  w<aiiib; 
And,  if  on  ancieiH  taJes  we  may  rely, 
EnclosM  tbe  abortive  infant  in  his  tbi^h. 
Herę,  when  the  babę  had  all  his  time  folfilPdy 
Ino  6rst  took  him  forberfoater-cbild; 
Then  the  Niscans,  in  their  dark  abode, 
Nurs*d  secretły  with  milk  the  thriTing  go^. 

THE  TRANSFORMATION  OF  TIBESXA%. 

I^AS  iiow,while  these  transactions  past  on  Eartk* 
And  Bacchus  thus  pn>cur'd  a  second-bśrfh, 
When  Jove,  disposM  to  lay  aside  the  wełgbt 
Of  public  empire,  and  the  cares  of  state; 
As  to  hi^quceiJ  in  nectar  bowls  be  ąoaff^d, 
*'  In  trotb,**  says  he,  (and  as  hc  spoke  be  laugli^d,) 
'*  The  sense  of  plcasmre  in  the  małe  ts  far 
Morę  duli  and  dead,  thaii  what  yoa  females  share.* 
Juno  tbe  truth  of  what  was  said  deny*d; 
l-iresias  therefore  mnst  the  cause  deeide; 
For  he  the  pleasure  of  each  sex  had  iry*d. 
It  happen'd  once,  within  a  shady  wood, 
Two  twisted  snakes  he  in  conjunction  TiewVf ; 
Wheń  with  his  stajff  their  slimy  folds  be  broke^ 
And  lost  his  manhood  at  the  fatal  stroke. 
But,  after  8even  re\olTing  years,  he  riewM 
The  self-same  serpents  in  tbe  self-%ame  wood; 
"  And  if,"  says  he,  "  such  ▼irtue  in  you  Ue, 
That  he  who  dares  your  slimy  foUls  untie 
Must  change  his  kiud,  a  second  stroke  IMI  try.* 
Again  he  strock  the  snakes,  and  stood  again 
Ncw-sexM,  and  straight  recorcr^d  into  man. 
Him  therefore  both  the  deitles  create 
The  sovcreign  imipire  in  their  grand  debatę: 
And  he  dec(ar*d  for  Jove:  when  Jnno,  fir^d. 
Morę  than  so  trivial  an  affair  rcquir»d, 
DeprirM  him,  in  her  fury,  of  his  sight. 
And  Icft  him  gruping  round  in  sudden  nigfat. 
But  Jove  (for  so  it  is  in  Hearen  decreed, 
That  no  orie  god  repeal  anothci^s  deed) 
Irradiates  all  his  suul  with  inward  light,       C^gbL 
And  with  the  prophet'8  art  relieves  tbe  want  W 

THE   TRAKSFORMATION  OF  ECHOu 

Fam*D  far  and  neor  for  kuowing  things  to  comc, 
From  liiiu  tb'  euuuiriog  natigiis  sought  their doomt 
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lic  fair.Lłriope  hit  aiiswers  try*d, 

.nd  first  th^  hoerring  prophet  juitłfy'd; 

lus  nyinph  the  god  Cepfaisus  had  abus-d, 

^ttii  all  his  winding  waters  circamfusM, 

ind  on  the  Nereid  got  a  luvely  boy, 

^hom  the  soft  maids  ev'n  tłieii  bebeld  with  joy.  . 

The  tender  damę,  solłcitous  to  know 
^hether  her  child  should  reach  old  age  or  do, 
lonsiilts  the  s>age  Tiresias,  wbo  repiies, 
If  e'er.  he  knows  himself,  he  surely  dies.'* 
ong  ]iv'd  the  dubious  oioŁher  in  suspensę, 
'ill  time  unriddJed  all  th^  prophet'8  sense. 

Narcłssas  now  his  sisteeoth  year  began, 
ust  tumM  of  boy,  and  on  the  verge  of  man ; 
•lany  a  frieud  the  blooming  youŁh  caress^d, 
lany  a  ]ove.8łck  maid  her  flame  eonfesit^d. 
•uch  was  his  pride,  in  vain  the  fricnd  carcss'd, 
lie  love-sick  maid  in  vain  her  flame  confe8s'd. 

Once,  in  the  wouds,  as  be  pursucd  the  chase, 
rhe  babbling  Echo  had  descried  his  face; 
he,  who  in  othere'  words  her  silcnce  breaks, 
for  spcaks  hersełf  bat  when  aaother  spcaka. 
Scho  jras  then  a  maid,  of  speech  bcreft, 
>f  wonted  speech;  for  though  her  voice  wasleft, 
ano  a  curse  did  on  her  tongue  impose, 
Po  sport  with  every  scntence  in  the  close. 
^ląil  often,  when  the  goddess  might  have  caught 
bve  and  her  ri%'als  in  the  very  fault, 
rjiia  nymph  with  subtle  stories  would  deiay 
ler  coming,  tilł  the  lorers  slipp*d  away. 
The  goddciis  foand  out  the  dcceit  in  time, 
ind  then  she  cry'd,  **  That  tongue,  fur  this  thy 

crime, 
^ich  couid  so  many  subtle  tales  pYoduce, 
Shallbe  hercader  but  of  little-uae." 
-lence  ^tis  she  prattles  in  a  fainter  tonę, 
iVitb  mimie  sounds,  and  accents  not  her  own* 

Tbis  lore-sicle  virgin,  over-joyM  to  find 
Gbe  boy  alone,  still  followNi  him  behind ; 
^hen  głowi ng  warraly  at  her  near  approach, 
Is  sulphur  biazes  at  the  taper*s  touch, 
»ho  1ong*d  her  hidden  passion  to  reveał, 
Ind  tell  her  paios,  but  had  not  words  to  tell : 
»he  cairt  bcgin,  but  waits  for  the  rebouod. 
Po  ratch  bis  voice,  and  to  return  tbe  suund.  ^ 

The  nymph,  when  nothing  could  Narcissus 
moYe, 
Still  dash*d  ivith  blushes  for  her  slighted  lovc, 
'Jv'd  in  the  shady  covert  of  the  woods, 
n  solitary  caves  and  dark  abodes ; 
AThere  pining  wandei^d  the  rejected  fair, 
riłl,  barassM  out,  and  wom  away  with  care, 
llie  soonding  skeleton,  of  bl(K)d  bereft, 
3«?8ides  her  bones  and  yoice  had  notbing  le(t. 
4er  bones  are  petrify*d,  her  voice  is  found 
n  vault8,  where  still  it  doubles  ercry  sound* 


THE  STORY  OF  NARCISSUS. 

rHUS  dld  the  nymph  in  vain  caress  the  boy, 
Ele  still  was  lorely,  but  he  still  was  coy : 
MThen  one  fair  virgin  of  tbe  slighted  train 
rhus'pray*d  the  gods,  provok*d  by  bis  disdain, 
'  Oh  may  be  love  like  me,  and  lo%'e  likc  me  in 

vaio!" 
Hhamnusia  pity'd  the  neglected  fiiir, 
%nd  with  just  Tengeance  answerM  to  her  prayer. 
'^Piere  stands  a  fountain  in  a  darksome  wood, 
fiłor  8tain'd  wtCb  falliog  learet  uor  risiug  mud; 


Untroubled  by  tbe  breath  of  winda  it  lesta, 
UnsuUy^d  by  the  touch  of  men  or  beasts; 
High  bowers  of  shady  trees  abofe  it  grow. 
And  rising  grass  and  choerful  greens  ht^low. 
PleasM  with  the  form  and  cooltiess  of  the  place, ' 
And  over-heated,by  tiie  moming  cbase, 
Narcissus  on  the  grassy  verdure  lies: 
But  whiist  witbin  the  crystol  fount  he  tries 
To  quench  his  beat,  he  feels  new  beats  arise. 
For,  as  his  own  bright  image  be  8urvey'd, 
He  fell  in  iove  with  the  fantastic  shade ; 
And  o*er  the  fair  res^^mbiance  hung  unmovVI, 
Nor  kenw,  fond  youth !  it  was  himself  he  lov'd.    - 
The  welt-turn*d  neck  and  sboulders  he  descries, 
•The  spacious  forehead  and  the  aparkliDg  eyes; 
The  hands  that  Bacchus  might  not  seom  to  show^ 
And  bair  that  round  Apollo's  bead  might  flow, 
With  all  tlie  purple  youtbfuliiess  of  face, 
That  gently  blushes  in  tbe  watery  glass. 
By  his  own  ilames  con<«um*d,  the  lover  liet. 
And  gives  biniśctf  the  wound  by  which  be  djes. 
To  the  cold  water  ofL  he  joins  bis  lips, 
0(t  catching  at  the  beaufccous  shade  he  dipi 
His  arms,  as  bften  from  himself  be  slipa. 
Nor  knows  he  wbo  it  is  his  arms  pursue . 
Wiih  eager  clasps,  but  Ioves  he  knows  not  whou 
What  could,  fond  youth,  this  helpless  passii 

move  ? 
What  kindlc  in  tbee  thisunpityM  lOTe? 
Thy  own  wann  blush  witbin  Che  water  glows, 
With  thee  the  colour'd  shadow  comes  andgocM, 
Its  empty  beiog  on  thyself  rełies; 
Step  thou  aside,  and  the  frail  charmar  dies.  * 

Still  o'cr  the  fountain's  watery  gleam  he  stood^ 
Mindless  of  sleep,  and  negligent  of  food; 
Still  ?iewM  his  face,  and  languishM  as  he  view'd. 
At  length  hc  rais*d  his  head,  and  thus  began 
To  veut  his  griefs,  and  tell  tbe  woods  his  pain 
*'  You  trees,'*  says  he,  "  and  thou  surrouo' 

grovc, 
Who  oft  have  been  the  kindly  scenes  of  Iove, 
Tell  me,  if  e*er  witbin  your  shades  did  lie 
A  youth  so  tortur^d,  so  perplex*d as  I! 
1  who  beforc  me  sce  the  cbarming  fair, 
Whiist  there  he  stands,  and  yet  be  stands 

there: 
In  snch  a  maże  of  Iove  my  Łhoughts  are  lost; 
And  yet  no  bulwark^d  town,  nor  distant  coost, 
Preser^es  the  beauteous  youth  from  beiog  seea^ 
No  mountains  rise,  nor  oceans  flow  beCweon. 
A  shallow  water  hinders  my  embraoe; 
And  yet  the  loveIy  mimie  wears  a  face 
That  kindly  smiles-,  and  when  1  bend  to  joia 
My  lips  to  his,  hc  fondly  bcnds  to  minę. 
Hear,  gentle  youth,  and  pity  my  complaint| 
Come  froin  thy  well,  thou  fair  inhabttant.^ 
My  charms  an  easy  conquest  bave  obtaln'd 
0'er  other  hearts,  by  thee  alone  diadainNL 
But  why  should  1  despair  ?  Tm  surę  he  buim  . 
With  equal  ilames  aod  languiafaes  by  tuma. 
Whene*erl  stoop,  he  oiTcrs  at  a  klas: 
And  when  my  arms  1  stretch,  be  stretches  hia. 
His  eye  with  pleasure  on  my  fiice  be  kceps, 
He  smiles  my  smiles,  and  when  1  weep  he  weept. 
Whene*er  I  speak,  his  moving  lips  appear 
To  utter  somcthing  whicb  I  ca n not  hear. 

"  Ab,  wretchcd  me!  1  now  begin  too  lata 
To  find  out  all  the  long  pKrplcx*d  deceit  j 
It  is  myself  I  love,  mymlf  1  M:e; 
The  gay  delusion  is  a  part  of  me. 


fiSO 


ADDI90N'S  FOEMS. 


Th'  ofiksions  temuitt  hany  him  airay, 

Adć  the  poor  captive  in  a  dungeon  by. 

But,  whilst  the  irbips  and  torttires  are  prepar*d, 

The  gatas  Hy  open,  of  thsmselrci  unbarr^d; 

At  liberty  th'  uafectei^d  €aptłve  standa. 

And  fliii^  the  kMMeii*d  shackles  from  hit  baads. 

TH£  OEATB  OV  FKIITBBCS. 

Bur  Penlheus,  frrown  morę  furious  than  before, 
BmoItM  to  aend  biameneBseni  no  mon;. 
But  went  himself  to  fth*  diatx«efeed  tfaron^,    " 
Wbere  high  Cithasron  echo*d  with  their  song. 
And  as  the  6ery  war-horse  patrs  the  ground. 
And  soorts  and  trembles  at  the  tnimpet*s  sound; 
Transported  thus  he  heard  the  Ihintic  loot. 
And  ray^d  and  maddeoM  at  the  distant  sbout. 

A  spacioas  ciicoit  oo  the  hill  there  stood, 
Łevet  and  wide,  and  ^kirted  round  with  wood; 
Herę  the  rasb  Peatheus,  with  uiihaIiow*d  eyea, 
The  bowling  dames  and  mystic  oigies  spies. 
His  mothtr  sterały  Tiew*d  ham  where  be  stood. 
And  kindled  into  madness  as  she  ▼iew'd: 
Her  leafy  javelin  at  her  son  she  cast;  . 
And criesy  "The  boar  that  lays  our  country  waste! 
The  boar,  my  sisten!  aim  the  fatal  dart, 
And  strike  the  brindled  monster  to  the  heart** 

}|V:ntheus  astonisbVi,heard  the  dispial  sound, 
And  sees  the  yeUing  matrons  gathering  round ; 
He  sees,  and  weeps  at  his  approaebitłg  fsite. 
And  begs  for  mercy,  and  repents  too  latc. 
•*  Help,  help!  my  aunt  Autonbc,"  ho  cry*d5 
**  Remember  how  your  ovn  Acta«on  dyM.** 
Deaf  to  bis  cries,  the  frantic  matron  crops 
One  8trctch'd-out  arm,  the  other  Ino  lops. 
In  vaio  doesPentheus  to  hismother  suc. 
And  the  r^w  bleeding  stumps  pit-scnts  to  view: 
His  mother  how^d;  and,  beedless  uf  hi^praycr, 
Her  trembling  hand  sbc  twisted  in  bis  nair, 
*'  And  tbis,**  sbe  cried,  <'  shali  be  Agava*s  sbare." 
When  from  the  neck  his  struggUng  bcad  sbe  tore. 
And  in  her  hands  tł\e  ghastly  visagc  borę, 
With  p!ea8are all  the  hiduous  trunk  fiuney^ 
Tlien  pull*d  and  tore  the  inanglod  Liu*bs  away, 
As  starting  in  the  pangs  of  dcath  it  lay. 
Soon  as  the  wood  its  leafy  honours  casts, 
Blown  offaitd  scattciM  by  auŁumnal  blasts, 
With  such  a  sudden  deatb  lay  Penthcus  slain. 
And  in  a  thoussnd  pieces  strewM  the  plain. 

By  so  dłstiii*:uisbłnga  judginent«w:d, 
The  ThebnacremUe,  and  4M»iifi.s8  the  god. 


TBB  STORY  OF  niLMACTS  AKO  BERWA- 

PHROD/TUS. 

fKOM  THS  FOCRTB  BOOK  OF  «VID'B  META- 

M0RPH09n« 

How  Salmarls,  with  wcak  enfeebling  streams, 
Softeos  th»:  body,  and  unncrves  the  limbs. 
And  what  the  socrct  oausc,  shnll  herc  be  shown; 
The  cause  is  secret,  but  tti*  cflect  U  known. 

The  Naiads  nurst  an  infant  bcritoibre, 
Tbat  Cylherea  ouce  to  Hermes  borę : 
From  both  th*  ilUisŁrious  aulhors  uf  bis  raCe 
The  child  was  natnd;  nor  was  it  hard  to  tiacc  . 
Buth  the  biigbt  parcuti  ibrough  the  infanfs  face. 


When  fiileen  jmn,  m  lda*s  oool  setffsaC; 

The  boy  had  told,  he  lefl  his  natime  seat. 

And  sougbt  frcsb  foontains  io  a  Rneiga  aoil: 

The  pleasure  iessen*d  the  attendiog  tetL 

With  eager  steps  the  Lycian  fields  be  crost^ 

And  £eldis  that  border  on  the  Lycian  coast^ 

A  nver  berę  he^view'd  so  loTely  brighl;, 

It  showM  the  bottom  in  a  iairer  ligbt* 

Nor  k^t  a  sand  conceal*d  from  bomau  sigbt: 

The  stream  produc*d  nor  sUmy  ooize,  nur 

Nor  miiy  ru^bes,  nor  the  apiky  rceds; 

Bot  dealt  enriching  moisture  all  aneiuid, 

The  fruitful  baoks  with  cheerfui  verduxe  cnmu'd. 

And  kept  the  spring  eternal  on  the  gromKL 

A  nymph  presides^  nor  pracUsM  in  the  cbase. 

Nor  skilful  at  the  bow,  nor  at  the  nice; 

Of  all  the  blne-eyed  daugbti>rs  of  the 

The  only  stranger  to  Diana*s  traio  : 

Her  sisters  oiten,  as  'tis  saśd,  would  ery, 

"  Py,  Salmacis,  whatalways  idle!  fy; 

Or  taka  thy  quiver,  or  thy  arrowa  scize. 

And  mix  the  toils  of  hunting  with  thy 

Nor  quiver  she  nor  arrows  e*cr  wouid  seize* 

Nor  mix  the  toils  of  hunting  with  ber  eaise. 

But  oft  would  bathe  her  in  the  ery  stal  tide, 

Oft  with  a  comb  her  dewy  locks  diride; 

Now  in  the  limpid  streams  she  TiewM  ber 

And  dress*d  her  image  in  the  floating  gtass; 

On  bcds  of  leaves  she  now  repos^d  ber  Uoibsr 

Now  gatber*d  flowen  that  grew  aboat  ber  strtaa**^ 

And  then  by  c bance  was  gathering*  as  sbe  stood 

To  view  the  boy,  and  long  for  what  shn  vłewM. 

Fain  would  she  meet  the  youth  with  hasty  feet, 
She  fain  would  jntret  him,  but  refas*d  to  meet 
Before  ber  looks  wcre  set  with  nioest  care» 
And  weil  desenr*d  to  be  reputed  fair.  [prołe 

"  Brigbt  yooth,*'  she  cries«  '*  wbom  aJl  thy  fcatoica 
"  A  p)d,  and  if  a  god,  the  god  of  1ove; 
But  if  a  mortal,  blr^t  thy  nurse^s  brcast : 
Blciit  are  thy  parents,  and  thy  sisters  blest; 
But,  oh,  hotr  blest!  bow  morę  than  blest  tby  bride^ 
AI1y'd  in  bUss,  if  any  yet  aI1y'd. 
If  so,  let  minę  f  he  stoPn  enjoyments  be^  ,, 

If  not,  bebold  a  willing  bride  in  me.**         [8bai9%' 
The  boy  knew  nought  of  love,  and  toncfa'd  witb^ 
He  strore,  and  blusht,  but  still  the  blush  t»sesaBe|^ 
In  ristng  bluslies  still  frcsh  bcautJes  rosę; 
The  sunny  side  of  fruit  such  blusbes  Aows, 
And  such  the  Moon,  when  all  her  silrer  wfaiie 
Tums  in  cciipses  to  a  mddy  ligbt. 
The  nymph  still  begs,  if  not  anobler  blisi» 
A  cold  salute  at  least,  a  &ister'8  kis$: 
And  now  prt'pafcs  to  take  tbe  lorely  boy 
Between  ber  arms,    He,  innoomtly  floya 
Replies,  *<  Or  leavc  pieto  myself  alon^ 
Yuu  rude  unciril  nymph,  or  I  *11  be  gone." 
*<  Fair  stranger,  then,**  says  sbe,  *'  it  ahad  he  so;** 
And,  for  she  fear'd  his  tbreat,  ajie  faign*d  to  gyi^ 
But,  hid  within  a  covert*s  neighbouriipi^grc^^    . 
She  kept  him  still  in  sight,  bcrself  bQSee&« 
Tlie  boy  now  fancies  all  the  dangero*cr»  ,  .    .j 

And  innoccutly  sports  about  tbe  sbore;-,    ^^  j| 

Playful  and  Wanton  to  the  stream  he  trijp^        «   ^| 
And  dips  his  foqt,  and  sbiTers  as  he  dips. 
Th^  niolfirss  p1eas*d  Ithn,  and  with  ^ager  imśte 
His  airy  garments  fm  the  banks  be^eait; 
His  godlike  l^tum,  and  his  hea?enly  K«e, 
And  all  his  beautics  were  exjpo&'d  to  n«nr.  » 

I  lis  naked  fimbs  the  nymph  wilh  raptuTe  Spio^      5 
Whiłc  hotterpassions  łD  her  bdsom  tise,  ^  Z 


ITOTES  ON  THE  FRSCEDINB 


INOVm. 


9$i 


NbmIk  ia  hn  obMki,  and  tparkle  łn  h«r  •yei. 
be  lonfi^  iIm  bunif  to  datp  hitn  in  lier  Mint, 
nd  looks  nmd  tighe,  and  kindles  at  his  cbans:i. 
^ow  all  andrett  upoa  the  baakt  he  itood, 
bmI  clapt  hit  tidet,  aod  leaptlnto  the  flood : 
is  lovely  limbt  the  siWer  wares  diTJde, 
is  limbs  appear  morę  lorely  through-the  lide ; 
a  lilias  shat  withia  a  ciystał  case, 
eceive  a  glossy  lustre  from  the  glass. 
He^  mioe,  he*i  all  my  owa,*'  the  Naiad  ćries; 
ikI  fliags  off  tl),  and  after  him  she  fliet. 
ud  iK>w  she  fastens  on  him  as  be  swims, 
Ad  holdt  him  dose,  and  wraps  about  bis  limbs. 
tle  morę  the  boy  resisted,  and  was  ooy. 
Ile  tnore  she  claspt;  and  kist  the  struggling  boy. 
9  when  the  wriggling  snake  is  snatch'd  on  iigh 
II  efli9le's  claws,  and  hiaces  in  the  sky, 
tround  tbe  ibe  his  twirling  taił  be  flings, 
oid  twists  ber  legs,  and  writbet  about  ber  wiags. 
Th«  restiesa  boy  still  obstinately  strore 
o  firee  himself,  and  still  refu8*d  ber  love. 
Lmidat  bis  limbs  she  kcpt  ber  limbs  intv»a*d, 
Lud  **  Why,  eoy  yooth/'  she  ories,  *'  why  tbot  ud- 

kiod? 
^h  may  tbe  gods  tbos  keep  as  erer  join'd ! 
^h  may  we  aerer,  never  part  again  r* 
o  pray'd  the  aympb,  nor  did  sbe  pray  in  Tain : 
'or  Doa  sbe  fiods  him,  as  bis  limbs  she  presŁ, 
łrow  nearer  still,  and  nearer  to  ber  bmist ; 
ritl»  piercing  eacb  tbe  other*s  flesb,  they  -rua 
rog^etber,  and  incorporate  in  one : 
L«at  in  oae  iiice  are  both  tbeir  faces  join'd» 
ia  when  the  stock  and  grafled  twig  combi n*d 
»boot  up  tbe  same^  and  wear  a-commoa  nnd : 
lotb  bodiea  in  a  single  body  mia, 
k  aingle  body  with  a  double  sex. 

The  boy,  thus  loet  ia  woman,  now  sunrfyM 
fhe  rlver*8  gnilty  stream,  and  thus  he  pray*d, 
tiu  pray*d,  but  wonder^d  at  his  softer  tona*      * 
(ui-pria*d  to  bear  a  ▼oice  but  half  his  owa:) 
'  You  pai<ent  gods,  whose  heavenly  namea  I  bear, 
ietur  your  hermapbrodite,  and  grant  my  prayer; 
)h  grant,  tbat  whorasoe^er  Ibese  streams  contain, 
f  nian  he  enter'd,  he  may  rise  again 
lupple,  unsiaew'd,  and  but  haJf  a  man  T* 

The  bearenly  parents  answerM  from  on  bigh 
Phatr  t«o-sbap*d  son,  the  double  votary ^ 
rtien  gave  a  aecret  virtue  to  tbe  flood, 
ind  tiogM  its  source  to  make  hi«  wisfaes  good. 


atnuMjae, 


NOTES 


^m  fosB  or  Tfi«  •roRKGoiNo  sTOBiBt  ur 

QYID*t  METAMORPUOSES. 
OH  THB  STORY  OF  PHAETOIT. 

XBB  Story  of  JPhaeton  is  told  with  a  greaterair 

tmąjest^  aod  grandeur  than  any  other  in  all 
id.  U  18  indeed  tbe  most  important  Bubject  he 
roatso^  eacept  the  Deluge ;  and  I  cannot  bot  be- 
|Bve  thal  this  is  tbe  coo^grattaa  be  faiuts  at  in 
bafltftbookj 

MMe  qaoque  kt  fistis  remini^dtar  affbre  tempos, 
Son  marę,  quo  tellus,  cocreptaąoe  regia  ooeli 
ilrdeat,  et  mundi  mołea^)p<^oea taborety 

jkbougb  the  leamed  apply  tbose  Tewes  to  the  fii- 

Pburaing  of  the  wanld)  for  It  €ully  aBSiiers  tbat 
riptioa,  if  tim 
Yoyuu. 


—  CffliBiaoffRatni, 
FoBiat  oteniae  poltti 

Fumat  nterque  pobia  couies  op  to  casraptagna 
regia  cmii.— Besidesi  it  is  OTłd's  custom  to  pro- 
parę  tbe  reader  fora  followiag  ttory,  by  $mng 
some  intimations  of  it  in  a  foregoiog  one,  wbicb 
was  morę  particolarly  necessary  to  be  dane  befiMPa 
he  led  us  iato  so  ttraoge  a  stoiy  as^is  be  is  no« 
upon. 

P.  545.  col.  1.  L  34w  Foria  fbe  porte],  fcc.]  We 
hare  here  the  pictore  of  tbe  anlv6ne  drawn  in  little. 

— Batenam&Kiue  prementem 
iBgeona  suis  immania  terga  laeertia. 

^geon  maket  a  dive«tiog  4gnre  in  U; 

— Faciea  aon  omnibus  una, 

Nec  dhrem  tamea:  ąualem  deeeteise  soromnu 

Tbe  thonght  is  Tery  pratty^  of  giTing  Doria  and 
ber  daughten  tncb  a  difierencc  in  thdr  looks  aa 
is  natura!  to  diflerent  persons,  aadyettadi  a  liko* 
ness  as  showed  their  afinity. 

Terra  Yiros,  uibesąue  gerit,  sylvasqtte,  ferasque, 
Pluminaąoe,  et  nymphaa,  et  csetera  numina  ruris. 

The  less  important  figares  are  well  buddled  to* 
tber  in  tbe  promiscuous  descriptionat  the  end, 
wbieh  yettf  well  vepretentt  what  the  paiaters  calt 
agroupa. 


Mrcum  oaput  omne  mieantes 
Deposoit  radios ;  propiusque  accedere  jussit. 

>P.  545.  col.  2. 1. 21.  Aad  flnag  tbe  blase,  &c]  H 
gives  us  a  great  image  of  Pbaebus,  that  the  youtb 
waslbrced  tolook  on  bim  atadistance,  and  not  ahla 
to  approach  him  ląntil  be  had  laid  aside  tbe  drda 
of  rays  that  cast  soch  a  glory^about  bis  bead. 
And  indeed  we  may  e^ery  where  observe  in  O^id, 
tbat  he  ne^er  fails  of  a  due  loftinesa  in  bis  ideaa. 
though  be  wanta  it  in  his  words.  And  this  1  tbins. 
infinitely  better  thaa  to  have  sublime  espressiona 
and  roean  tboughts,  which  it  generally  tbe  troa 
cbaracter  of  Claudian  aod  Statius.  But  this  is  not 
considered  by  them  w  ho  run  down  Ovid  in  the 
gross,  ibr  a  Iow  middle  wayof  writing.  Whatcaa 
be  morę  simple  and  unadomed,  than  -bis  descrip* 
tion  of  Enceladus  in  tbe  fiith  book  ł 

Nltitur  ille  quidem,  pugnatgue  reswgeae  aspe, 
Oeatni  sed  Ausonio  manus  e^tsobjecta  Pelon^ 
Lera,  Pachynte,  tibi,  lilibsBo  crura  premuntur^ 
D^ravat  iBtna  caput,  sub  quS  resupinas  arenat 
Ejectat,  flammamąue  fiero  Tomit  ora  Typboeus. 

But  the  image  we  liave  berę  it  truły  great  and 
sublime,  of  a  giant  vomititjg  oat  a  tempest  of  lire,- 
and  heaving  np  all  Sidly,  with  tbe  body  of  aa 
island  upon  bis  breast,  aiui  a  \ast  pranonteiy  oik 
eitber  arm. 

Tbere  ara  few  booka  tbat  have  bad  woase^com* 
mentators  on  them  than  OTid's  Metamorphoses. 
Tbose  of  the  ,graver  sort  have  been  whoUy 
taken  np  in  the  mythologies;  and  think  they  bav4 
appeared  very  judicious,  if  they  have  ehown  uf 
out  of  an  etd  autbor  that  Ovid  is  mistaken  in  a 
pedigneei  or  bas  tamed  soch  a  person  infco  a  woIf 
that  oagiłt  to  have  been  madę  a  tiger.  ptheri 
have  empłoyed  themselm  on  what  never  entered 
jnto  Uie  poet's  thougbts,  in  adapting  a  duli  morał 
ta  arary  stary,  and  loaking  the  peńobiofUt  poeni 
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to  be  onłyiiiftiiMmft  for  fkich  vktttet  orrioes; 
particularly  the  pioaa  ccMumentstor,  A)e«»o<ler 
R(M9,  has  dived  deepia-  into  our  autbor*8  óeńfti 
than  any  of  the  rest;  for  be  dłfcovers  in  bim  the 
gr^atett  mysteries  of  the  Christian  religion,  and 
fluds  almost  in  evcry  pag:e  sofne  typical  represen- 
tatłon  of  the  world,  the  flesb  and  the  deril.  But 
if  tbesewriters  haregiune  toodeep,  othera  ba^ebeen 
Wbolly  empłoyed  in  the  surface:  most  of  thcm 
aening  only  to  help  out  a  schooi-boy  in  the  ron- 
ftmmg  part;  or  if  tbey  fo  out  of  their  way,  it  is 
<Mily  to  mark  out  tbe  gnoma  of  the  autbor,  as  thpy 
cali  them,  wbicb  aie  geoerally  the  heayiest  picces 
of  a  poet,  distingnisbed  from  the  rest  by  Jtalian 
cbaracters.  Tbe  best  of  Ovid*8  eKpositors  is  he 
tbat  wrote  lor  the  daaphin's  nsc,  wbo  bas  very 
well  sbown  the  meaniog  of  the  autbor,  but  scldoni 
refiects  on  bis  beauties  or  imperfections;  for  in 
most  pUces  he  rather  acts  the  geograplier  ;Łi)an 
tbe  critic,  and  instead  of  pointing  out  the  fineness 
of  a  description,  on]y  tells  you  in  what  part  of  the 
world  tbe  płaco  is  siiuated.  I  sball  thereibre  only 
consi(Jer  Ovid  uoder  the  character  of  a  poet,  and 
e  Bdtravour  to  show  him  impartiallyi  witbout  the 
vu  ual  prejudicc  of  ą  translator:  wbicb  1  am  the 
Oio  re  willing  to  do,  because  I  beUeve  sucb  a  com- 
mcnt  would  giVe  the  reader  a  truer  taste  of  poetry 
ban  a  commŁMkt  on  any  other  poet  would  do ;  for, 
in  reflecting  on  the  ancient  poets,  mm  think  tbey 
may  Tenture  to  praise  all  they  meet  with  in  some* 
and  scarce^any  tbing  in  others;  but  Ovid  is  eon- 
fest  to  bave  a  mixture  of  both  kind^,  to  bave 
flonicthing  of  tbe  best  and  worst  poets,  and  by 
Consequeiice  to  be  the  fatrest  subject  for  criticism. 
P.  545.  coU 9. 1.  34.  My  non, says  b  e,&c.(  Phce- 
bu8's  speech  is  very  nobly  usbered  in,  with  the  Ter- 
^ue  qnater<)ue  concutiens  ilUistre  caput--«nd  nell 
)crpresents  the  danger  and  difficulty  of  the  uoder* 
taking;  but  tbai  which  is  its  )>eculiar  beauty,  and 
makes  it  ti'uly  Ovid*s,  is  tbe  representing  tbem 
jost  aa  a  father  would  to  his  young  son ; 

Per  tamen  adrcrei  gradicris  comtta  Tanri, 
Il«ttion!osqoe  arcus,  viofentique  ora  Lepois, 
8waque  circuitu  curvanŁem  brachia  longo 
Scorpion,  atque  aliter  curvantem  brachią  Cąn- 
crxim«i— 

far  0D«  ipbHtf  he  Ecmrtś  him  witb  bugbeart  ia  tbe 
way, 

-^Vasti  quoque  rector  Olympi, 

SKui  fcra  terribili  jacuiatur  fulmina  deatra/ 

.Non  agat  bos  currus;  et  quid  Jove  majui  babę- 

mus? 
Deprecor  boc  umim,  quod  vero  nomioe  per  na, 
Non  honor  esU    Pcenam,  Phaeton,  pro  munere 

powis. 

i^d  in  otba^  places  perfectly  tattlrs  like  a  father, 
which  by  tlie  way  ii^akes  the  length  of^the  speech 
very  natural,  aqd  cuncludes  iirith  all  the  fondness 
«nd  coucern  of  a  tender  parent. 

—  Patrio  pater  es!ie  mętu  probor;  aspioe  Tultns 
Ecce  meo«:  utinaoK^ue  oculos  in  pectpre  posses 
Insererc,  et  patrius  intus  deprei^dere  curąsl  &c. 

P.  546.  ool.l.  ».l29i  A  9dlden  a«te,  &c.]  O^id  bas 

morę  tnrns  and  repetitions  io  his  words.than  any 

of  the  Ldtin  poets,'whicb  are  alwnys  wonderfully 

^  easy  and  naturann'him.     The  repetition  of  aa* 

reuB,  tmd  the  tnuis|ti<m  to  argeateiłs^  in  (be  litf* 


scription  of  tbe  eharioty  fgim  fhem 
sweetoess  and  majesty: 

Aureus  axis  erat,  temo  aureos,  aurea 
Cunratura  rotas;  radionun  aiyntena  ordtow 

P.  546.  col.  1. 1.  54.  DriTe  tbem  not  oa  directiy, 
&c.]  Sereial  bavi;  endca^oured  to  rindicate 
against  the  oM  objection,  tbat  he  iDistakea  tbe 
Dual  for  the  diuruał  moŁion  of  the  Sun.  Thedaiw 
phin*8  notes  kel]  os  that  O vłd  knew  reiy  well  tbe  Sm 
did  not  pass  through  all  tbe  signs  he  naioes  ia  one 
day,  bat  tbat  he  makes  Phcebus  meotkm  tfacDŁualf 
to  frighten  Phaeton  from  tbe  nndeitaking.  Bat 
thougfa  tbis  may  answer  for  wbat  Pbcebns  nys  m 
his  first  spt^ech,  it  cannot  ^rm  frbat  is  Mud  ia 
this,  where  he  is  actually  giTing  directioas  for  łm 
jooniey,  and  plainly 

Sectus  in  obIiqoom  eit  lato  cnrramine  limes, 
Zonaramqae  trium  conteotos  Auty  pfńmmąmt 
Efiiłgit  aofltrałem,  juaoUiiiqiie  agwiliMMłwa  Aictoii, 

detcribes  tbe  motton  througb  all  the  sodlac.  * 

P.  546.  col.  I.  1.  last.  And  not  my  cbańoi,  &e.] 
Ovid*s  Terae  is,  CoiMliis  bod  cornbns  nteie  bos- 
tris.  This  way  of  joining  two  such  diderept  idess 
as  obariot  and  counsel  to  tbe  same  ▼erb  W  n$biilf 
used  by  Chrid;  but  is  a  very  lov  ki^d  «f  vit» 
aod  bas  alway$-ia  ita  mistureof  pms,  buoaasetke 
▼eib  must  be  taken  in  a  different  aenae  wfacn  it  ■ 
joined  with  one  of  tbe  tbtngs,  froBi  wkskt  śfttes  ■ 
conjanction  witb  the  otber.  Tbm  in  tbecssdsf 
tlits  story  he  tells  you  tbat  Jupitfar  Hunfc  a^tBiia- 
derbott  at  PhaetoH— t-Paiiten|ue^  nnśsnląne^  i^ 
tisque  espolit  aorigam,  where  be  tąakaa  «  fiwnl 
pleoe  of  Latłn  (anima  eifpdKt  antignai)  tbat  kt 
may  coople  tbe  soiil  and  the  wfaneła  totlie  sams 
rerb. 

P.  546.  col.  2.  U  25-  Xhe  yofnth  wa»  in  arnsm. 
&c.]  It  is  impossible  for  a  man  to  be  drawo  91  s 
greater  confiision  than  Phaeton  is;  buttbe  antitke- 
sis  of  lightanddarkness  a  little  flattena  tbe  deacrip- 
tion.  SaQtque  ocuJis  tenebnp  per  tantum,  I 
obortse. 

Ibid.  1.  98.  Tben  tbe  Seven  Stars,  &c.]  I 
der  nonę  of  Ovid's  commentatdrs  have  taken  ak- 
tice  of  the  orersight  he  has  cómmittedhkli^ 
verse,  whera  be  raakea  tbe  Triosite  giow  nssp 
before  there  was  eTei*  -sucb  a  sign  in  tiie  Hearas; 
for  be  tells  us  in  this  verj  book,  that  iii|Bt«r 
tumed  Calisto  into  tbiscoDStellatioB,aftcr  faebd 
repaiied  tbe  ruius  that  Phaeton  faad  madę  in  tis 
world. 

P.  547.  col.  1.1.  i5.  Athos  and  fmdios,  Itcj 
Ot  id  has  berć,  after  the  way  of  the  M  poets,  gHa 
us  a  catalogue  of  tbe  mountains  and  jrwrf  wktck 
were  bamt  Rut,  that  I  might  tfot  tife  the  EbMki* 
reader,  I  have  left  out  some  of  tbem  that  nąakt  M 
6gure  iu  the  dęi^cription,  and  invertcdtbe  onŚcrl 
tbe  rest  accordiog  as  the  siąuoŁbue^s  of  mj  tcip 
requircd.  '  * '      ^     . 

Ibid.  I-  40.  Twas  then,  they  say,  the  swardb 
Moor,  Acc.]  Tbis  is  tbe  only  metamorpbosJs  lośl 
this  long  ^i^ry,  wbich^  contrary  to  custom,  is^ 
serted  in  the  middle  of  it.  lite  critics  mar 
termine  whether  what  foUows  it  be^  uot^ep  g 
an  escursioD  in  him  wbo  proposes  it  as  fatsab 
design  to  let  us  koow  the  cbanges  of  tbings.  ] 
say  tbat,  if  Ovid  had  not  religiousły  i>fafier?el 
reports  of  tbe  ancieot  mythul^sts,  «e 
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ftT€  0een  Fbaeton  turned  tnto  soine  creature  or. 
Łłier  that  hates  the  iight  of  tbe  Sun  ,  or  perbaps 
Kto  aaeagle,  that  atill  takes  pleaaure  to  gazę 
u  ik» 

P.  547.  ooli:U€l.Thefrighted  Nile^  &c.l  Ovid 
tut  inade  a  great  many  pleasant  images  towards 
»e  Jaiter  emlof  this  ttory.  His  veraet  oo  the 
He, 

llas  in  extremum  fugit  pertęrritus  orbein, 
k:culuitque  caput,  quud  arlhuć  latet;  ostia  septem 
aWeralenta  vacant,  nepteui  sine  flumine  Taiłeś, 

pe  ma  noble  as  Yirgil  co^ld  have  written ;  but  then 
e  ought  not  to  have  mentioned  the  chaanel  of 
ke  8e»  afterwards, 

-Marę  contrahitur,  siccseąue  eU  campus  arense, 

ecause  the  thougbt  is  too  near  the  other^  The 
nage  of  tbe  Cyclades  is  a  very  pretty  one  j 

-— 3uoB  ałtum  texerot  a^uor, 

Bzistont  montes,  et  spanas  Cycladas  augent. 

lut  to  tell  na  tbat  the  swans  grew  warm  in  Cays- 

Medło  Tolacres  calnere  fSystro, 

Md  that  the  dolphins  durst  not  leapy 

i*v>Kec  ee  Koper  seąoora  cum 

ToUere  oonsuetes  audent  delphines  in  anras, 

I  in^erahly  tńvial  On  io  grant  a  siibject  aa  tbe 
nming  of  the  woiid. 

Fr047.  cttL  fi.  1.*  13.  The  Enrib  at  length,  &c.] 
Ve  hnv«  here  a  speeah  of  the  £aith»  wbich  will 
oiibUe8t8nB0i.very  unnatuml  to  an  ISngitsb  readen 
t  ia  1  belio^the  boMest  prosopopo^ia  of  any  in  the 
U  pOflts;  or»  if  ii  were  never  so  natura],  1  can- 
ot  but  think  sbe  speaks  too  much  in  any  reaaon 
ftr  oii«  in  her  condition^ 

'   .     ^  ÓN   EURPPV8  RAPE.     . 

P.  55S.C0].  1. 1. 34.  The  dignity  of  empire,  &c.] 
lis  story  ii  prettily  toM,  and  yery  well  bronght 
I  by  those  two  serious  Unes,  . 

Ton  bepe  conveniunt,  nec  in  unaaede  morantor, 
iajestas  et  Ąmor^  Sceptri  gittyitate  reJicŁa>  &c.** 

rifliout  whidhtbe  whoteiable  would  have  appeared 
ety  prophane. 
P.  553.  col.  2. 1.  9.  The  f^ighted  nympb  looks, 
E6.]  This  cnftsternatłon  and  behavłour  of  Europa 

— -Elusam  designat  imagiue  tauri 
£uropen:  veruni  Churuni,  freta  wra  putares. 
{psa  Tidehatur  terras  spectare  relictas, 
Ęt  comites  clamare  suos,  taetumque  vereri 
Aas^ientifl  a4u«e»  timiilasąue  reducere  plantas^ 

\  bctter  d^crib^d  |n  Arachne*8  picture  in  the 
ixth  book,  than  it  is  herc;  and  in  Łhc  beginning 
f  Tatius'8  Clitóphon  and  Lcucipp(%  tban  in  either 
flace.  It  is  indeed  usuai  ainung  the  I^tiii  poets 
wbo  had  moie  art  and  reflection  than  the  6rc* 
ian}  to  take  hołd  of  ail  oppurtnnities  to  dcsćribe 
be  picture  of  any  płace  or  actioii,  which  they  ge» 
kerally  do  bctter  than  they  could  the  place  or  ac- 
ion  ilsełfi  hecausC  in  thfe  dfeicription  of  a  picture 
'ou*h^ve  a  double  subject  before  you,  either  to 
lesoribe  the  picture  itself,  or  what  U  represented 
o  it. 
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Ta  ERB  is  sogreat  a  yariety  in  the  argumentf 
of  tbe  Metamorphoses,  that  he  w  ho  would  treat  of 
tbem  rightiy,  ought  to  be  a  master  of  all  styles, 
and  every  differcot  way  of  writing.  Ovłd  indeed. 
shows  himself  most  in  a  familiar  story,  wbere  tbe 
chief  gface  is  to  be  easy  and  natural;  but  Wanta 
neither  strength  of  thought  nor  expre8sion,  whea 
be  endeavours  after  it,  in  tbe  morę  sublimeand 
manly  slibjects  of  his  poem.  In  the  present  table,* 
the  serpent  is  terribly  descrtt>ed,  and  his  bebavioar 
very  well  imagined;  the  actjons  of  both  parties  in 
the  eacounter  are  natural ;  and  the  language  that 
represents  tbem,  morę  stroogaod  mascuHne  than 
what  we  usually  meet  with  in  thispoet:  if  them 
be  any  faults  in  the  narration,  they  are  tbese,  per- 
haps,  which  folłour: 

P.  554.  col.  1.1.  24.  Spireabove  spire,  &c.]  Ovtd, 
to  make  his  serpent  morę  terrible,  and  to  raise  the 
characcer  df  bis  champion,  bas  given  too  great  a 
loo^  to  his  imagination,  and  excecded  all  the 
bounds  of  probability.  łle  tclls  us,  that  when  he 
raised  up  but  half  his  body,  he  overlooked  a  tali 
furest  of  oaks,  and  that  his  whole  body  was  ai 
large  as  that  of  the  serpent  in  Uie  skies.  Noue  but 
a  madman  wuuld  bave  attacked  such  a  monster 
as  this  is  described  to  be;  nor  can.  we  have  any 
notioo  of  a  mortaFs  staudiug  against  him.  Yirgil 
is  not  ashamed  of  making  iEncas  fly  and  tremble 
at  the  sight  of  a  far  less  formidable  foe,  where  he 
gives  us  the  description  of  Polypbemus,  in  the 
third  book;  he  knew  very  well  tbat  a  monster  waa 
not  a  prooer  enemy  for  his  bero  toencounter;  but 
we  shoula  ccrtainly  have  seen  Cadmus  hewing 
down  the  Cyclops,  bad  he  fallen  in  Ovki*s  way: 
or  if  Statłus^s  little  Tydeus  had  been  tbrown  on 
Sicily,  it  is  probable  he  would  not  hafe  spared  omr 
of  Łhc  whole  brotberhood. 

— Phcenicas,  iire  illi  tela  parabant, 

$ive  fugam,  si^e  ipst  timor  prohibebat  uti;uiaqu«^ 

Occupat:*^ 

Ibid.  1.  SI.  In  vain  the  T^rians,  fl(c.]  The 
poet  coukl  not  keep  up  his  narration  all  along,  inr 
the  grandeur  and  magnifioence  of  an  heroic  style: 
he  bas  h«re  sunk  into  the  flatness  of  prosc,  where 
he  tells  us  the  behaviour  of  the  Tyrians  at  the  sight 
of  the  serpent: 

— Tt^gimen  direpta  leoni 

Pellis  erat;  te] urn  splendenti  lancea  Ibrro, 

Et  jaculom;  teloąne  anittllu  prestantior  omni; 

and  in  a  few  line^  after  lets  drop  the  mąiesty  of  his 
verse,  for  the  sake  of  one  of  his  little  turns.  How 
does  he  languish  in  tbat  which  seems  a  labonred 
linę !  '*  Tristia  sanguinfl  lambentem  fulnera  lin- 
gua.*' And  what  pains  does  he  take  to  express  tbe 
scrpenys  breaking  tbe  Ibrce  of  the  stroke,  by 
shrinking  back  frum  it! 

.Sed  leve  i^ulnus  erat,  quia  te  retrahebat  ab  ictu« 
L8Raque  colła  dabat  retrd,  plagainque  sedere 
Cedt^ndo  arceba^  nec  kmgius  ire  sinebat 

r.  554.  col.  si  1. 42.  And  0ings  the  futura,  ^c] 
The  description  of  ^e  men  rising  outof  tbe  ground 
is  as  beautifoi  a  passage  as  any  U  OfkU  Itstrikea 
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>tbe  imagtiiatiofi  vśry  itroitgiy ;  we  lee  their  mo- 
tion  io  tbe  first  part  of  it,  and  their  maltitude  io 
>he  Messis  viroraiii  mt  lait. 

P.  d54w  col.  2. 1. 47.  Tbc  brmtbing  barrett,  |cc] 
Mfluis  c)yp«4ta  ▼irorum.  The  bttuty  ia  these 
wonls  would  have  been  greater,  bad,only  Meesia 
tirorum  been  espresaed  withoat  clypeata;  for  tbe 
ptmdei^i  mind  would  have  been  deligbted  with 
two  nich  diflertsnt  ideas  corap(ton4ed  togetfaer,  but 
4nui  icar6e  attend  to  soch  a  jcomplete  laofige  a3  is 
|nade  out  of  all  three; 

^n^t  way  of  miting  two  differenl  ideatlogether 
In  Oni  image,  as  it  is  a  great  surprise  to  tbe  reader, 
li  •  gteat  bóiuty  In  ppetry,  H  theie  be  snfficient 
Ipround  for  it  in  Ihe  natare  of  tbe  tfaing  tbat  is  d^ 
«cribed<  The  Latin  jraeta  are  vefy  fuli  of  it,  espe- 
4łiaUy  the  wrortt  of  tbens  for  the  aore  correct  use 
h  bdt  Spariirtly,  ns  indeed  the  natwrs  of  thtngs 
will  seldom  arord  a  jost  octifsion  for  it.  When 
ąny  .thing  we  describe  bas  accidentally  in  it  Aome 
^dflliijr  that  seems  repugnant  |o  its  natare,  or  is 
łery  extraord!hary  and  nncommon  in  tbi«gs  of 
Abat  spedes,  such  a  compounded  imagb  as  we  are 
Aow  speaking  of  ią^de,  liy  tuming  this  quality 
Idto  an  epithet  of  what  we  describe.  Thus  Clao^ 
4ian,  haviiig  got  a  hollow  bali  of  crystal  with  wa- 
ter  in  the  midst  of  it  for  his  subjećt,  takes  tbe  ad. 
Irnntage  of  coosidering  the  crysUl  as  haid,  stony, 
precious  water,  and  the  water  gs  soft^  fluid,  im- 
|ierfect  crystal ;  and  thos  sports  off  above  a  doten 
jfpigrams,  in  setting  his  words  and  ideas  at  va-- 
tiantśe  among  one  another.  He  bas  *  great  many 
tteaiitiesof  this  naturę  in  him;  bnt  be  gires  him- 
ielf  ftp  so  much  to  this  way  jof  writing^  tbat  a  man 
ma^  easily  know  where  to  meet  with  tbem  when 
jke  sees  his  subieci,  and  often  strains  so  hard  for 
ihedi  tbat  he  many  Limes  makes  his  descriptions 
ItombasUc  and  upnaturał.  WhaŁ  work  wouid  he 
liAve  mado  with  Virgil's  golden  bough,  had  be 
^en  to  deicribe  it }  We  sbonld  certainly  have  seen 
tbe  yeilow  haik,  goiden  spiouls,  radiani  ienves, 
oloootłingjmetal,  branching  gold,  And  all  the  quar- 
irels  that  (K>ald  hav«  boen  raised  between  words 
of  sUch  differcnt  natures:  when  we  sec  Virgi] 
tbontented  with  his  Auri  iroodeiitis ;  and  what  is 
tbe  same,  thongh  oiach  finer  expressed-— Fron- 
descit  virga  metallo.  This  composition  of  differ- 
cnt iAeŚM  is  often  met  with  in  a  wkole  sentencip, 
where  circumstąnces  are  bappily  reconciied  that 
ieem  wbołly  fonńgn  to  each  otber;  and  isof|en 
Ibund  among  the  Latiii  poets  (for  the  Greełi^ 
irantMl  Art  for  it),  in  their  descriptions  of  pictures, 
images,  dreams,  apparitidns,  tńetaroorphoses^ 
^nd  tbto  like;  where  they  bring  together  two  such 
.thwarting  id«as,  by  making  one  part  of  their  de- 
scriptions relate  to  the  representation,  and  the  other 
to  the  thing  that  is  represe^ted.  Of  this  naturę  is 
that  ver^,  which,  perhapi,  is  the  Wittiest  in  Yirgilj 
*<  Attolleus  humero  ^unamqne  et  fota  nepotum,*' 
yCn.  viii.  where  he  deScribes  ^neas  carryiug  on 
bis  shoalders  the  rcputation  and  fortu nes  of  his 
posterity;  which  thou|(h  irery  oddand  fiirprisinf^ 
is  plainly  madę  out,  when  we  oonsider  how  .these 
disagreeing  ideas  are  reconciied,  »nd  his  posterity** 
famę  and  fate  madę  porUble  by  being  engrava|» 
on  the  sbield.  Thus,  wbeo  O^Sd  iells  us  that  Pai- 
las  tore  in  pieces  Arachne*s  work,  where  sbe  had 
,embroidered  all  tbe  rapes  tbat  the  gods  had 
loomipitied,  he  says«^&upit  coolestin  erimina.  i 
ikidl  toficHide  this  tadŃMH  retaóo^  %ith  tm  exf 


ccUent  itroke  of  this  Mtnre  ooi  41  itr.  Moaims 
gue^s  ■  poem  to  the  king;  where  he  telle  wa,  how 
tbe  king  of  France  wonM  hnve  bosa  ccIebiwiBilhy 
his  subjects,  if  he  had  erer  gainod  sneb  aa  howd— w 
able  wound  as  king  Wiainm*s  at  tha  %hc  of  tte 
Boyne: 

His  bleedhif  ann  bad  foraiab^d  all  th^  v«Dn^ 
And  run  for.oTer  parple  in  tbe  loomt. 

FABU:  U. 

1^. 5^5.  C0I4 1. 1.  It  Herę  Cadmda  teigilM.3  This  H 
a  pretty  sołemn  transition  to  the  story  of  Actaeoa, 
which  is  all  naturally  told.  Tbe  goddeas  aod  bet 
maids  undresńng  bcńr,  are  deacrfeed  with  dineru 
ing  circnmstanees.  AcUęon*S  flight,  coofaftos^ 
aml  grieft,  are  pfssionately  tepreseniod  ;  hot  it  ii 
pity  the  whole  narration  sho^ld  h6  00  ^audęarfy 
cloied  up. 

-«rUt  abesse  ąuerUntur, 
Nec  capere  obiatę  segneip  spKctacoIa  ^nedse. 
Yćllet  abesse  ąuidein^  sed  a^est,  TelleCąoe  videv^ 
Non  etiaia  sentire^  canum  fora  focta  tooiwm. 

P.  555,  col.  %  I.  39:  A  generous  pack,  &c.]  I  ha«« 
not  here  trouMed  mysełf  to  cali  orer  Aeteon*! 
pack  of  dogs  in  rhyroe :  $pot  and  Whitefoot  mąka 
but  a  mean  figurfe  in  henńe  rerse ;  and  the  Greek 
names  Orid  yses  would  sound  a  great  deal  «osae> 
He  oloses  np  bis  own  catalogue  with  a  kind  of  s 
jest  pu  it:  **  Suosque  lefoiie  mora  esf^-^wbicl^ 
by  the  way,  is  too  ligbt  aad  foli  of  hunKHir  fdr  tbe 
pther  senous  parts  of  this  story; 

Tliis  way  of  tosertingcataloguea  of  pvoper  nmtą 
in  their  poeras,  the  Latins  took  from  the  Oreeki| 
bot  haremadc  them  morę  pleaSlng  Chan  Choaelhey 
imitate,  by  adąpting  so  many  delightlal  charactnf 
to  th^r  persOOs*  names;  in  which  port  Oriiff  ć^ 
pioosness  of  łwention,  and  great  insight  into  aar 
turę,  bas  giren  hini  tbe  precedenee  to  all  tbe  poell 
that  eret  came  before  or  after  him.  The  sroooth- 
ness  of  our  English  Tecse  is  too  much  lost  bf  thę 
repetition  of  pnM)er  names,  which  ia 
very  natufal^  ano  ahsolntely  neceasary  in 
cases;  as  before  a  battle,  to  r^iao^in  oar  minds  sg 
answerable  expectatiQn  of  the  eventa,  aod  a  Urc^ 
idea  of  the  numbers  that  are  engngc^.  For,  bij 
Homer  or  yirgi!  only  told  lis  in  two  or  threelhi^' 
b^ore  their  fights,  that  there  were  forty  tliOBiitid 
of  each  side>  our  imagination  coutd  i^t  possAiy 
Itare  beea  so  affected,  as  when  ^e  aee  erery  leade^ 
singled  ottt,  and  every  regiment  in  juna.gisftrdiąs^ 
op  before  oUr  efes. 

P.  556.  eol.  1 . 1. 14.  How  Semela,  4oc.l  Thle^reM 
of  Ovid*s  finisbod  jtories. •  The  traaaititti  tnH- iS 
proper  aod  uaforeed:  Jdbo,  ia  b«v4wi»  spocekm 
aots  incom|mrabIy  well  the  paita  of  a  ■taaańiii 
goddeas  and  atattlingnurse:  JupiC^iBaikeeai>af 
mąjestic  flgure  with  hia  tbnoder  aad  Itghtaiag,  bi 
it  is  stiU  such  a  jooe  as  shows  who4<rew  1C;  for  wbi 
does  not  plainly  disoorcr  Ovjd^  band  In  the ' 

Sul  tamen  us<iue  p^test^  vtres  sibi  den^ere  tflotJt, 
Nec,  ^uo  joentimanum  dejioerat  igne  Typh<Ba, 
Kunc,  armatur  eo:  nimium  ferjtatis  tu  Ulo. 
Est  aiiud  levius  fałtOen,  cui  dextra  Cyclopon, 
SftTitie  flammaequib  ttitnus,  n^inus  addtdit  inęj 
Telą  secunda  riocąnt  j^operii 


ff<ffES  GS  tnt  ntECEDlNG  ffFOltDSS  TS  6VtA, 
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t.  S98.  C6I.  U 1.  M^  Tis  well,  Myt  she,  kc] 
Hrę^  bas  nade  a  Beroe  of  one  of  hia  goddesses  in 
ke  lUtb  iEneid;  but  if  we  compare  tbe  speech  ihe 
beit  makea  with  tbai  of  ber  ramemke  i  a  this 
tory*  we  may  fiod  the  geoius  of  eapb  poet  disco- 
eriag  itaelf  io  the  language  of  the  oane:  yirgiKs 
lis  could  not  ha^e  ipoken  BMfge  mąjestically  in 
er  o#n  sbape;  but  Juno  is  so  much  altered  from 
ęraelf  in  Ovid,  tbat  the  god^esi  is  i^uite  lost  in 

9ABEB  Ir. 

iF.  5S1.  cg!,  i.  1. 44.  Sbecaif  tb^in,  ft^e.]  tf  play- 
Igou  wordsbe  excD«ab]e  in  any  poem,  it  is  in  this, 
rhere  Echo  is  a  speaJKer ;  but  it  is  sq  ifoean  fi  kind 
f  wit,  tbaty  if  it  deieires  excuae,  it  caQ  ciaioi  no 
io«s. 

Mr.  Locke,  }n  his  Śstfy  on  Humau  Ctnderstaiid- 
ig,  bas  given  us  the  beat  account  of  wit  in  short 
)it  can  any  where  be  met  with.  ^*  Wit,"  says 
e,  ^  Ites  i  o  the  assemblage  of  ideas,  and  pntting 
liofie  together  with  (juickness  ^nd  yariety^  wherea^ 
1  can  be  foand  any  resemblance  or  coogruity, 
tiereby  to  make  iip  pleasant  pictorea  and  agree- 
ble  Tisiook  in  the  fancy.**  Thua  does  tnie  wit, 
s  this  incoi)ipa«Able  aiithor  observea,  generaUy 
onsiat  in  the  likeneas  of  tde^and  is  iJAoRr  or  less 
it,  as  this  lilieness  in  ideas  is  morę  suiyrising 
nd  un6xpiBct4d.  But  ąś  tnie  wit  ia  nothiog  elae 
ut  a  similitude  in  ideas,  fpis  falsearit  the  simili- 
ode  ia  words,  whether  it  Jies  in  the  likepesa  of 
itters  only,  as  in  anagram  attd  acrostiic ;  or  of 
fUablea,  as  in  doggrel  rhymes^  or  whole^wąrda, 
I  puns,  echoes,  and  the  like.  ^aide  theae  two 
^imIs  of  fal^  atid*lrue  wit^  there  is  an<^er  of  a 
liddle  naturę,  that  has  aometbing  of  both  in  itn*: 
chen  in  two  ideaa  that  have  aoi^e  raaemblancc 
rith  each  other,  and  a|v  both  expoH^  by  the 
une  word,  we  make  use  of  the  ambiguit|f  of  the 
rord  to  speak  thati>f  oiV0  idjea  included  nnder  it, 
rhich  is  propger  to  the  other^  [Thusj  for  examp|/B, 
K  st  laiiguages  }iAve  hit  aa  tthe  wor^,  which 
ruperly  aignifief  fire,  to  eicpreas  ]ove  b^  (and 
lereforewe  may  be  rurę  there  la  some  resem* 
lance  in.the  ideaa  mankind  ha? e  of  tł^m;)  from 
enoe  the  witty  poeta  of  ąll  laogui^ea,  when  tbey 
Dce  hare  called  love  a  fire,  consider  it  no  looger 
i  the  passion,  but  appak  of  it  under  the  notion  of 

real  fire;  and,  asjtbe  tum  /»(  wit  re^oires,  make 
le  same  word  in  the  same  sentenće  stand  for 
ither  of  the  ideaa  that  is  annen^d  toF  it.  l^^hen 
^vid'a  Apollo  &Us  in  lo^e,  he  bnms  withP  a  new 
am»;  when  the  sea-nymphs  languish  with  this 
fMaion^tbcy  kindle  in  the  urater;  the  Greek  epir^ 
pwaunatist  Celi  in  love  witU  one  tbat  finqg  a 
(»awball  at  hjmi  and  tberefore  takey  occilston 
)  admire  bow  fire  could  be  thus  conoealed  in  ano^. 
a  atiortj^wbenaw^  tł^  poet  iee\B  any  thing  in 
)i$  love  that  zeieBoUes  something  in  flte^  he 
unriea  on  this  agwenug^t  into  a  kind  of  allegory; 
ut  if,  aa  inthe  preceding  iBytances^  he  finds  any 
ircuinstance  in  bis  1o?e  contrary  to  the  naturę  of 
re,  he  calla  bi^  luve  a  fire,  and  hy  jołning  th\s 
ircumatance  to  it  surprises  his  aeader  with  a 
Bemtn^  contradictipn,  i  śhotild  not  haye  dwelt 
>  loDg  on  this  instanoe,  had  it  not  been  so  fre« 
nent  in  Ovid,  wbo  is  the  greatest  admirer  of  tbis 
iist  wit  of  all  the  ancients,  as  our  Gowley  is 
ąnong  the  moderna.  Homer,  Yirgit;  Hbrace,  and 
1^  Sl^O^^pocta,  scgrned  U^  m  i^eed  it  iaoniy 


8t  for  epigram,  and  titUe  copiea  of  tfltaea:  omtf 
would  wonUer  therefore  how  so  sublime  a  genioa  aa 
Milton  could  sometimes  fali  Into  it,  in  aucb  a  work 
as  an  epic  poem»  Ętit  we  mnat  attribute  it  to  bii 
httmouriag  the  vicioufl  taste  <^  the  age  he  li^ed  in^ 
and  the  £ilse  judgmeot  of  our  unleamed  Englisą 
readers  in  genend,  whp  ha^e  few  of  them  a  reliab 
of  the  mote  maaculine  and  ngtito  heintipa  of 
poetry. 

Orid  seitfttis  pdrticularly  pleaaed  #Stli  the  aiib- 
ject  of  this  story,  bnt  haa  notoHousIy  fki^len  into  ą 
fiiult  he  is  often  tazed  with,  of  not  kiiowing  whea 
he  haa  said  enough,  by  hia  flndeavottring  to  ezceL 
How  haa  be  turned  and  twisted  that  one  thougfat 
of  Narci8S^lk*s  bejng  the  peta^n  belpT«d,  aii4  th^ 
lover  tQb? 

Cunctaq\ie  iftiratiif*  ą/^fbć»  eat  ttur«hilia  qpae.. 

-;<^ui  probat,  ipse  pi^atur. 

Dumąue  petit  petitur,  pariterqne  inOenditet|tfd«C| 

Atque  oculos  idem,  qut  decipit,  injSitat  e^rror. 

Perąue  ocułoa  peiitipae  suos — 

Uror  amore  mei,  flammas  moveo<jyiie  i^roqj|e,  &c* 

Q«t ««  «annot  m^t  witlT  A  better  inataiictt  of  thtf 
eztravaganee  and  wantonneaa  of  Chrid^a  fiuicy,tbai| 
in  that  particnlar  circomstanee  at  the  end  of  the 
story,  of  Nardsaas^tf  gasing  on  hia  face  after  deatlf 
in  the  Stygian  wąterf.  ^he  deaign  waf  t^  bold» 
of  makinga  boy  fól  in  lorę  with  himaelf  here  oą- 
Earth ;  but  to  torturę  bim  i^tfarthe  aame  passioii' 
after  death,  and  not  to  let  hia  ghoat  reat  in  qfWtf 
Was  intolerably  cruel  and  uncharitable* 

P.  557.  col.  9. 1.  lo:  ftut  whilat  withiń,  ftc.]* 
"  Dariique  sitim  ąedare  cupit,  aitia  altera  credt.*' 
We  haTe  beje  a  touch  of  tbat  mized  wit  I  bave  be« 
fore  apoken  of ;  but  I  think  the  meaaure  of  pun  iijr 
it  ontweigha  tbfi  tme  wit;  ioc  if  we  espnMa  thtt 
thought  inotbe^  worda  the  tatm  b  almoat  loat. 
Tbis  passage  of  Narcissus  probably  gave  Miltoą 
the  hintof  applying  it  to  Pve,  though  t  think  ber 
surprise,  at  the  aigbt  of  ber  oim  lace  in  the  water^ 
far  morę  just  and  natiiral  than  this  of  Narcissu^. 
$he  was  a  raw  uniezperieneed  b^ingi  jUst  created, 
and  therefore  might  easiły  be  aubjeet  to  the  dęta* 
Sion ;  but  ^arciaan^  had  bec^  in  the  worl^  aiyteeir 
years,  w^ls  brother  a^d  aon  to  tiio  waŁer^Aympha,, 
and  therefore  to  be  supposed  con^erpąnt  ifiti^ 
foontaina  long  before  thia  fotal  mistake. 

ibid.  1. 4t><  Yoi\  trees,  aays  be,  &c.]'  O^id  is 
fery  justly  celebrated  for  Che  paasioaate  speeche^, 
of  his  poem.  They  have  generaHy  abundance  of 
naturę  in  them,  bat  I  leave  it  to  better  judgmentf 
to  oonaider  whipther  they  are  not*  ofttok  too  witty 
and  too  tedioua.  Tbe  poet  never  cirea  fbr  smo^ 
thering  a  good<honghtthat  comes  in  hjs  way,  andf 
herer  thipks  he  ctedntw  teata  eriou|h  ffóm  hif 
reader:  ]>y  which  means  our  grief  ia  either  direrted 
or  «peqt  before  we  cooic  to  his  condujóon  ;  fbf  wja 
cannot  tft  the  saąie  ttme  be  delighted  wtth  the  pit 
of  the  aoct^  and-  condemed  for  lEhe  person  that 
apeaktit;  and  a  ^reatcritic  ha!)  adoiirabty  weir 
obser^ed,  Lamentatione^  debent  esse  breirea  et 
concise,  aantMacryma  subifó  excre8cit,  et  dif- 
ficUe  eatanditorem  vel  lectorem  in  summo  anim'i' 
affectu  din  tenere.  Would  any  one  in  Narctsaua's 
conditton  have  cried  out**'— *1nopem  me  copia 
fecit?    0|r  jBan  ąny  thi^  be  mors oimatural  than 


5d» 

tó  tum  off  from  bis  torroirt  for  tbe  sake  of  a  t>r<:tty 
rrflection? 

'  O  utinaiii  oostro  seoadere  corpore  poasem! 
Yotum  in  attiante  noirum ;  vellein,  qaod  amamns* 


Kone,  I  suppoM,  can  be  mach  grieved  for  one  that 
18  fx>  witty  on  his  own  afflictions.  But  I  Łbink  we 
may  every  wbere  obserre  in  Ovid,  tbat  be  em- 
ploys  his  inveDtioD  morę  than  his  jadgrneat;  and 
si>eaks  all  the  ingenłous  thinsTs  that  can  be  said  on 
tbe  btibject^  rather  than  tbose  irhicb  are  particu- 
larly  proper  to  tbe  person  and  circumstances  of 
tbe  speaker.  \ 

FABŁB  vn. 

P.558.co1.2.1. 13.  WhenPentbeusthos]  There 
is  a  rreat  deal  nf  spirit  and  flre  in  this  speech  of 
Pentheos,  but  I  believe  nonę  besides  Ovid  irould 
have  tboMjpht  of  tlie  tsBoaformation  of  tbe  serpenfs 
teeth  for  aa  incitement  to  the  Thebans*  courage, 
^en  be  desires  them  BOt  to  de^enerate  from  their 
great  forefatber  the  dragon,  and  draws  a  parallel 
betwecii  the  behaviour  of  tbe(p  both. 

Ente,  precor,  memores,  qua  sitis  stirpe  rreati, 
IIiioaqua.aminos»  quiiaultos>perdidit  unns, 
Sumite  serpentis:  pro  fontihus  ille,  IacuqiM 
Inteńit,  at  vo8  pix>  fiuna  vincite  vestra. 
Dle  dedit  letho  fortps»  tos  pellite  molles, 
£t  patriaiD  revocate  decus. 

FABŁB  VI n« 

'  The  story  of  Accetes  has  abimdance  of  naturę 
in  all  the  parts  of  it,  as  wetl  in  tlie  descrtptłon  of 
}ii%  own  parentage  and  employment,  as  in  that  of 
the  sailors'  characters  and  manners.  Bnt  the  sbort 
•p^fchet  scattered  np  and  down  in  it,  which  make 
the  Latin  very  natura),  cannot  appear  so  well  in 
our  langtiafce,  wbich  is  much  morę  stubbom  and 
unpiiant;  and  therefore  are  bot  as  somar^  rubs 
ia  tbe  story,  that  are  atill  turning  the  narration 
out  of  its  proper  course.  The  transformation  at 
tbe  latter  end  is^ironderfully  beauttful. 

FABŁB  IX. 

•  Oyid  bas  two  very  good  similes  on  Penthens, 
wbere  be  compares  him  to  a  rii^er  in  a  fbrmer 
alory^  and  to  a  war>borse  in  the  present. 


.   AłT  ESFtJY  ON  riUGirS  GEORGICS. 

Vfiioii;,  may  be  reckoned  the  first  who  intro- 
łtnced  three  new  kinds  of  poetry  among  tbe  Ro* 
fnan.v  which  be  copied  after  three  of  the  greatest 
masters  of  Greere:  Theocritos  and  Homer  hare 
still  dispnted  for  tbe  adsantage  over  him  in  pas< 
toral  and  heroics,  but  I  think  all  are  nnaniinous 
in  giving  him  the  precedence  to  Hesiod  in  his 
deorpcs.  The  truth  of  it  is,  the  śweetness  and 
rusticity  of  a  pastora!  cannot  be  so  well  espressed 
In  any  otber  toogne  as  in  tbe  Greek,  when  righUy 
mixed  and  qualified  with  the  Doric  dialect ;  nor 
^n  tbe  majest3r  of  an  heroic  poem  any  wbere 
•ppear  so  well  as  in  this  langnage,  whirh  bas  a  na- 
ttiral  greatness  in  it,  and  can  be  often  rendered 
BBore  deep  and  sonorous  by  the  pronunciation  of 
Ł^  lAoians.    But  in  tbe  middle  style,  where  tbe 


addison. 

wfitcrs  in  both  tongues  are  oo  a  lere!^  we  iee  fe# 
far  Virgtl  has  excelled  all  who  hAve  written  lo  tbć 
same  way  with  him. 

There  has  been  abundance  of  criticism  spent  <m 
Virgil's  Pastorals  and^neids;  but  the  Georgie* 
are  a  snbject  which  nonę  of  tbe  critics  hare  soffl* 
ciently  taken  ii^to  their  consideration^  most  of 
tbem  passing  it  over  in  si1ence,ór  casting  it  under 
the  same  head  with  pastora);  a  division  by  no 
means  proper,  uniess  we  suppose  the  style  of  H 
husbandman  ought  to  be  imitated  iu  a  geoiigic,  as 
that  of  a  shepherd  is  in  a  pastorał.  But  tboogh 
the  scenę  of  both  thesepoems  liesiń  the  sanie  pl9t'e, 
the  speakers  in  them  are  of  quite  a  diflerent  cha- 
racter,  sińce  the  precepts  of  hnsbandry  are  not  to 
be  deiivered  with  the  simpHcity  of  a  plooehman, 
but  #łtb  tbe  address  of  a  poet.  No  mles  thrreforp, 
that  relate  ta  pastorały  can* any  way  ailect  the 
Georgics,  since  they  fali  under  that  cfcss-  óf 
poetry,  which  consi^ts  in  giving  pfain  ind  drreef 
instructions  to  the  reader;  wliether  the^^bemóral 
duties,  as  thoJ»e  of  Theogiils  and  Pythagofas;  oi 
philosopbical  sprcniations,  an  those  of  Aratifs  aod 
Locretius;  oc  rules  of  practice^  as  those  of  Hesiod 
and  Yirgil.  Among  these  different  kind  of  soh* 
jects,  tbat  wbich  the  Oeorgtcs  goopoii  is,'l  thinfiTy 
the  meanest  and.least  improviug*  bni  the  mort' 
pieasiBg  and  deKgbtfuU  Preceptg  of  raorality,  be^' 
sides  the  natural  cormption  of  our  tempera,  wbich 
makes  us  aterse  to  them,  are  so  abśtracted  from 
ideaii  of  sense,  tbat  they  seldom  give  an  opporv 
tunity  for  tbose  beiiatiful  deacriptions  smd  iinagps 
whicb  are  the  spirit  and  life  of  poetry.  Natciral 
philosophy  bas  iudeed  aensibl^  obje^ts  to  woilc 
upon ;  kmt  then  it  often  pii^zles  tbe  reader  .wrtli 
the  intricacy  of  its  notions,'and  perplesces  hJm 
with  the  multitude  of  itsdtsputes.  But  this  kind 
of  poetry  I  am  now  speaking  of,  addresses  it«e!f 
whoHy  tjo  the  ima?ination:  it  is  altogether  con- 
versant  among  the  flelds  and  wóods,  and  has  th^ 
most  delightfuł  part  of  naturę  fot  its  province.  U 
raises  in  our  minds  $t  pleasing  Taniej  of  scenes 
and  laadscapes,  wbitst  it  teaches  us;  and  males 
the  dryest  of  its  precepts  took  like  a  description^ 
**  A  georgic  therefore  is  some  part  *.of  the  science 
of  husbandry  put  into  a  pleasing  drless,  and  set  off 
with  all  the  b^auties  and  embeTlishments  of 
poetry*'*  Now  since  this  science  of  husbandry  (9 
of  a  very  large  ext(  nt,  the  poct  shows  his  skill  łn 
sine  ling  out  such  precepts  to  proceed  on  as  are 
iisefiil,  and  at  the  same  time  most  capable  of  oma* 
ment.  Virgil  was  so  well  ac^uaińled  with  this 
secret,  tbat  to  set  off  his  first  Georgic,  he  halt  nAt 
into  a  set  of  precept«,  \frh\o{\  are  al  most  fbreigin  ttf 
his  subiect,  in  that  beautifut  account  he  gives  uś 
of  th^  sigDS  in  naturę,  which  precede  the  changes 
oftbe  weather. 

And  ff  there  be  so  much  arf  in  the  choler  of  fit 
precepts,  thei^  is  much  morę  reqmre<t  in  the  treat- 
ing  of  them;  that  they  may  fali  in  after  each 
otber  by  a  natural  uuforccd  mt^thod,  atod  show 
them«:elves  in  the  best  ańd  most  8^vantii^cous 
l'ght.  They  should  all  be  so  fincly  wroo^Kt  to- 
getłłer  in  the  same  piece,  that  nocoałite  seain  may  ' 
di»covt*r  where  thry  join;  a?  in  a  curiou*  b^rdedT 
needlework,  one  colour  falls  away  by  sucb  jnst  " 
degrees,  and  another  rises  so  insensibly,  that  we 
see  the  variety,  wkhont  being  Abłe  to  diStiaeułsh 
'  the  tdtal  ▼aiiistliing  of  the  one  from  the  fifst  appear- 
aooaof  tłKtother.    Nor  is  it  suiScieat  to  raagi^ 
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ud  dispoce  Łhis  body  of  preoepti  into  a  elear  and 
asy  methodt  unless  they  are  delW^red  to  us  in 
he  ńiost  płeaslng  and  agreeable  manner;  for 
here  are  8everal  ways  of  conv«ying  Łhe  same 
mth  to  tbe  mind  of  niao;  and  to  choose  tłie 
»le«$ante9t  of  thete  ways,  is  tbat  which  cbiofly  di- 
Łiognishes  poetry  from  prose,  and  makes  Virgirs 
oles  of  husbandry  pleasanter  to  read  tban  VarrD*8. 
Vherc  the  prose  wrtter  telts  us  plainly  what  óught 
9  be  done,  tbe  poet  ofteo  conceals  tbe  precept  in 
descripiioOf  and  rrpresents  bis  countryman  per* 
>nniBg  tbe  action  in  wbicb  he  would  iiistruct  his 
eader.  Where  the  one  sets  out,  as  fully  and 
istinctly  as  he  can,  all  tbe  parts  of  the  tratb, 
rbich  \}fi  woiild  communicate  to  ns;  tbe  other 
tngles  o»t  the  most  pleasing  circomstance  o(  this 
rathy  and  so  con^eys  the  wbole  in  a  morę  divert^ 
sg  manner  to  the  understandini^.  I  «ha(l  g>ve  one 
astance  out  of  a  multitade  of  this  natnre  tbat 
A>gbt  be  fbnnd  in  the  Oeorgics,  whcre  tbe  reader 
ąay  see  the  different  ways  Yirgil  has  taken  to 
^presś  the  same  tbing,  and  how  much  pleasanter 
▼ery  manner  d  ezpression  isj  than  tbe  plain  and 
iirect  racnftion  of  it  wonid  bate  been.  It  is  in  the 
econd  Georgie,  where  be  tetis  us  what  trees  will 
»ear  grafting  on  eacb  other. 

SŁ  atepe  alteriua  ramos  impune  ridemas 

^ertere  in  alterias,  niutatemque  insita  mak 

^erre  pyrom,  et  prunis  tapidosa  nibescere  comak 

^^-^^tertfes  płatani  maloa  gessere  valentes, 

Taataneee  fftgns,  omu8que  incanuit  albo 

fore  pyri:  glandemqoe  iues  fregere  sab  ulmis« 

*-«^  ?^  longum  tempus:  et  ingens 

tx\H  ad  cffilum  ramis  i^icibns  arbos; 

iff  iraturąue  no¥aft  frondes  et  non  aua  poma. 

Herę  we  see  tbe  poet  considered  all  tbe  eflRects 
if  this  union  between  trees  of  different  kinds,  and 
óok  notice  of  that  effect  which  had  the  most  sur- 
»ri5e,  and  by  consequence  tbe  most  delight  in  it, 
Q  express  tbe  capacity  tbat  was  in  tbem  of  being 
bns  united.  Tbis  way  of  writing  is  erery  where 
micb  in  use  among  the  poets,  and  is  particularly 
>racti8ed  by  Yitgił,  who  Ioves  to  suggest  a  truth 
ridirectly,  and,  witboot  giving  ns  a  fuli  and  open 
iew  of  it^  to  letus  see  just  so  much  as  will  na- 
umlly  lead  tbe  imagination  into  all  the  parts  tbat 
ie  conceatcd.  This  is  wonderfully  diverting  to 
be  unders^ndiog,  thus  to  receive  a  precept,  that 
tnters  as  it  were  tbrougb  a  by-way,and  to  appre- 
iendan  idea  that  draws  a  wbole  train  after  it 
•'or  berę  tbe  mind,  which  is  always  deligbted  witb 
U  own  dtscoverles,  oniy  takes  tbe  bint  from  the 
»oet|  and  seems'  to  work  out  the  rest  by  tbe 
trcngth  of  ber  own  facnlties. 

But,  sincp  tbe  inculcating  precept  upon  precept 
rill  at  length  pro\'e  tiresome  to  tH«  reader,  if  be 
ppęts  witb  no  entartainment,  the  poet  ipust  take 
sare  not  to  encumber  bis  poem  with  .top  ,mucb 
uisiness;  but  sometimes  to  reiiere  tbe  subject 
i^itb  a  morał  reflectlon,  or  tet  it  rest  aw bile  for 
he  sake  Qf  a  pleasant  and  pertinent  digression. 
sar  16  it  suiBcient  to  run  out  into  beautiful  and 
liyerting  digrcssions  (as  it  is  generally  <bottght), 
mless  tbey  are  broujrht  In  aptljs  and  are  some- 
Ihing  of  a  piece  witb  the  main  desien  of  the 
;eorgic:  for  they  ougbt  to  bave  a  remote  alfiance 
itleast'tO.  the  subject,  that  so  tbe  wbole  poein 
nay  bę  .m^re  puifbrm  and  agreeaUie  in  all  its 
»aj^.    We  sbould  ne\er  auite  lose  sight  of  tbe 


country,  though  we  an*  sometimes  entertained 
with  a  distant  prospect  of  it.  Of  this  naturę  are 
YirgiPs  description  of  the  original  of  agriculture: 
of  the  firaitfbiness  of  Italy,  of  a  country  life,  and 
tbe  like;  which  are  not  brought  in,  by  ibrce,  but 
natui-ally  rise  out  of  tbe  principal  argiuaent  and 
design  bf  thepoem.  I  know  no  one  digression  i n  tbe 
Georgics  tbat  may  seem  to  contradlct  this  obser- 
vation,  besides  tbat  In  the  lattef  end  of  the  first 
book,  where  the  poet  launrhes  oul!  into  a  discourSe 
of  the  battle  of  Pbarsalia,  and  the  actioos  of 
Augustus:  but  it  is  wortb  while  to  consider  bo# 
admirably  be  bas  tumed  the  course  of  his  narra* 
tion  into  its  proper  channc!,  and  madę  his  bus^ 
bandman  łM>nc6med  even  in  What '  relates  to  tbe 
battle,  in  thośe  inimitable  lines : 

Scilicet  et  tempns  yenietscom  finibas  illis 
Agricola  incurvo  terram  inolitus  aratio,  • 
£ze8a  inyeniet  scabra  rnbigina  pila : 
Aut  graviUus  rastrit  galeas. pukabit  inanes, 
Orandiaqua  effustis  mirabiturossa  aepalcbris.     i 

And  afterwards^  speaking  of  'ATigilstus*s  actiontf, 
he  stiłl  remembers  that  agńcoHure  ougbt  to  ba 
some  way  hinted  at  tbroughout  the  >irbole  poem. 

—•Non  ullus  aratro 
Dignus  bonos;  squałent  abduotis  arva  colonisc   ' 
Et  curTsa  rigidum  falces  coD6auŁur  in  entem. 

We  now  come  to  a  style  which  is  proper  to  a 
georgic;  and  indeed  this  is  the  part  on  wbićh 
the  poet  must  lay  out  all  his  strengtH,  that  his 
words  may  be  warm  and  glowing,  and  tiiat  avery 
thing  he  describes  may  immediately  present  itself, 
and  rise  up  to  the  reader^s  view.  ■  fle  óught  id 
particular  to  be  carefut  of  not  lettiogbis  subjeet 
debase  bis  style,  and  betray  him  tuto  a  m^nncsi 
of  expre89ion;  but  every  \i4łere'to  -keep'up  hiś 
▼erse  in  all  the  pomp  of  numbc^,  and  dignity  eł 
words. 

I  tbink  notbing  which  is  a  phrase  of  Mylng  iii  ' 
common*  talk  shoold  be  admitted  into  «  seriou^ 
poem:  becaose  i t takes  off  firomtbe  solemnlty  of 
tbe  expres8ion,  and  gives  it  too  great  a  tom  bf  h^ 
miliarity :  much  less  ougbt  Che  Ryw  phiUses  and 
tcrms  of  art,  that  are  adaptod  to  husbandry,  ba^e 
any  place  in  such  a  work  as  tbe  georgic,  which  is 
flot  to  nppear  in  the  natura! shnpflcity  and  nak^d'- 
ness  of  its  ftubject,  but  in  the  pleasadteat  dress  that 
poetry  can  bestow  on  it.  *  Thns  Yiflfi\,  txy  deihrtft 
fromihe  common  form  of  words,  wooM  not  makA 
ose  of  tempore  but  syć€rv  Ui  bis  first  rerse;  and 
every  where  elle  abounds  with  metapbors,  gra> 
cisras,  «nd  clteciinlocudonB,  to  ^ive .  hia  keń€  tbe 
greater  pomp,  and  preserye  it  from  sinking  io^  a 
plebeian  style.  And  bereiu  cosaists  yrrgiPsmastef'- 
piece,  who  bas.4iot  only  CKcelled  all  otbęr  V^\h 
but  e\'en  bimself^  in  tbe  lauguage.of  his  Georgics; 
where  we  receive  morę  strong  and  lLvely  ideas  o/ 
tbings  from  his  words,  than  we  could  bave  dana 
firom  tbe  otjects  themselic.^:  and  ńnd  our  ima- 
ęinatiońs  morę  affected  by  his  descriptions,  tfiąu 
they  would  bave  been  )^^  the  yei^  sight ^of  .what 

^  be  describes.  .  ./,         ,^, 

I  sball  now,  aiier  this  short  $qbeme.  6f  ralea* 
consider  the  different.  succei^  tb^  Hesiqd  ąnd 
Yirgil  bave  met  wUb  in  tbit  kind  of  poetiy,  wjbifb 
may  gire  us  someTurtber  ootión  of  tbe  eyceltei^ca 
of  tbe  Greoi^gtcs.  To  J^egio  with  tiesiod;  if  wm 
may  guess  at  his  6bai:acte|r  from  biś  wiitinsPfbe 
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bad  pncfc  mote  oi  tbe  btubradnan  tiiui  tto  poet 
|b  his  temper:  he  was  wonderfbnj  fmra,disereet, 
and  frugaly  he  lired  altogetber  in  tbe  comitry,  and 
was  probably  for  his  frreat  pradeoce  tbe  oracie  of 
the  whole  neigbboartaood,  Tbese  princtples  of 
^ood-  husbandiy  lan  throogfa  his  wodKS,  and  di- 
rected  him  ^  the  choioe  of  tillage  and  merchan- 
dise,  for  the  sohjeot  of  that  whicb  is  tbe  inoet  oe- 
lebrated  of  them.  He  is  e^eiy  wheie  bent  on  in- 
atructiony  avoida  all  manoer  of  digrasions^  and 
does-  not  stir4ittt  of  the  Aeld  onoe  in  tlie  whole 
f  eorgło.  His  metbod  m  describiDg  mooth  after 
BiODth,  with  its  proper  seaiona  and  employments,. 
u  too  gnre  and  aimple;  it  tahes  off  from  the  sur- 
prise  and  Tariety  «>f  tbe  potem,  and  jnakes  the 
whole  look  but  Uke  a  modern  almanar  in  Terse. 
The  reader  is  carried  threagh  roourse  of  weather ; 
and  may  beforehaod  gnesa  wbeCher  he  is  to  meet 
with  inewor  min,  doiids  orsanshińeyiathe neict 
description.  His  deaeriptions  indeed  bave  abun- 
daoce.  of  Batura  in  them,  bat  then  it  is  naturę  in 
ller  YimpHdty  and  undreas.  Thaa  when  he  speaks 
•f  January,  "  Tbe  wiłd  beasta»>'  says  h«»  ^tan 
ahiyering  through  tbe  woods  with  their  heads 
•tooping  to  tbe  gnmnd,  and  their  taili  ołapt  be- 
tweeo  their  legs^;  tbe  goats  and  oxcd  are  almost 
flead  with  cold;  bat  it  is  not  so  bod  with  tbe  sheep, 
betranse  they  haTe  a  thick  coat  of  wool  aboot 
them.  Tbe  old  men  tdo  are  bitterly  piached  with 
|he  weather;  l>ut  tbe  yonng  girls  feel  notbing  of 
jH:,  wbo  sit  at  booie  with  their  motbera  by  a  warm 
^re-side.**  Tbua  does  the  old '  gantieraan  gire 
Jiimaelf  np  to  a  loaie  kiod  of  tattte^ralber  tban 
endeaTour  after  a  jost  poetitet  1  deseription.  Nor 
\mM  be  sbowB  morę  of  art  or  judgment  in  the  pre- 
oepts  h^  bas  giTen  ni;  whicb  ara  aown  so  Tery 
^icki  ^*t  they'  eiog  the  poem  too  mncb,  and  are 
•ftea-  so  minutę  ^and  faU  of  ciiaomstanoes,  that 
the^F  wcataaa  and  mmerte  his  fesse.  Bot,  afier 
all,  lae  are  behoiden  to  him  for  the  first  rough 
•ketcb  af  agaergic:  wbete  we  m%y  slill  discorer 
aomethiag  vaaenAile  in  the  antiqueae8i  ef  the 
^ork;  bot  if  we  woaM  see  the  design  eniarged, 
jtbe  figofaa  refonned,  the  colouring  Wid  on,  and 
Jkbe  wbole  piece  finlibed,  we. most  expect  it  from 
^  greater  master'i  haad. 

i    Viigil  bas  drawB  oat  tha  rulas  of  tłHage  and 

planting  into  two  bo<te  whicb  Uesiod  bas  dia- 

yatched  in  half  a  one ;  bajt  has  so  raiied  the  natn- 

«ał  rudenesi  and  simplictty  of  his  iuligect,  with 

auch  a  iignificancy  of  eicpressian,  auch  a  pomp  of 

'^arse,  nich  ^ariety  of  tranaitions^  and  mich  a  aolenm 

air  In  his  reflectioaii,  that,  if  we  look  on  both  paets 

tbgetber,  we  see  in  one  tbe  plainnass  of  a  down- 

rightcoaatiyman$  and  ia  the  other,someihingof 

rustic  majasty,  like  thal  of  a  Roman  dictator  at 

,the  plaugb-tail.    Ne  delirers  tha  meaueat  of  bis 

'precepti  with  a  kind  of  giandenr;  be  breaks  the 

alods  and  tossei  t^  dang  aboat  with  an  air  of 

gTaceii}lnesi.   Hii  prognosticationi  of  the  weather 

.  are  taken  ont  of  Aiatus,  where  we  may  lee  bow 

judiciowly  ba  has  picked^a^^tbose  that  are  most 

proper  far  his  hasbattdman>  obserratioii}  bow  he 

bas  enforced  the  espressioo,  and  beif^lenad  the 

knagei  whicb  he  fbuiid  in  the  oHgiaal. 

The-  seoond  book  bas  morę  wit  ia  U,  aad  a 
greater  baldness  in  its  metaphors,  thanany  of  tbe 
rest.  The  poet,  with  great  beauty,  applies  obli- 
▼ion,  ignoranoe,  wonder«  desira,  and  the  like,  to 
kis  tiaif.    The  Ust  Gupi^iia  baa  iodeed  at  maay 


me|apbof%  bat  Mt  aoteinf  ardriii 

thonghts  and  pamiom  may  be  mave 

aaeribed  to  a  bee,  than  to  an  inańB 

He  wbo  readi  orer  tbe  pteaswea  af  a 

Ufo,  as  they  aia  deacribad  by  Viiitl  in  the  latteą 

end  «f  tbis  book,  oaii  scaroe  ba  of  Yirgil^a  ańad 

in  pieferring  even  the  lila  of  a  phUaaopher  to  it. 

We  may,  r  tbiak^  read  tbe  poetfa  cliiaf  ia  bit 
description,for  he  seems  ta  baaa  baea  ia  ai 
at  tha  writing  of  it: 


■apccsaated  i* 


quis  me  getidis  sab  montibos  Themi 
Sistat,  et  ingenti  rarooram  prategą^  nmbra! 

and  i 8  erery  where  mentioning,  aaMag  bis 

pleaaarasy  tbe  coolaesi  of  hia 

vales  and  grottoes,  wblch  a 

wouM  hare  omitted  far  the  deaeriptioa  of  a 

bill,  and  flre-side. 

The  third  Georgie  aeema  to  ba  tha 
boured  of  them  all;  tbene  is  a  woadai 
and  spint  in  the  deseription  of  tha  horse  and 
riot-race.  The  force  of  love  is 
noble  iostances,  and  Tery  sablioia 
The  Scythian  winter-pieoe  appeart  sa  ^ery  oold 
and  blcak  to  the  eye,  that  a  man  can  acarce  look 
on  it  withouŁ  8hiveriog.  The  murrain  at  the  end 
has  all  tbe  expre«6iveDe8S  that  words  can  gire.  H 
was  berę  that  the  poet  strained  bard  to  ootdo 
Lucretins  in  the  descriptioii  ofhis  płagae;  aad  if 
the  reader  woald  see  what  aacoass  he  had,,  lie  may 
find  it  at  large  in  Scafign'. 

But  Virgif  seems  no  where  sa  w«D  pitaaed,  aa 
when  be  is  got  among  his  bees  in  the  fburth 
Georgie :  and  ennobles  the  actions  of  ao  trMal  a 
creature,  with  metaphors  drawn  from  tha  most  ioa- 
porta  al  concerns  of  maakind.  Hia  renes  areaot 
ta  a  greater  notse  and  harry  in  Uie  battles  oT 
.fiheas  and  Tamus,  tban  in  the  engagement  af 
two  swarms.  Aad  aa  in  hii  Aiels  he  eoasparea 
the  lahoan  of  his  Troyaaa  to  thoaa  9i  baea  aad 
piimires,  berę  ba  comparea  the  taboim  of  tba 
bees  to  thoae  of  tbe  Cyelops.  to  short,  tbe  laat 
iSeorgic  waaa  good  prehide  lo  tba  JEoeiB;  awtf- 
very  weli  showed  what  tbe  poet  cnuWI  do  in  tba 
deseription  of  what  was  really  great,  by  his  da» 
seribing  tbe  moek-<grandear  of  aa  inaect  with  aa 
good  a  gsaoe.  Thoe  as  nM>fa  pleaaantnesa  ia  tbe 
tiitle  platform  of  a  garden,  wliich  bo  givea  aa 
abouŁ  the  middle  of  thia  book,  tban-  in  ail  tba 
spaciooa  walks  and  water-warka  af  Rapia.  Tba 
speech  of  Proteus  at  the  end  can  ae^er  be  enoogb 
admired,  and  waa  indoad  Tery  lit  to-oondade  aa^ 
dirine  a  work. 

After  tbiaparticular  arooaat  nf  tbe  baantiea  ia 
the  Georgicsy  1  shouM  in-  the  next  place  andea* 
▼our  to  point  out  its  impeiiectiont,  if  it  bas  any. 
But  thoogb  1  think  there  are  iome  frw  parta  ia  it 
that  are  not  so  beautifol  as  tba  reat,  I  abail  aot 
presume  to  name  them ;  as  ratber  aa«peeting  my 
owo  judgmenCi  than  I  can  beliewa  a  foinlt  to  be  ia 
that  poem»  abicb  lay  so  lottg'andar  YirglPa  oor^ 
rection,  and  had  his  last  band  pat  ta  it»  Tha  firSt 
Georgie  was  probably  bariasqoed  ia  the  author^ 
life-time;  fol  we  atill  flad  in  tbesrbołiasta  avene 
tbatridicules  partof  a  Ihietranalated  from  Heaio^ 
«  Nmlua  arat  terę  nuda8**««-and  we  may  aasily 
guess  at  the  judgment  of  tbis  estraordiaary  critio^ 
whoever  he  «  aa, from  his  censariag  tbis  particalar 
precept.  We  may  be  surę  rirgil  wuuld  not  bava 
.  tramlaled  it  fkom  Ktsiod^had  ha  aot  dnonanąi^ 


TO  sm  GODfwr  KNiKLuat  motjoams. 


MM  beraCy  l»  U|  and  Widatd  llM  bemiftsr  €if  j»  ii  I 
4wt  l^re  bdbm  obwrve4  to  b«  lreqaettlły  net  I 
'ith  in  ViivU»  the  delireriof  Um  |MQ«p|  lo  i^* 
iiactly,  Aii4>iBgliag  oat  tlM  pwrtic«for  cireun^ 
tenoe  of  Mnriog  and  ploughing  naieed,  to  toggeft 
» «•  tliat  tbeseemployoiMiU  ort  propor  only  ki 
Ile  hot  Mwm  of  Ibo  y«Br. 
I  •holi  not  berecon^MTOtbe  stylo  of  tbe  Geor^cs 
ritk  4hat  of  Uwmtiiu,  which  tbe  i«ader  Hwy  tee 
hemdy  done  io  the  pfefiMse  to  the  Mcond  Tołofte 
f  Miaedlaoy  yo&m ' ;  but  sbałl  conclude  thts 
oem  to  be  the  most  complete,  elaborate,  and 
hiished  piece  of  ą]laatiquity.  The  JEineia  indeed 
I  of  a  nobier  kind,  bat  the  <7eor|pc  is  morę  per- 
>ct  iii  łts  kind.  The  iEaeia  haa  a  gieater  rariety 
f  bńatiet  in-  it,  but  tfaose  of  the  Oeor^ic  are  morę 
IBO^iaito.  In  abort,tbttOcorKie  hasali  the  per- 
BCtioo  thai  oan  be  expccted  in  a  poem  written  by 
be  p^eatest  poet  in  tbo  flower  of  his  age,  when 
■a  inwntir  iwatready,  his  imagination  warm,  bis 
■dgnient  ■  ttied»  and  aH  his  &cultiei  in  their  fuli 
ifonr  and  iaaturity. 


MISCELLANEOUS  P0EM3: 

TO  SIR  GOBFRRY  KNELLER,  ON  HIS 
PiCTCRE  OF  THE  KING. 

Kkkłłer,  with  Słlence  and  snrprtaa 
We.  ae«  Britapnia^s  mooarch  risc» 
A  godltke  form*  by  thee  display^d 
In  all  the  lorce  of  light  and  shade; 
And,  aw*d  by  thy  delusire  hand. 
Aa  in  the  presence-cbamber  stand, 

The  magie  of  thy  artcalls  forth 
Hia  aecret  aoul  and  hidden  worth^ 
His  probity  and  mlldaesa  thoin, 
Hia  care  of  ftiends,  and  icorn  of  foef  t 
IncFery  siruke,  In  every  iine, 
I>oe8  sonie  esalted  Tirtue  Khine, 
And  Ałbiottli  happiness  we  tracę 
Tbrongh  ailthe  featurea  of  his  face. 

O  may  Ilire to hail  the  day» 
When  the  glad  nation  ehall  swvey 
Thetr  sovereign,  throagh  hit  «ide  eomiDand> 
Fassing  in  progress  o'er  the  tand ! 
£ach*heart  shall  bend,  and  every  Toice 
In  loa<f  applanding  shonts  r^oice, 
yrbilst  all  his  gracious  aspect  praite. 
And  croWds  grow  lojral  as  they  gazę. 

The  image  on  the  medal  plac'd, 
With  iU  brigiit  round  of  titles  gnic*d, 
^ttd  stampt  on  British  coins  shall  liTCy 
7o  rieheat  ores  the  value  gi^e^ 
Or»,irro«ght  within  the  cnrioos  mold^ 
8hap«  and  adom  the  mnning  goUU 
To  bear  this  form,  the  gental  Sun- 
Has  daiiy  sińce  his  oourse  begon: 
|{ejoic'd  the  ineial  tu  reftne, 
Andripen*d  the  |i^ruvian  minę. 

Tboo,  Knelier,  iong  with  noble  piido, 
The  foremost  ef  thy  art»  hast  vy*d 
With  naturę  in  a  generous  strifey 
And  touchM  the  eauras  into  iife. 

Thy  pencil  has,  by  monarchs  aought; 
Ff^om  reign  to  rcigu  in  ermine  wrought» 

łThecoUtction  publithodby  Ife.  Drydtt. 
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And,  in  the  fobea  iif  itate  wriąy^d^ 
The  kmgs  of  half  an  age  display^d. 

Herę  swartby  Charles  appears,  and  tbero 
His  brother  with  dejected  air: 
Trinmphant  Nassab  here  ve  6od» 
And  iritfa  him  brąghi  Xftuia  join*d; 
Tbere  Anna,  great  as  when  she  sent 
Her  armies  tbrongh  tha  coutineot, 
Ere  yet  ber  bero  wai.disgn^*d: 
O-  may  fam*d  Brunswick  be  the  last, 
(Thongh  HeaT^  i^Kmld-withBy.  wlA  agraai^ 
And  lofiĄ^  pi«aerve  thy  ait  in  Ibaa) 
The  lastfthe  happiest  British  king, 
Wbom  thon  shalt  paint^  or  1  shaU  siog! 
'  Wise  Pbidiaa  thus,  his  skilł  to  prow, 
Through  many  a  god  ndTaao*d  to  Toreyr 
4od  tangbt  the poiiab^rooks  to  thinn 
With  airs  and  lineaBents^hane; 
Tin  Oreeoe,  amaz»d,  and  hcif-<afraid» 
Th'  anemUed  deiticaaurvey*dx. 

Great  Pan,  who  woni  to  ohaae  the  fiuT, 
And  IoT*dtbe  spreading  o^Waatho9»). 
Ołd  Saturn  too  with  npeasleyei 
Behekl  his  abditfated  sidea;. 
And  migbty  Mara,  for  war  mnosrn^dy 
In^idnmantine  armonr  fRNrn'd; 
By  him  the  afaildless  goddeas  rosę, 
Minenra,  studihna  to  eompeae 
Hep  twisted  tfareadt;  the  web  śhe  strang^ 
,  A nd  a'er  a  loom  of  marble  hnng:    - 
Thetis,  the  tronbled  ecea«'a  queen, 
Mateh'd with  a  moftaly^neautwaa aeen* 
Reclinittg  on  a  funerał  nm» 
Her  sh9rt-ltv'd  darting  son  ta  aeum* 
Tlie  last  was  ba,  whose  tfaonder  ateif 
The  Titan-race,  a  rebel  craw» 
That  from  a  hundr«d  hills  aUy^ 
In  impiona  leagnea  thetr  king  deiydu 
.    This  wonder  of  the  sculptor^a  band 
Prodnc'd,  his  art  waa  at »  stand « 
For  who  woołd  bope  new  farne  to  lałaa^- 
Or  risk  his  well-esinbliah*d  praiae, 
That,  his  high  genius  to  appKwe, 
IJad  drawn  a  Georga,  or  cmct^ó^  Itfmf , 
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tO-tlCirB*gMjeDRA  AND^UPPOŁlTDlb 

BY  MR.  WIL|CS. 

LoNO  hai  a  net  of  beroes  fiUM  the  stage, 
Tbat  rant  by  notę,  and  through  the  gamut  ragę; 
In  songs  and  aira  exprasa  their  martwi  fira, 
CoTnbat  in  trills,  and  in  a  fugoe  expire: 
While,  hilPd  ł^  sound,  and  undiatod/d  by  ni^ 

',  Calm  and  aorene  you  tndotently  sit. 
Ant},  from  the  duli  £łtigue  of  thinking  f«aa> 
Hear  the  facetious  fiddle*s  repartee : 

.  Our  home-spun  auŁhon  must  forsake  the  field. 
And  Shakspeans  to  tjpi  soft  Scarlatti  yiekl. 

To  yoor  new  tasie  the  poet  of  this  day 
Waa  by  a  friend  advis*d  to  lorm  his  play,  ^ 

Had  Yalentini,  aMBsically  coy,  L>oy« 

Shunn*d  Ph«dra*s  arros,  aod  sc9rn*d  tbe  pro&r^d 
U  had  not  mov'd  your  wonder  to  baye  sdeo 
An  eunuch  fly  from  an  enamour'd  queen: 
How  would  it  pleas<>,  sbould  sbejn  English  tpeakt 
Andeoiild  Uipi^Utut  rig^Iy  t»<keak(         > 
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But  be,  a  stfanger  to  your  modith  miy, 
By  your  old  rufeji  niuat  stand  or  fali  to  day. 
And  bopes  you  wiU  your  foreigii  taste  comm^dy 
To  bear,  for  OBce,  with  what  you  understand. , 


PROLOGUE 

TO  8TBELE'9  TENDER  HUSBAND. 

lit  tbe  firsrt  rise  and  infiincy  of  farce, 

Wben  fools  were  many,  and  wben  plays  were 

scarce, 
Tbe  raw  unpractisM  autliors  coutd  with  ease 
A  jouug  and  unexperienc'd  audieoce  please : 
No  single  cbaracter  bad  e*er  been  shown. 
But  the  whole  berd  of  fops  was  alł  their  own; 
Ricb  m  originals,  tbey  set  to  ^iew* 
In  every  pieoe,  a  coacomb  tbat  was  new. 

But  now  our  Britisb  theatre  can  boatt 
Brolls  of  alł  kinds,  a  vast  untbtnking  bott ! 
Fruitlhl  of  folly  and  of  vice,  it  shows         [beat]x ; 
Cuckolds,  and  cits,  and  bawds,  and  pimps,  and 
Rougb  country  knigbtsare  fonnd  of  every  shire; 
Of  eyery  fssbton  gentłe  fops  appear ; 
And  punks  of  diflerent  cbarscters  we  meA, 
As  frequent  <^n  tbe  stage  as  tn  tbe  pit. 
Onr  modern  wits  are  forc*d  co  pick  and  cull. 
And  berę  and  tbere  by  chance  gican  up  a  fool: 
Long  ere  tbey  find  the  necessary  spark, 
Tbey  search  tbe  iown,  and  beat  about  tbe  park| 
To  all  bis  mo^t  freqaented  baunts  resort, 
Oft  dog  bim  to  the  ńng,  and  oft  to  court, 
As  love  of  pleasure  or  of  place  'invites; 
And  sometimes  catcb  bim  takiog  snuff  atWhite^s. 

Howe*cr,  to  do  you  rigbt,  tbe  present  age 
BreedsTery  bopeAil  monsters  for  tbe  stage; 
Tbat  scom  the  patbi  their  duM  forefiitbera  trod, 
Aml  won*t  be  Mookheads  in  tbe  oommon  road. 
Bo  but  surv<*y  tbjs  crowded  hoose  to  nigbt: 
-— Hei«'s  still  encouragement  for  tbose  tbat  wrtte. 

Our  autbor,  to  divert  his  firiends  to  day, 
Stocks  with  variety  of  fools  his  play; 
And  that  tbere  may  be  sometbing  gay  and  new, 
Two  ladies-errant  bas  expo»'d  to  Tiew; 
Tbe  first  a  damsel  traveird  in  romance; 
Tbe  other  morę  refin^d,  sbe  o^mes  from  France: 
Rescoe,  like  courteous  knights,  the  nymph  from 

danger. 
And  klndly  treat,  like  well-bred  men,  tbe  stranger. 


JUPILOGUE 

■ 

TO  ŁAnSDOWltE^S  BRITISR  ENCHANTERS. 

> 

Whem  Orpbeus  tunM  his  lyre  with  pleasiog  woc, 
Rivers  forgot  to  ran,  and  winds  to  blow, 
Wbile  listeiłing  foreits  coverM,  as  be  piay'd, 
Tbe  soft  musician  in  a  moving  shade. 
That  tbis  nighfs  strains  tbe  same  success  may  find, 
The  force  of  magie  is  to  musie  joiuM: 
Where  sounding  stringsand  artful  voicesfail, 
The  charming  rod  and  muttei>d  siietls  prerail. 
,J>t  soge  Uiganda  wavc  the  circting  wand 
On  barren  mountains,  or  a  woste  oif  satid; 
The  desert  smiłfs  ;  the  woods  hfgin  tu  grow, 
The  błix)s  to  warble,  and  the  sprinss  to  flow. 
Tbe  same  duli  sigbts  in  tbc  same  landscape  mixt, 
of  still  liffef.and  poiiits  for  ever  ftx'd. 


A  tedions  pleasure  on  tbe  mind  bestow,  " 

And  pall  the  sense  with  one  continaed  show! 
Bnt,  as  our  two  magićtans  try  their  skill, 
Tbe  vision  rariesy  tboogb  tbe  place  stańds  stall; 
Wbile  the  same  spot  its  gandy  form  ratiews, 
Sbifting  the  prospect  to  a  tboasaod  «i«vs. 
Tbus  (withodt  unity  of  place  transgrest) 
Tb'  enchanter  turns  tbe  critic  to  a  jest. 

Bnt  bowsoe^er^  to  please  your  wandering  ejres, 
Bright  objects  disappear  and  brighter  rise: 
There'^  nonę  can  make  amenda  for  loat  delight, 
Wbile  from  tbat  ctrcle  we  divert  yoiu:  sigtki. 
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Ay  ODE  FOR  ST.  CECIUA^  DAY. 

SBT  TO  MTSIC  BY  MR.  DAWIBŁ  PURCEŁU 
FORMBO  AT  OEFORO  1699- 

pREPARB  the  ballow*d  strain,  my  Masę, 
Thy  soHest  sounds  and  sweetest  nunabers 
The  bright  Cecilia's  praise  rehearse, 
In  warbling  words,  and  gliding  Tcrse, 
That  smootbiy  run  inCo  aso^g. 
And  gently  die  away,  and  melt  upon  the 


First  let  the  sprigbtly  Tiolin 

Tbe  joyful  melody  begHi* 

And  nonę  of  all  6er  rtringt  be  onrte ; 

Wbile  the  sharp  aomid  and  abrtller  lay 

In  sweet  harmonious  notes  deeay,  < 

Soflen*d  and  mellow*d  by  the  ^te. 
"  The  (lute  that  aweetly  can  compłalA, 
Dis8olv6  the  frozca  nympb*s  di^dain^ 
Panting  sympathy  impart,    * 
•fili  shfe  partake  ber  lovcr*s«mArt'l* 

CHORUB. 

./ 
Next,  let  the  solema  organ  joia 
Religious  airi,  ajid  stmios  diYia^  .       i   .  .     : 
Sucb  as.  may  lif^  os  to  tbo  skies^     . 
And  set  all  Heaven  before  oureyes; 
**  Sucb  as  may  lift  os  tothedgkB^ 
So  far  at  ieatttiU  thcy  v  ^ 

Desoend  witb  kind  snrprise» 
And  meei  our  pioaa  iMtiMtty  balC^ay.^A 

..< . 
Let  tben  the  trumpefs  piercmg  sovad 

Our  ravi8h'd  ears  with  pleasure  wound; 

Th^  soul  o*erpowering  with  deligbt^ 
As,  with  a  quick  uncommon  ray^ 
A  streak  of  ligbtning-cleacs  tba  day. 

And  flashes  on  tbe  sigrht. 
Let  Echo  too  perferm  ber  part, 
Prolonging  every  notę  witb  art. 

And  in  a  Iow  eicpiring  strain 

Play  all  tbe  conoert  o''er  again. 

Sucb  were  the  tondul  nottes  that  hiriag: 

On  bright  Cecilia*s  charming  tongue: 

Notes  that  sacred  heats  inT>irMi 

And  with  religions  ardóuf  fir^d:' 

The  love  sick  ^tiuth,  that  łong  suppr^^ssf^ 

His  smotherM  pasńon  in  his  "breast. 

No  sooner  beard  the  warbling  dame^ 

But,  by  the  secret  influence  tun^^dy 
.He  felt  a  new  dirincr  fłame, 

And  with  devotion  byrn*d. 

■  The  four  last  lines  of  the  second  and  Oki 
stanzas  were  added  by  Mr.  Tate« 


ODBS. 
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WHh  rsTishM  goii1>  and  looks  anitz^d, 
Upon  her  bęaatsoiis  hoe  he  gazM; 

Nor  madę  his  amoroai  complaiot: 
Id  rajn  her  eye^  his  beart  had  cbarin*4t 
Her  beaven)f  voice  ber  eyes  disaiin'dy 

Aod  cbaiig*d  the  lover  to  a  taint. 

GKAND^CAORCI. 

And  now  tbe  <;hoir  complete  rejoicet , 
Witb  tremUiilg  strings  and  meiting  voicei. 
Th«  tuneftil  ferment  rise;*  high, 
And  worka  witb  uitngied  melody: 
Soick  divłsioii8  run  thnir  rounds, 
A  thóusand  triHs  and  (juiTcring  soundf 

In  airj  rircles  o*er  us  fly, 
T1H,  waiited  hf  a  gentle  breejse, 
Tbey  faint  arbd  langnish  by  degrees^ 

And  at  a  distancc  die. 


AK  ODE* 

ThS  spacion^  firmament  on  high, 
With  alltheblne  etbfereal  9ky» 
And  spangled  Hearens,  a  sbining  frame, 
Their  great  Origtnal  proclaim. 
Th'  unwesry^d  Sun  from  day  to  day 
Does  bil  Creator**  power  di.<play; 
Anid  pnblisbes,  to  eVery  land, 
The  work  of  an  almigbty  band. 

Soon  as  tbe  erening  shad^i  prevai1, 
Tbe  Moon  takes  op  tbe  wonderous  tale; 
And  nigbtly,  to  tbe  listening  Eartbi 
Repeata  tbe  ttory  o#  her  birth : 
Whilat  all  the  gtars  that  round  ber  bum, 
Aad  all  the  planeta,  in  their  tom, 
Goofirm  tbetidings  m  tbey  rell. 
And  spread  the  truth  from  pole  to  pole. 

t^^hat  thoiąght  ID  soleinn  sileoce^  all 
Move  round  thedark  terrestrial  baU; 
What  tboughy  no  real  voice,  nor  soond 
Amidft  their  nuliastorbs  be  found: 
In  reason'8ear  they  all  rejoice. 
And  utter*  forth  a  glorioas  voice; 
For  erer  ninging  as  they  shme : 
••  Tbe  band  that  madę  us  is  divine.*' 


JN  HYMN. 


WlIKW  all  thy  mercies^  O  my  God^ 

My  rising  soul  snnreys  j 
Transported  with  the  view,  Pm  lost 

In  wonder,  lorc,  and  praiae. 

O  how  sball  word^i  with  equal  warmtb 

The  gratitude  declare, 
That  glows  witliin  my  rBvish'd  beart! 

But  Ihou  canst  read  it  tbere. 

Thy  proTidence  my  (ifc  snstainM^ 
And  all  my  wants  rcdre^t, 

Wbeii  in  tbe  silent  womb  1  lay. 
And  huug  opon  the  breast. 

'to  all  my  weak  complaintsand  eriei' 
Thy  aarcy  lent  an  ear. 


Ere  yet  my  feeble  tboaghts  had  leaCnt 
To  form  thenwelres  iu  prayer. 

XJnnumber*d  comibrts  to  my  sool 

Tby  tender  eare  bestow'df 
Befoie  my  intet  beart  codcekM 

From  wbencc  these  comforts  floi*'dt 

Wben  in  the  slippery  patbs  of  youth 

With  beedless  stept  1  ran, 
Thine  anu  nnaeen  conTey*d  me  safe. 

And  led  me  up  to  man. 

Through  btdden  dangerd,  toila,  and  death# 

It  gently  clcar*d  my  waiy; 
And  through  tfie  pittafting  snares  of  ▼ice^ 

Morę  tu  bfe  fear*d  than  tbey. 

• 

When  wom  witli  sfcknesa,  oft  hast  tbóm 
With  bealth  renew'd  iny  fticcj 

And  when  in  sins  and  sorrow  sunk, 
Reviv'd  loy  soul  with  grace. 

Thy  bounfcous  band  with  worldly  blis* 

Has  madę  my  cup  run  o'er. 
And  in  a  kind  and  iaitbful  friead 

Has  doubled  all  my  storę. 

Ten  thousand  tbousand  pneciotii  giftr 

My  daily  thankseiuploy; 
Nor  is  tbe  least  a  cbeerful  heart^ 

That  tastes  thośe  gifts  with  juy. 

Throngh  crpry  period  of  my  life, 

Thy  goodness  V\i  pursue; 
And  after  death,  in  distant  worlds, 

The  glorious  theme  rencw. 

When  taature  fails,  and  day  and  night 

Dłvide  thy  works  no  morę, 
Myever-grateful  heart,  O  Lord, 

Thy  mer cy  sball  adore. 

Through  all  eternity,  to  thco  , 

Ajoyful  song  PU  raise; 
For,  oh  !  eteruity*8  too  sbort 

To  utter  all  tby  praise. 


AN  ODE. 


How  afe  tby  tervanti(  ble»t,  O  Lord! 

How  surę  is  their  defence! 
Etertial  wisdom  iH  their  guide, 

Their  help  Omnipotence.   • 

In  foreign  realms,  and  lands  remote, 

Supported  by  thy  care, 
Through  burning  climes  I  pass'd  unhurt^ 

And  breathM  in  tainted  air. 

Thy  mercy  tweeten*d  evevy  soil, 

Madeevery  region  please; 
Tbe  hoary  Ałpine  bills  it  wannVi, 
'  And  8mooth'd  the  Tyrrhene 


Think,  O  my  soul,  devoutIy  think, 
Huw,  with  afTrighted  eyes, 

Thou  8aw'st  the  wide^icteoded  deep 
In  all  its  borrours  rise. 

Confiisioa  dwełt  in  e\'ery  face. 
And  fear  to  every  beart; 


«rt 


iBMOBOfrs  totag{ 


(yercAme  Che  piloŁ't  art 

Yettfaon  fram  att  mf  griefr,  O  Łonł,- 

Thy  mercy  set  me  free; 
Whilit,  in  tbe  confldence  of  firayer. 

My  sool  took  hołd  on  thee. 

For  thoQ|(h  in  dceedlbl  whirU  we  honf  ' 

Hł(^  00  the  hroken  wave, 
y  koew  thpn  wert  not  slow  to  bear« 

Nor  impoteat  to  sare. 

Tbe  fiorm  «ai  ]aid»  the  windt  fetir'd^ 

Obedieot  to  tfay  will ; 
Tbe  tea  that  roar*d  atthy  ooounandi 

At  tby  oommand  was  stiłU 

la  midil  of  danglrs,  lean,  and  deatb,- 

Tby  goodaet ■  PU  adore ; 
lud  praiae  thee  for  thy  mercies  pastj 

And  hnmbly  bope  for  morę. 

UCylMe,  if  thou  pre«erv'ft  my  lift, 

Thy  tacriBce  shall  be; 
l^nd  death,  if  death  most  be  my  doom^ 

Shall  jcMtt  my  toni  to  tbee^ 


JN  HYMK. 


WdB*  riting  from  the  bad  of  death. 

0*erwhelm*d  witb  guUt  and  fear, 
t"  tee  my  Maker  face  to  face  \ 

O  hcńr  shall  I  appear  I 

ir  yet»  while  pardon  may  be  foirnd, 

AsA  mercy  may  be  sought| 
My  beart  with  ioward  horrour  shriokSf 

And  trambles  at  tbe  thought: 

When  thon;  O  Lord,  ibalt  stand  diaoloe^ 

In  miksty  leyere. 
And  fit  in  judgment  on  my  toul^ 

O  how  shall  I  appear  1 

Bnt  thou  hast  toki  the  tyoobled  sonl« 

Who  does  ber  sins  lameat, 
The  timely  tribute  Qf  her  tears 

Shall  endless  yoe  prtyent. 

Tbeo  see  the  sorrows  of  my  heart* 

Ere  yet  it  bte  too  late: 
And  add  my  Savioar*s  dying  groans^ 

To  giite  those  sorrows  weight. 

For  never  shaU  n^  sonl  despair 

Her  pardon  to  procure, 
Who  hoows  thy  only  Son  bas  dy'<| 
■  To  ma^  that  pardon  surę. 


pAB^PHUAss  ay  psALMT  xxm, 

a  RB  Lord  my  pastnre  shall  prepare^ 
And  feed  me  witb  a  shepberd's  care; 
His  presenee  shall  my  wants  supply. 
And  gnard  me'a'i(b  a  H-atchftil  eye: 
My  Doott-day  welks  be  shall  attend» 
^^id  ali  my  mMnifht  hoąn  defsnd. 


When  in  tfc^ii^lrf  gŃlbe  ^ftiiC 
Or  on  the  thirsty  monntain  pent  j 
To  (ertile  rales  and  dewy  meads 
M^  weary  wandering  steps  he  leshdai 
Wnere  peaoefol  ri^ers,  soft  and  alosr. 
Amid  the  yerdant  landscape  Itow* 


Thongb  in  the  paths  of  deotłi  I 
With  gloomy  borrours  oTerspiead, 
My  steadlissthcaft  shall  fear  no  ill, 
Korthon,  O  Loid,  aitwith  Bestilł; 
Tby  friendly  crooh  shaU  giv«  me  sAAfr 
And  guide  ma  thiongh  the  dieadfol 

Thoagb  in  a  bare  and  mgged  way, 
Througb  devioQs  lonely  wilds  1  stsay^ 
Thy  bounty  shall  my  wants  begaile : 
Tbe  barrsn  wijdenms  shaU  smitep 
With  sudden  greens  aod  herbage  crowif^i 
Ąnd  streiMBsshaU  ownnnr  s|l  tgfnfun^ 


Whk^  gekitle  Thamea  through  sftat«ly 

głides. 
And  Cngland^  prood  metropotis  dlvides^ 
■  A  lofty  fkbric  does  the  sigbt  inradle. 
And  stietcbes  o'er  tbe  wares  a  ponpoua  riiadt^ 
Wbence  sudden  shoa^  thp  neigbbaurbood  sar* 

prise. 
And  thmidering  claps-anddreadfal  hisainge  riaa. 

Herę  thrifty  R —  hires  monaitths  by  tfaa  day. 
Aiid  keeps  bis  mercenary  kings  in.payj' 
With  deep-moutb'd  actors  iHis  the  vacraiit 
And  rakes  tbe  stews  for  goddesses  and  qi 
Herę  the  lewd  punk^  witb  ccowns  aod     __^  _  . 
Teaohes  her  ^yes  a  morę  mąjeetic  casat;    (jipnc^ 
And  bangry  monarchs  with  a'  naoiacoiiw 
Of  Appliaot  slares,  UfceSanaho»stnii 

'  But  enter  in,  my  Mose;  the  stage  surrcj^ 
And  al)  its  pomp  and  pągeanOry  difplmy  ; 
Trap-doorsand  pit4al|s,fonplłi^  onfiuthlal 
And  magie  walls  enoompass  it  aronnd  : 
On  either  side  maim'd  terapies  fiU  onr  eyes!f 
And  intermixt  with  brotheUioasiea  nae|- 
Ułsjointed  palaees  in  order  stand, 
And  groYcs  obedient  to  the  moyó^a  band* 
0'er8hade  tbe  stage^  and  ilbaiish  at  coomsęDd. 
A  stamp  makes  bmken  towns  and  treea  entjia^ 
So  when  Amphion  stnick  the  f ocal  lyn^ 
-  He  saw  the  spacioua  circuit  all  aronnd, 
With  crowding  woodt  and  risiog  cities  c 
But  next  the  tiring>room  snnrey,  and 
Paise  titleSf  and  promiscuous  ąuaUt^, 
Confus*dly  swarm^  firom  heroes  and  fioai  <pineni^ 
To  tbose  that  swing  in  dooda  ani  fijil  machiBCs. 
Tbeir  various  characters  they  cboose  with  aft, 
Tbe  frowoing  buHy  fits  the  tyranfs  part: 
Swoln  cbeeks  and  swaggering  belly  make  aen  hoi^ 
Pale  meagre  looks  and  hoUow  voice  a  8:faost; 
From  careful  brows  aod  beavy downcaat  eym. 
Duli  cits  aod  thiclfMCułl'd  aldenneu  ariae: 
The  comic.tone,  in8p\r*d  by  Congrsvet  dravt 
At  eiwry  word,  loud  laugfater  and  applnnse: 
The  whining  damę  eontiones  as  before* 
Her  cbaraoter  uycbangM,  and  acts  a  arhore. 

*  See  $edley>s  M'tsc«UMiie«»  ifo^p-  90Sp 


fO  fHE  »tlNOl!S»  Or  WACJa»  WltH  HIS  CAW* 
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Abere  ^ha  rett,  tbe  'pMnee  wRb  babglity  ftalką 
lagnifioent  lo  porple  batkins  walkss 
'be  iroyal  robes  bit  awful  tboolden  graoe^ 
lofttte  of  spangles  and  of  ćopper-lace: 
^cioas  raicali  to  bia  mighty  thigb, 
(ailtlcM of  blood,  tbe  luii>oiDted  weapon  tle: 
lieo  tbe  gaj  gtittering  diadem  put  on, 
^onderoas  witb  brass^  and  ftarr'd  witU  Brittol-^ 

stoae. 
Us  royal  coDtort  iiext  cootalts  her  glass^ 
Juł  oot  of  tireot^  bozet  cullf  a  fkee ; 
tie  whitenieg  fint  ber  gbaktly  looks  betmeare , 
^U  pale  and  wan  th*  aa^iftbM  form  appears^ 
'Ul  on  ber  obeeks  tbe  blusbing  parple  gloiri> 
^nd  a  fahi  e  virgiiMnode8ty  beetoars. 
ler  mddy  lips  tbe  deep  ▼ermilion  dyes; 
«ngth  to  ber  bitmt  the  peiiett>s  airt  suppliet^ 
od  with  blaek  bending  arcbee  sbadM  her  eyet. 
fell  pleas*d  et  lengthtlie  picture  the  beholds, 
Lnd  spott  it  oW  wttbartificial  molds; 
ler  coancenaaoe  completei  the  beansINhe  warnii 
l^łtb  looks  not  bera:  and,  spite  of  naturę,  channs. 

Tbus  artfblly  tUeirpeńons  they  di9gui«»e, 
"ill  tbe  last  flonrish  bids  tbe  cprtain  rise.   ' 
"be  prince  tben  enters  on  tbe  sCage  in  state  \ 
tebind,  a  guaid  ofeandie^nufien  Wait? 
"berę  swoln  with  empire,  terrible  and  6erce, 
le  shakes  tbe  donie,  and  tears  his  lungs  with  yerse : 
lis  subjects  tretnble;  the  subthissiye  pit, 
/rapt  up  in  siicnee  and  attention,  sit ; 
lU,  freed  at  leogth,  he  łays  astde  the  weight 
^f  public  basiness  and  affatrs  df  stale : 
'ofgets  bis  pomp,  dead  to  ambitious  fires, 
nd  to  some  peacefulbrandy-shop.retires; 
i^bere  in  AiU  gill8hisaaxionsthoagbts  ha  drowns, 
nd  qumffś  away  tbe  care  that^raits  on  crowns. 

Tbe  princess  next  her  painted^charms  displays, 
IThere  every  look  the  peńcił^s  art  betrays;        ' 
lie  callow  squire  at  distance  ffeeds  bis  eyei| 
ind  sileiitly  for  paiiit  and  wa^hes  dies ; 
•ut  if  theyoutii  bllhiad  the  8<ienes  retreat^ 
le  s^es  tbe  blended  colottn  rnelt  with  heat| 
ind  ałl  tbe  tiickling  beauty  ran  in  sweat. 
"be  borro«'d  W^ge  he  admires  no  morei 
■d  fianseates  e^ery  cfaarm  he  1ov*d  before : 
o  the  faqi*d  spear,  for  double  force  renowtk*d^ 
pply^d  the  remedy  that  gave  the  wound. 

In  tedioos  łtsts  'twere  endless  to  engage, 
.nd  draw  at  iength  the  rabb)e  of  the  stage, 
^bcre  one  for  twenty  ycars  bas  giv*n  aiarmSj 
nd  calN  contending  monarehs  to  their  arms; 
notber  fills  a  morę  important  post, 
Ad  rises  every  othe^  night  a  gbost; 
hrongb  the  cleft  stage  hts  mealy  face  he  rears, 
'tken  stalka  along,  groans  thrice,  and  disappears; 
thers,  with  r^ords  aod  shields,  the  soldier^s  pride, 
[ore  than  a  thoosand  tim"^  baVe4!baug*d  their 

lide^ 
nd  in  a  thious^d  Ibtal  battles  dy'd-. 

Thos  seyeral  persons  8everal  paits  perform  \ 
>ft  łOTors  ^hine,  and  blostering  heroes  storoi* 
he  Stern  e^Kasperated  tyrants  ragę, 
111  the  kiiid  bowi  of  potson  clears  the  stage. 
ben  bonoars  nmish»  and  distinctions  cease; 
hen,  with  reluctanće,  haughty  queens  nndresa. 
eroes  no  morę  their  fading  laurełs  boast, 
nd  mighty  kings  in  pri^ate  men  are  lost. 
[e,  wbom  stich  titles  sweFt^d,  soch  power  nunde 
proud,  tbov*d, 

O  vbop  jvbala  ical^u  'aad  Taa^uisb^d  nationi 


Oj^^  "t^E  LADY  MANCBESTEtL 
nnuiTBir  ON  TRB  TOArriiif»«Gt.AttBi  4Mr  tat 

X11)»CAT  CŁUB. 

WiiiŁB  haughty  Gallia^s  dames,  tbat  spittd 
0*er  their  pale  cheeks  an  artiiil  red, 
Beheld  this  beauteoos  stranger  there^ 
In  natire  charms di?inely  fur; 
Confbsion  in  their  looks  they  sbow*d| 
And  with  .^nborrow^d  blush^  glow!d* 


Throws  off  tbe  gandy  pinmei  the  pnipfle  Indo^ 
Aiid.ŁB  biaown  vile  tatters  stinks  again* 


ts 


CATO. 

A  TRAGSDT. 


Ec6e  sp^etaeulum  dignnm,  ad  qaod  WsjĄtiai^ 
intentus  operi  suo,  Deos !  Ecce  par  Deo  dignum^ 
vir  fortis  cum  mftla  fortani  compositas!  Noią 
▼ideo,  inąuam,  qaid  habeat  in  tefris  Jupiter  pul# 
chrius,  si  convertereanimum  Telit,qoamut  spec<' 
tet  Catonem,  jam  partibas  non  seroel  fiactis« 
nihil omipus  ioter  niinas  publicas  erectom. 

Sen.  da  piiria.pfor^, 


■M^MMt 


TO  H&tt  nOYAL  HIGHNESS  THE  PMlNi^ 
CESS  OF  fTALES, 

WITH  TUK  TRAOBpy  .0#  CATO,  MOyiMBBS  171-4^ 

Thb  Masę  that  oft,  wltb  sacred  ]:aptiye  fU^i, 
Has  generous  tbongbts  of  liherty  inspir^d. 
And,  boldly  rising  for  Britannia^s  laws, 
Engag*d  grfeat  Cato  in  ber  co«ntry's  caaae. 
On  you  8ubmissive  waita  with  hopes  assur^d. 
By  wbom  the  mighty  blessings  stand  seeurdi 
And  all  the  glories,  tbat  onr  age  adonij 
Are  promi8*d  to  a  people  yet  unbom. 

No  Jonger  sball  the  widoir*d  laad  bemoaa 
A  broken  lineage,  and  a  doubtful  throne;     . 
But  boast  ber  royal  progeny'8  increase, 
And  count  tbe  pledges  of  her  futare  peace. 
O  bom  to  strengtlien  and  to  grace  our  isle! 
While  you,  fair  princess,  in  your  offspriog  smile^ 
Supplying  charms  to  the  succeeding  age, 
Bach  beave^iy  daughter^s  triumphs  we  preAage| 
Already^e  th'  illustrious  youths  com|Jain, 
And  pity  mo^a^cha  doom^d  te  a igh  in  vaiQ* 

^ou  too,  tbe  darling  of  oar  fond  desires^  - 
Wbom  Albion,  openiog  Wide  her  arma^  iequire% 
With  manly  raloor  and  attrafiti^e  air, 
Shalt  quell  the  fiercei  and  captłvatc  the  fair. 
O  £ogiand'8  younger  bope!  in  wbom  conspira 
^he  motbei*s  sweetuesa,  and  the  fatbei^s  Ore! 
For  tbee  perbaps,  ev*n  nour,  of  ktngly  race 
Some  dawning  t^eauty  blooms  ia  every  gracei 
Some  Carolinai  to  Heaven's  dictates  trtte> 
Wbo,  while  tbe  scepter^d  rival8  rainly  saa, 
Thy  inborn  worth  with  conscious  eyea  sball  a«a» 
And  siight  th*  imperial  diadem  for  thee« 

Pleaa'd  with  the  prospect  of  successiye  reifMSi 
The  taaeful  tribe  bq  oiasa  ia4|uri»f  atcaiw 


«r4 


ADDI80N9  POEBMt 


8ball  Tindtette,  via  pious  fean  opprett, 
Endangei^d  rights*  and  łiberty  distrest: 
To  milder  soundt  each  Muse  sbatl  tiine  tbe  lyre, 
And  gratitude  and  laith  to  kings  iaspife. 
And  filial  lorę ;  bid  imptous  discoYd  ceaae. 
And  sooth  the  maddiog  ftctions  into  peace ; 
Or  riseambitioaa ia morę lofty  lays, 
Aad  teaph  ih«  nation  thetr  new  moaarcb^s  pndie, 
Describe  bis  awfal  took,  and  godlike  miDd, 
And  C3e8ar's  power  with  Cato^  virtue  join*d. 
Meanwfalle,  brif hi  princen,  wbo,  with  grate&I 


Aod  natiT/e  majesty^  are  formM  to  please, 
Bebold  thoae  arts  with  a  propitioiis  leye, 
That  mp|4lant  to  tbeir  great  protectress  fly ! 
Then  sball  they  trimnpb,  and  tbe  Britiik  stafe  ; 
Improre  ber  manners,  and  refine  ber  rage^ 
Mors  noblfl  characten  expo9e  to  ▼iew, 
And  draw  ber  6Dish'd  beroinet  from  yon. 

Nor  yon  tl;^  kind  indiilgence  will  reftiae, 
SkiU*d  in  tbe  labour;  of  the  deathleas  Muse: 
The  deathless  Muse,  with  undiminish^  ntyh 
Through  diitaot  times  the  lo^ely  djiine  conyeya : 
To  ploriana  Walłer^t  harp  was  stning ; 
Thę  ąueeo  still  shines,  because  the  poetsung. 
Ev'a  all  those  graces,  in  yonr  frpime  combin^d, 
The  common  hUi  of  mortal  charms  may  find  ^ 
(|Cootent  ourBbort-liv'd  praises  to  enga^ 
The  joy  aod  wonder  of  a  single  age), 
Unless  some  poet,  i  a  a  lasting  iong, 
To  late  pocterity  their  famę  prolong, 
Instruct  our  sons  the  radiant  form  to  prize. 
And  see  your  beauty  with  tbeir  ftithere*  cyes. 


V£BSES 


TO  THE  AITTHOR  OF  THB  TRAGEDT  OP  CATO. 

Wmiłe  you  the  fierce  divided  Bi  itons  4wc, 

And  Cato  with  an  eątial  virtue  draw ; 

"While  envy  is  itself  in  wonder  lost,       i 

Aiid  factions  striye  who  shall  appland  you  most; 

Forgive  the  fond  ambition  of  afriend, 

Whb  hopes  himself,  not  you,  to  recommend: 

And  joins  th'  appiause  which  hH  the  Iearu'd  bestow 

On  one,  to  whom  a  perfect  work  they  owe. 

To  my  light  soenes '  I  once  inscrib^d  your  namei 

And  impotently  stroje  to  borrow  famę; 

Soon  will  that  die,  which  adds  thv  name  to  minę; 

Let  me,  tbeO|  }ivpj  juin'd  to  a  work  of  thine. 

Richard  Stede. 


'Tis  nobly  done  thus  to  eiirich  the  stage, 
And  rai$e  the  thoughts  of  a  deerenerate  age } 
Ta  show  how  endless  joys  from  ffeedom  spring, 
How  life  in  bondage  \%  a  wortbiess  thing. 
Tbe  iuborn  grpatness  of  your  soul  we  view, 
You  tread  the  paths  frequentpd  by  the  few; 
With  so  much  strength  you  writt* ,  and  so  much 

ease, 
Yirtue  and  srnse !  how  dnrst  you  hope  to  ptesM? 
Yet  crowds  the  M^ntiments  of  evcry  linc 
Impartiał  clapt,  and  own'd  the  work  d!v1ne. 
Ev'n  the  sour  critics,  tvho  malicious  cam6 
Eager  to  ce nsure,  and  resokHl  to  blame, 
Findińg  tlie  heró  reeulaiiy  rise, 
Great  while  he  lłves,  but  greater  when  be  diet,  ' 

■  Teodar  Uu&^andy'4iedicated  to  Mr.  Addifon.  - 


Sulieaappn»y*d,  tpo  obatinttato  omH, 
And  sicken^d  with  tbe  pleasnmswbick  tfaoy  feIŁ 
Not  so  the  fisir  their  passions  aocret  be|it» 
Silent  Uiey  beard,  bat,  as  they  beard,  they  wapt; 
Wbep  gloriously  tbe  blooming  Marona  dy4. 
And  Cato  tald  Ums  gods,  *<  l'm  8atufy'd." 

Sec!  how  your  lays  tbe  Britiafa  youtb  inflamel 
Tbaj  long  to  sboot  and  rii^en  into  fcme;. 
Applauding  theatres  disturb  their  rest* 
And  unbom  Catoes  heave.in  evoiy  brisast;    . 
Their  oigbtly  dreams,  tbeir  daily  tboog^ 
And  pulses  high  with  fancy'd  gloriea  beat. 
So,  griev*d  to  Tiew  the  Marathoninn  spoiia, 
The  yoiiog  Tbemisiacles  vow*d  e^ual  tuila; 
bid  then  his  scberoes  of  luture  bonoun  dńw 
From  the  long  triomplia  wbiob  wkb  tanrs  he 

^ow  shaU  1  your  mm^aPd  worth  pcoclain^ 
Lost  in  the  spreading  circle  of  yonr  fomo! 
We  saw  you  the  great  William's  prajsa  rebearae. 
And  paint  Britannia*s  joys  in  lloman  vei«e, 
We  lieard  n^  distanoe  soft  enchanting  stratna, 
From  blooming  mountains,  ^ud  Italian  plaiofc- 
Vii^il  began  in  English  dresa  to  ahinn. 
His  voice,  bis  looks,  his  graodear,  atitl  dmne: 
From  him  tuo  soon  uniriandly  you  #itbdmrf 
Bot  brought  the  tunefol  Ońd  to  onr  view. 
Then  the  delightful  ttaemc  of  erary  toogne, 
Th'  immortal  fiiarlhoroagb,waayo«r^afftiqgaM8L 
From  clime  to  clime  the  oiighty  victpr#ew, 
From  cHme  to  clime  aa  awiftly  you  pulrae^ 
SUII  with  tbe  befO*s  glow*d  the  poet*8  Aa««» 
Still  with  hiaconąuests  yon  enlarg*d  your  fiune.    • 
With  boundiess  raptufea  berę  tlia  Muae.oanM 

swelli 
And  on  your  Rosamood  for  ever  dwalls 
There  opeoing  sweets  and  arery  fragrant  floirar 
Lokuhant  smiJe,  a  nevcr*fadiagJbQiwer!   • 
Next,  bumao  foUies  kindly  to  eapoae, 
Yon  change  from  nnmbers,  bot  not  sink  i»  prue: 
Wbether  in  visionary  acaoes  you  pisy, 
Reflne  oor  tastes,  or  laugb  onr  cińnei 
Now,  b^  the  buak'm*d  Muse  yon  sbioe  coi 
The  patriot  kindles  in  the  pO0t*«  bretet. 
Such  ener^y  of  sonse  migfat  płenswe  raiM^ 
Thongh  uaiembeUish*<l  with  the  charmap^piuaati 
Snct)  charms  of  pbrase  wonld  with  iooeerii  be 

crown'd, 
Thoogh  nonsense  flow*d  in  the  melodioua  aoond* 
The  chaste&t  vi9>gin  needa  no  błnshca  fear, 
1'he  IramM  thianiselve8  not  unłnstniotod  kaiff. 
The  libartine,  in  pleaaures  as*d  Iw  roli. 
And  id  I  y  spurt  with  an  immortal  aocd, 
Herc  comes,  and,  by  tbe  yirtuoua  heaJtfaen  tan|^ 
Turns  pale,  and  tramblea  at  the  dreadfiil  thoiigiit> 

Whei4e*er  you  trwerse  vaat  NMBBidin*a  ^It^ 
What  »ltiggish  Briton  in  his  i«ie  remaina ! 
When  Juba  seeks  thotiger  with  delight. 
We  beat  the  thicket,  and  provoke  the  ^ght; 
By  the  desóriptiim  warmM^  we  foiiUły  awesit. 
And  in  the  chiiling  east  wind  pant  with  beat. 
Wbftt  eyes  bebold  uot,  how  tlie  str^am 
TiliH>y  dęgrectf  the  fliMtin^  mirror  abioes? 
While  horrieanes  in  cifcłiiig  eddiea  pUy, 
Tear  up  the  sands,  and  swcep  whole.pUiaaawnjr, 
Wq  fthrink  with  borrour,  and  confess  our  €L'ar, 
And  all  the  sudden  souóding  min  bear- 
When  royal  robes,  distam^d  withbloQii«d«oeif% 
And  make  poor  Marcia  beautifuUy  gri(;ve;     «. 
When  she  bar  secret  tboughta  no  morę  cooccal% 
EorgeU  tha  woiuaoy  aad  her  Hame  reveaU  i 


COMMENDATORY  YERSEB  OM  HIS  CATO. 


5?« 


M  may  th«priifM«iK«ltwith  noble  pride, 
fot  fot  tn  Liby*n  cisowo,  bnt  Roman  bride. 
Bat  t  in  vaiiti»n  iingie  features  dwell, 
iTlMre śMtht  fMitg  of  tb?  fair  piece excel. 

0  rich  khe  storę,  to  dobious  ii  the  featt, 

7e  l(hoiir  noOs^idt  to  pass,  or  wfaich  to  taste. 

tieihining^lncidenti  so  ju!»tły  fell, 

7e  may  the  u*hole  new  soen^s  oł*  transport  cali. 

Iiusjeweleraconfound  oorwandeńng  eyes, 

itkń  Hith  Tariety  of  ^ems  sarprise. 

(are  sapphires,  berę  tbe  Sardtan  stone  is  seen, 

*he  topaz  yellow,  and  tbe  Jasper  green. 

'be  costly  britliaAit  there,  confoa^dly  brigbt, 

roiD  ouineroii»surfaces  darta  trembling  liglit: 

lie  different  coloursi  mingte  id  a  blaze, 

itent  we  stand,  unable  where  to  pratse, 

1  płeasure  sweetly  lost  ten  thoasaod  wa5r8. 
TrinHjf  CoHege,  Cambridge,  U  Cnsden. 


8IRt 

fHKfi  your  generoua  laboar  first  I  Tiew^d, 
od  Cati/a  iMnda  in  his  own  biood  iu^biiiedy 
bat  socne  of  death  so  terrible  appean, 
ly  soul  conU  only  tbank  you  with  ber  teara. 
et  wttb  aisch  .wondrous  art  yoar  skilful  band 
taea  all  the  passtons  of  the  soul  command, 
hat'ev*n  my  grief  to  praise  and  wonder  tum'd, 
ind  eavy'cŁt^e  great  deathwhich  first  I  nu»uin*d. 
Wbatpen,  bot  yoors,  could  drnw  tbe  doabtful 

atrife 
Ihonour  strug^ling  with  tbe  Jove  of  life? 
tescribe  the  patriot,  obstinately  good, 
8  hovering  o'er  eternity  be  stood : 
he  wjde,  th*  unboaaded  ocean  lay  before 
Fis  piercing  aight,  and  Hearen  the  distant  sbore. 
9Core  of  cndiess  Miss,  with  fearful  eyes 
■•  graspetbe  dagper,  and  its  point  deiies» 
nd  rushes  oat  of  life  to  snatch  tbe  glorions  prize. 
Uow  wonld  old  Romę  nęjoice,  te  hear  you  tell 
bwjust  ber  patriot  Kv*d,  how  great  he  fell! 
ecount  his  wondrous  prol/ity  and  tmth, 
nd  fbnn  new  Juba»in  the  British  youtb. 
heir  gpnerous  souls,  wben  be  resijms  his  breatbi 
w  pka8*d  with  ruin,  and  in  ioye  with  deatb: 
nd  wben  her  conąuering  sword  Britannm  draws, 
eioWe  to  peńsb,  or  defead  ber  cause. 
ow  first  on  Albiuo^s  theatre  we  aee 
petfieet  image  of  wbat  man  shoold  be; 
he  gloriousoharacter  is  now  esprest, 
f  virtue  dwetłing  in  a  human  breast: 
rswo  ot  fuii  letigtb  by  yoor  immortal  li  net, 
I  Cato*a(  mol,  as  in  ber  Heaven  she  shines. 
MiSśuh  CbUśgś,  Oaon,  Digby  Cotes. 


EFT  WITH  THE  PHISTER  BY  AN  CW- 
KN01VN  HAND  '• 

DW  we  may^  speak,  vtoe  Cato  speaks  no  morę: 
*is  praise  at  tength,  'Łwas  rapture  all  before  :^ 
^hen  crowded  tb^atres  with  Io's  ning 
iBt  to  the  sklesi  from  wbeoce  (hy  geoins  spreng; 

»  These  yertes  were  by  Oeorge  JeiTreys,  esq. 

Ii<4tf  AdflłHunne^er knew.   Sce  Select Collection 

Misoełlany  Poems,  voV.  vi.  p.  59;   and  see  Dr. 

>hn8on's  encoiniuai  un  them  ii;  tł|e  life  of  Addi- 


Ev'n  civil  ragę  awhile  tn  thine  was  lost, 
And  fiictions  strore  but  to  a^pland'tbee  most; 
Nor  coukl  enjoyment  pall  our  longing  taste, 
But  every  night  was  dearer  than  the  lasL 

As  wben  old.  Romę,  in  a  malignant  hoar 
Depriv'd  of  some  rotnming  conqneror, 
Her  debt  of  trinmph  to  the  dead  discharg^dy 
For  fiuae,  for  treasure,  and  her  bnunds  enlarg^d; 
And  while  his  godlike  figurę  mov'd  along, 
Altemate  passions^firld  tb'  adoring  throog; 
Teara  flow*d  from  every  eye,  and  shouts  from  every 

tongae; 
So  in  the  pompons  lines  bas  Cato  {^'d, 
Grac'd  with  an  ample,  thougb  a  late  re#ard : 
A  greater  victor  we  in  him  revere; 
A  nobler  triumph  crowns  his  image  iiere. 

Witb  wonder,  as  wttb  płeasure,  we  surrejr 
A  theme  so.scanty  wrought  into  a  play; 
So  rasta-pile  on  soch  foundations  plac^d ; 
Like  Ammon^s  tempie  rear^d  on  Libya^s  wastoc 
Behold  its  gtowing  painti  its  easy  weighi! 
Its  nice  proportions!  and  stopendous  height!  - 
How cbaste  the  conduct!  how  diytne  the  ragę! 
A  Roman  worthy,  on  a  Orecian  stage ! 

But  where  shaM  Cato*s  praise  beglu  or  end  j 
lQOlin'd  to  mclt,  and  yet  uotauji^t  to  bend, 
The  firmcst  patriot,  and  the  gentlestfriend? 
How  great  his  genius,  wben  the  traitorcrowd 
Ready  to  atrike  the  blow  their  fury  vow*d ; , 
SuelPd  by  his  look,  and  listeuing  to  his  łorog 
Learn,  like  his  passions,  to  rebel  no  morel 
Wben,  Iavish  of  his  boiling  bk>od,  to  prove 
The  cure  of  slavish  life,  and  siigbted  love, 
Brave  Marciu  new  in  earły  death  appears, 
While  Cato  coonts  his  wonnds;  and  nut  his  years} 
Who,  checking  private  grief,  the  publio  moums, 
Commands  tbe  pity  he  so  greatly  scorns; 
But  wben  he  strikea  (to  crown  his  generous  part) 
That  honcst,  stauncb,  impracticable  beart; 
No  tears,  no  sobs,  pnrsue  his  panting  breatli; 
The  dying  Roman  shames  the  pomp  of  death. 

O  sacred  freedom  !  which  the  powers  bestow 
To  season  biesslngs,  and  to  soften  woej 
Plant  of  pur  growth,  and  atm  of  ail  our  caresy 
The  totl  of  ages,  and  the  crown  of  wars: 
If,  taught  by  tbee,  the  poefs  wit  bas  (iow^d 
In  straios  as  precious  as  his  beru'8  blood; 
Preserze  thóse  strainSt  an  everlasting  charm 
To  keep  that  blood  and  thy  remembiitnce  wąrm: 
Be  this  tby.guardian  image  still  secure, 
In  vain  sball  furce  iuvade,  or  fraud  allure; 
Our  great  palladium  sball  perform  its  part, 
Fis^d  and  enabrinM  in  erery  British  heart. 


UPON  MR.  ADDISON^S  CATO. 

LoifG  had  the  tragic  Muse  fbrgot  to  weep. 
By  modem  operas  quite  lulPd  asieep: 
No  niatter  what  the  lines,  the  voice  was  elear; 
Thns  sense  was  8acnfic'd  to  please  the  ear. 
At  lasty  one  wit*  stood  up  in  our  defence. 
And  dar*d(0  impudence!)  to  publish— iense. 
Soontben  as  next  the  just  tragedian  spoke, 
The  ladiea  sigh*d  again,  the  beaux  awoke* 
Those  beads  that  u»'d  most  ioJulent  to  move 
To  sąng-song,  ballet,  and  sonata  lore^ 

[  Tbe  SpecŁator^ 


tri 


ADDISOirs  POEIIS. 


Bcgan  tlwir  tmHed  lettfei  tb  eaploTe, 
And  foaiid  tbey  now  bad  panioiit  at  befoiei 
*lbe  power  of  naturę  in  tbeir  bofoms  felt, 
Jn  spite  of  4>rriiHiice  coiDpell'<)  to  melt. 

Wben  Cato  B  firm,  all  hope  of  snoconr  pas^ 
Holding  hit  stubborn  viitae  to  tbe  last, 
I  YieW)  with  joy  aod  coofcious  transport  fli^di 
The  soid  of  "Romę  in  qn«  great  man  retir^d: 
]n  him,  aa  if  she  by  confinement  gain'd, 
Her  powen  and  energy  are  bigber  strainM 
Tban  wben  in  crowdt  of  seoators  sbe  reign*d1 
Cato  well  scoraM  tbe  life  tbat  Cesar  gave» 
IKrhen  fear  Ad  Yeakness  only  bid  biin-aav«.t 
But  wben  a  yirtoe  like  bis  owa  reviT«s 
Tbe  hero^s  constancyN-witb  jo^  be  lires. 

Obserye  tbe  justness  of  tbe  ^oet*s  tb^ugbts, 
^^osc  smaUcst  exorlIeoce  is  want  of  faulu: 
Witbout.affected  pomp  and  noise  be  warnis^ 
'WiCbout  tbe  gaudy  dress  of  beauty  cbarmsb 
loii^  tbe  óld  soUect  of  tbe  bMunM  muie» 
Sletumsi  but  slicn  as  Roman  Yirgint  me. 
A  Yirtnous  loTe,  cbastisM  by  porest  tboufht*' 
Not  from  tbe  fiocy,'  but  fttim  natnre  wro«0bt» 

Britoos,  witb  leisęoM  wonder,  oow  ^ebold 
Your  fonner  wits,  and  all  your  batds  of  oM; 
Jooson  ouUvy^d  in  bis  own  way  confess; 
And  own  U;at  Sbaiupeaits**  self  »ow  pieases  ieas. 
Wbile  Pbocbus  binds  tbe  laureł  on  his  brow, 
Rise  up,  ye  Muses;  and,  ye  poeta,  bow : 
Superior  worth  with  admiration  grcet, 
Aiiid  j>lace  bimiieaiest  to  bis  Phcebus*  seat. 


CN  CATO: 


4)CCjEtttVlBl>  0V   MK.  AUOISOM*S  1«AGBDT  /OW 

THAT  MAMB. 

Ąf  jtfr.  Ccpphg. 

Hu  ancHent  Ilonę  by  party-fiictknis  rent, 
Ijotig  sińce  tbe  generous  Cato  did  lament  | 
flimself  nnited  with  bis  coantry^s  causę, 
finireiy  refViK*d  to  )ive  ^midst  dying  lawa, 
IPleasY!  wi^tb  retami  ng  libeny  to  eome, 
lVitb  joy  the  bero  rises  ft-om  bis  tomb; 
And  in  Britannia  finds  a  ««<»nd  RomOk 
Till  by  repeiated  ragę,  and  ci  vii  firtrs, 
Th*  unhappy  patrioŁ  again  expiivs; 
Wec;p8  o*er  b^  fate,  and  to  tiie  gods  ratim. 


mm 


TO  MR.  ADDISON^  ON  HIS  CATO. 

PBOM  ITSEŁB^f  OOŁI^BCTlOlf. 

In  Brilain  rescned  from  th'  Italian  chato, 
^nd  tbe  dcar  song  oeglected  for  tby  straiu? 
Are  ev'Btbe  fair  reclainiMf  and  darc  Uiey  ait 
Sntent  on  virtue>  and  be  pleas-d  with  wit^ 
Vrbat  iDUse,  but  thine,  could  thus  redeem  our 

taste, 
^fnOk  li^ow  4eluded|  and  witb  souod  dabaaM? 
Hard  WM  the  task,  aod  wortby  of  your  fags^ 
Yoi|  seeąi  tł(e  gr«at  Alcides  of  the  agc: 
How  gloriously  you  Hse  in  our  defence! 
Your  caose  is  liberty;  your  annour,  sensei 
The  brood  of  taaeftił  monstera  you  contra, 
Whi<^  siiik  tbe  g«uiiii»  Bisd  <hfi»de  ibe  aoiri: 


Tbose  ibes  to  v«i«e  yott  «faMe  ^tii«iind|r 
And  kiodle  Roman  fitet  in  Britiab  beaitiL 
Ob!  fix,  as  well  aąraisc,  that  uofale 
Coufirm  your  głory,  and  pief eot  oor 
Tbe  routed  opera  may  retoin  agaio« 
Seduce  oor  beaita,  ao^  o^er  oor  ąiirita 
ET'n  Cato  is  a  doobtfal  match  for  alit 
And  ngfat,  opprest  witb  odda,  ayaiB  ssay  firil}. 
Let  oor  jnst  liars  your  seooad  aid  implora, 
Repeat.tbe  strcdw,  this  hydra  wigtmg*M9 


F£JRSE8  SEST  TO  A  LADY^  Wilfl  im 
TBAGMDY  OF  CATO. 

MLOU  nEEUH  COŁŁBCnOlU 

Kf  "^in,  o  heaTCnTy  maid,  do  I  perose 
Th'  insti4icttve  iabours  of  tbe  Łragic  Mnac^ 
If  Cato'8  rfttae  cannot  cote  my  soul. 
And  all  tbe  jarring  passions  tberr.  cootłoL 
In  Taio^— bot  ah !  wbat  argomentj  cao  prova 
Sufflcient  to  resist  the  force  of  Iove? 
1  barn  like  Marcus  in  th'  impetnous  6Fe; 
Ljke  him  I  languish  with  the  fond  desire; 
Like  him  I  groan  beueath  th**  nneasy  weight, 
Aod  ev'n,  like  him  despairing,  «ri;h  my  fata. 
Conld  you  witb  Lucia\<t.eye8  behotd  my  patn, 
Then  would  you  strire  to  soften  yoor  di«dain: 
My  anxioos  griefs  yoorteoder  breart  woold  meti^ 
Aod  rai.«e  coropaasioii,  where  tbey  oould  nottofc. 
Butlo  bright  Marcia!  «oe,  relentless  fon*, 
In  Catu^s  daughter  thy  whole  self  apptar. 
In  tfaee,  alasl  ber  10veły  virtues  sbin<« 
Her  channs,  ber  heavenly  beauties,  all  are 
And  whitst  in  moviDg  numben  is  diKplay^ 
iuba'8  soft  iMtssion  for  the  glorioas  maid. 
Think  you  oehold  your  lorer  prostrate  lie» 
In  tendereit  accents  think  you  bear  meń^t 
Then,  then  be  kind — and  on  my  sutfcriiiga 
As  generous  Marria  pitied  Juba^s  toil. 
Thou,  in  whom  all  the  Roma  o  Vtrtiies  dwaO, 
Let  not  the  Roman  mercy  tbine  ezccł; 
Since  love  like  tbat  of  Juba  fills  my  breas^ 
Let  me  ąt  lengtb  with  e-qual  joys  be  bleac 


-•  a 


Thę  Terses  of  Dr.  Young,  Mr.  Ttcksl]. 


Mr.   Hugfaes,  oa  this  tragedy,  are 
poens  of  Łfaeir  iespective  autbora. 


CATO,. 
DRAMATIS  PERSONJE. 


Cato        .       ^       ..       •       •  Mr* 

Łuciu^  a  seaator     •       «  lir.  Keea. 

Semprouius,  a  senator  •  Mr.  Mifla 

*Juba,  prioce  of  Kumidia  .  Mr*  WBfci. 

Syphas,  aeoeral  of  tbe  Nuraidiana  Mr.  Cibb« 

Deciu^  ambaspador  fri4a  Cesar       Mr.] 


mrSUlUM,  HUARMi  joa 


CATO. 


m 


Marcia,  dftaghter  to  Cato 
Lociaf  daaghterto  Logiiu 


Mn.  dateld. 
Mrs.  Porter. 


Scenę,  a  lerg^  hoH  in  the  gOTemoi^s  pajace  of 

Uttca. 

See  łke  prohgue  and  epihgue  to  Ca0  in  Ute  toitanes 
'        whieh  conktm  iktpoenu  qf  Gortk  md  J\tpe. 


ACT  I.     SCENĘ  I. 
POfttlOS,  >KAKCUS. 

Tfli  dawn  is  o^er-east,  tbe  morniiig  lowers. 
And  heavily  in  douds  brings  on  the  day, 
Tbe  great,  th'  important  day,  big  v/ith  the  fiite 
Of  Cato  ąnd  of  Ronie.    Our  iather*8  death 
Wonłd  tiil  up  aJl  the  gailt  of  civil  war. 
And  close  the  sccne  of  blood.    Already  Ccewr 
Has  ravagM  morę  than  half  the  globe,  ajidseet 
Mankhid  grown  tbin  by  bis  destructive  sword: 
Shonld  be  go  ftirther,  uumb^jra  wonid  be  wąnting. 
To  form  new  battles,  and  snpport  bis  crimes. 
Ye  god«,  vrbat  bavoc  does  ambition  make 
Amofig  your  works! 

MARCtfS. 

Tby  «teady  temper,  Portias, 
Can  look  on  guilt,  rebelfion,  fraud,  and  Caaar, 
Jn  the  calm  ligbta  of  mild  pbiloiopliy; 
I'm  tortur^  er^n  to  madness,  when  I  think 
On  the  proud  ▼łctor>  every  ttme  hc*8  nam'd 
Phanalitt  ńies  to  my  Tiev — ^l  see 
Th'  insołting  tyrant  prencing  o'er  the  field 
StnnirM  with  Rome'ii  citbens,  and  4i«iieh^  in 

slao^hter, 
His  bornej  hoofs  wet  with  patrician  blood. 
Oh  Portint,  is  there  not  some  chosen  curse, 
Some  bidden  thtmder  in  the  stores  of  heaven, 
fiLed  withnncommen  wratb,  to  blastthe mań 
Who  oves  hb  greainesa  to  bis  conntrys  ruin? 

PORTIUS. 

Befiere  me,  Marinjs,  *ti8  an  impioas  greatiiess. 
And  młx*d  with  too  much  horrpiir  to  be  eoryU: 
How  does  tbe  lustre  of  our  fatber's  actionB, 
Thróugb  the  darfc  doud  of  ills  that  cover  him» 
Break  out,  and  bom  with  morę  triumphant  brigfat- 
ness!  [him; 

His  soffeńngs  shine,  and  8pi«ad  a  glory  round 
Greatly  unfurtunate,  he  fights  the  cause 
Of  faenonr,  ^irtue,  liberty,^  and  Romę. 
His  sword  ne'er  liell  but  on  tbe  gnilty  head; 
Oppre5siou,  tyrajmy,  and  power  QśQrp*d, 
Draw  aJl  tbe  yengeaoce  of  łils  arm  upon  tbcm« 

MARCUS. 

Wb4»<l(aow»iiot  this?  But  what  can  Cato  do 
Againift  a  w^rfd,  a  base  degenerate  world, 
That  oourts  the  yoke,  and  bows  the  neck  to  Caesar  ? 
Pent  ap  in  Utica,  he  rainly  ibrms  ,' 

A  poor  epitome  of  Romno  greatness, 
And,  corer^d  with  Numidian  guards,  diierts 
A  feeble  army,  and  an  empty  scnate, 
Eemnan4«  of  nighty  batUea  Ibnght  in  TaiB. 
By  Heayeos,  such  virtiies,  joinM  with  such  succest, 
Distract  my  very  soul:  our  f»tber*s  fortunę 
Would  aJmoattcmpt  ui  to.teiioance  bis  pwcfpts. 

YOŁ.  IX. 


PDKTtUS. 

RemeiHber  what  our  fother  oft  bas  tdld  ns: 
The  ways  of  Hcaven  are  dark  and  intricate; 
Puzzled  in  mazes,  apd  perpłex'd  with  errours, 
Our  understandinK  traces  thąm  in  yaiti^ 
Lost  and  bew»lder*d  in  the  fruitless  search ; 
Nor  sees  with  how  much  art  the  wiodings  run. 
Nor  where  the  l:egu}ar  confusiou  euds. 

MARCUS.      * 

Th^se  are  suggestjons  of  a  mind  at  ease: 
Oh  Portius,  didst  thou  taste  but  half  the  jcrieft 
That  wTing  my  sbul,  thoo  ćouldst  not  talk.  tbus 
Paasion  nnpity^d  and  successtess  love        [coldly. 
Plant  daggers  in  my  hcart,  and  aggravate 
My  other  griefs.    Werę  but  my  Lucia  kind! 

PORTtUS. 

Thou  8ee'st  not  that  thy  brother  is  thy  rival: 
But  1  must  bidę  it,  for  I  knowthy  temper.  [Aside. 

Now,  Marcus,  npw,  tby  ńitue^s  on  the  proof : 
Put  forth  thy  utmost  strength,  work  erery  nerve. 
And  cali  np  all  thy  fatber  in  thy  soul: 
To  queU  tbetymnt  loYe,  aud  guard  tby  beart 
On  this  weak  side,  wbere  most  our  naturę  fails^ 
Wpuld  be  a  conąuest  worthy  Cato*s  son. 

MARCUS. 

Porlins,  the  oottnsel  which  1  cannot  take, 
Instead  of  bealing,  but  upbraids  my  weakness.    ' 
Bid  me  fur  honour  pluntre  into  a  war 
•Of  thickest  ibes,  and  ru$h  on  certain  death, 
Then  shalt  thou  see  that  Marcus  is  not  slow 
To  follow  glory,  and  confesft  his  fiither. 
Love  is  not  to  be  reasonM  down,  or  lost 
In  high  ambition,  and  a  thirst  of  greatness; 
'Tis  second  łife.  it  grows  into  the  sonl, 
Warms  every  vein,  and  beats  in  every  pulsem 
1  feel  it  berę :  my  resolution  melts — 

Behold  yonng^Jtłba,  the  Niimidfan  prinee! 
With  how  much  care  he  farma  himself  to  glory. 
And  breaks  the  fieroeness  of  his  nattve  temper 
To  copy  out  our  ftither^s  bright  exnmple. 
He  łores  our  sister  Marcia,  grwitly  loves  ber; 
His  eycs,  \m  looks,  his  actious,  all  bctray  it: 
But  stid  the  smother*d'!bndness  buras  withiu  him.  , 
When  most  it  swelts  and  labours  for  a  vent, 
Tbe  senseof  honour  and  desire  of  ^e 
Drive  the  big  passion  bnck  into  his  heart. 
What!  shall  an  African,  shall  Jnba'8  beir, 
Reproarh  great  CBto's  son,  and  show  tbe  world 
A  virtue  wantiog  in  a  Roman  sonl? 

MASeUf. 

Portius,  no  morel  yonr  words  Ieave  stingsbc- 
bind  tbettk  , 

When  e'er  did  Juba,  or  did  Portius,  show 
Ą  virtuc  tbut  bas  cast  me  at  a  dislance. 
And  thrown  me  out  in  the  pursuit^  of  honoor? 

poBitcm. 

Marcus,  I  know  thy  >;enerons  temper  well; 
FI  ng  bot  tb^appcarance  of  disbonout  on  it, 
h  straight  takes  flre,  and  mounU  into  a  blaze. 

MARCUS. 

A  broŁl)er's  sufierings  claim  ą  brotber*s  pity. 

poRntii. 

Heav^  knows  I  pity  thee:  behold  my  eyes 

pp 
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EWd  whłlst  I  speak.^-Dotbqr  not  swim  in  tean? 
Wcre  but  my  heart  sr  naked  to  ihy  view, 
Marcus  wouid  see  jt  bleed  in  his  behalf. 

mamo;!. 

Why  tben  dost  treat  me  wKh  rebulcea,  Instead 
Of  &ind  coiidoling  cam  and  friendiy  ioirow  ? 

PORTlUf. 

O  MareiUf  did  I  lu»ow  Ihe  my  to  eaae 
TbytrouUed -heart,  and  mitigate  thy  pains, 
MarcuiS  beUeva  me,  I  coold  die  to  do  it. 

M  ABCUt. 

Thoa  best  of  brathen*  and  thou  beat  of  fnends ! 
Pardon  a  wtek  dMteiiiper*d  iOuU  ^^'^  awells 
With  aoddea  ^ta^and  finka  aa  tDoo  m  calm, 
llie  sport  of  paasknia"- But  Sempronios  oomea: 
Be  must  not  find  tbif  Boftnets  haoging  oa  me, 

SCENĘ  II. 

ssMPftOiifirs. 

Conepiraciea  no  soouer  ihoukl  be  forta*^ 
Than  «xecuted     What  means  Portios  berę  ? 
I  like  not  that  cold  yonth.    1  mnst  diaMmbla, 
And  apeak  a  langnage  ibreign  to  my  beart. 

SBBfPRUKlUt,  PORliCf. 

fBMPROmuS. 

Good  roorrow,  Portiut!  let  na  once  embrace» 
Onc«  morę  embrace;  whiUt  yet  we  both  are  fir^e. 
To  morrow  shonld  we  tbus  espreks  our  friendship, 
£ach  migbt  receiTe  a  $lave  into  his  arma. 
Tbis  Sun  perhapa,  thia  morniag  San,  'a  the  lait 
That  e^r  sball  rue  on  Roman  liberty* 

PORTIin. 

My  fatber  bas  tbis  moming  caird  togcther 
To  tbis  poor  hall  his  Httle  Roman  aenate 
(The  leaving8  of  Pharsalia),  to  donsolt 
If  yet  be  can  oppoae  the  mighty  tortent 
That  bears  down  Romę,  and  all  ber  g9d«,  before  it, 
Or  must  at  length  give  up  the  worhl  to  Csiar. 

tCMPRONIUf. 

Not  all  the  pomp  and  majesty  of  Romę 
Caa  rabę  ber  aenate  móre  than  Cato'8  pieaence. 
His  Yiitues  refider  onr  aasembly  awlul,  - 
They  strike  with  something  like  religioua  fear. 
And  make  ev*n  Cmsar  tremUe  at  the  head 
Of  armtes  flush*d  with  conąuest.  O  my  Portius, 
Could  I  bot  can  that  wondrous  man  my  fiather, 
Would  bat  thy  sistcr  Marcia  be  propitions 
To  thy  fiiend's  tows;  I  niigbt  be  bless'd  indeed! 

FORTIUf. 

Alas!  ScmprOBiua,  woa]d'st  thou  tatk  of  lorę 
To  Mafcia«  wbiUt  ber  fatber^s  life  *B  in  danger  > 
Ukiu  migfat*at  as  well  court  tbe  pale*  trembling 

TestaU 
When  sbe  behctds  tbe  hoiy  flame  expłring. 

tEHPRONraS. 
Tbe  morę  I  see  the  wonders  of  thy  race, 
The  morę  Tm  charm*d.    Thou  must  take  lieed, 

my  Portłus! 
The  world  bas  ail  its  eyef  on  Cato^s  son. 
Thy  ftiłhei**  inerit  sets  thee  up  to  view. 
And  ihows  thee  in  tbe  tairest  point  of  li^^bt. 
To  oiake  thy  virtue»  or  thy  fiauUa  compiciuNis. 


MMltllRL 


'  Weil  doat  tbon  seem  to  cbeck  my'  ho^ńaę 
On  tbis  uaportant  houiw^nr  stsaigbt  away ; 
And  while  the  fathers  of  the  sesate  meet 
In  cloae  debatę,  to  weigh  th'  erenta  of  war, 
PU  animate  the  so1diers'dfooping  cocii^ge, 
With  1ov6  of  fipeedom,  and  contempt  of  life. 
ril  thunder  in  their  ears  their  coODtry*s 
And  try  to  raose  up  ail  that's  Roman  in 
Tis  not  in  mortals  to  commnnd  auccesa. 
Bat  we*ll  do  morę,  Sempronios:  we*!!  deaerre  tt. 

tBHFRONlUB. 

Curse  on  tbe  stripliagl  How  be  apes  his  sisef 
Ambitkmsly  sententiouai— But  I  wonder 
OM  Syphair  comes  not;  bis  Nomattam 
Is  well  dispos'd  to  miacbief,  wete  be 
And  eager  on  H;  but  be  must  be  apurr^d^  ' 
And  every  moment  qvicken'd  ta  tbe  ooarse. 
Cato  baa  ua'd  me  ilł:  be  bas  re^'d 
His  dangbter  Marcia  to  my  ardent  tows. 
Beaides,  bis  baffled  arma  and  ruibM  caoae 
Ara  bars  to  my  ambitton.    Csesar*a  ftiirour, 
That  abowera  down  greatness  on  bis  fricndsy  v9 

raise  me 
To  RoAie*a  fint  booours.    If  I  eive  np  Cato, 
I  cłaim  in  my  rewąrd  his  captire  daoght^.         , 
Bat  Syphax  comea !  «- 

SCENĘ  ni.  ' 

f  m 

mHAX,  nMPRewrtJf. 

BVPBAX«     >.'»•.  I 

->-SeniprotM«t,  all  is  tmt^t 
Vre  soonded  my  Nnmkltans,  man  by  osan. 
And  find  thcm  ripe  fw  a  TevoR :  ttaey  ril        • "' 
Complain  aloud  ó(  Cato*a  diseipline. 
And  walt  but  the  command  to  chaage  thdrmastsL 

IBMPROMiUa. 

BelieTO  me,  Sypbaz,  thece's  no  time  to  waslei 
Bt^i  whilat  we  speak,  oar  oon^neror  couea  oa^ 
And  gatben  ground  upon  os  every  nramenu 
Alaal  thou  know*st  not  Canar^s  active  soiil» 
With  what  a  drcadful  course^he  roshes  on 
From  war  to  war:  in  TaSo  hu  naturę  formM 
Mountaina  and  oceana  to  oppose  his  passage; 
He  bounds  o'er  all,  Tictońous  in  hia  marefa ; 
Tb9  Aips  and  Pyreneans  stnk  before  bim; 
Thronj^  winds,  and  waves,  and  storms,  be  wodo 

hia  way, 
Impatient  for  tbe  battle:  one  day  more 
Will  set  the  victor  tbundering  at  our  gatea. 
Rut  tatt  me,  hast  thou  yet  drawn-t/er  y oimg  Jdn] 
That  still  would  recommend  thee  more  to  C«.<ar, 
Aod  challenge  better  terma— 

■tpaaz. 

—Alas!  be*slost, 
He*s  loatf  Sempronins;  alt  bis  tlionghta  are  fail 
Of  CatO^s  ▼irtues— Sut  1*11  try  onee  more 
(For  erery  instant  I  cxpeet  bim  here) 
If  yet  I  can  subdue  tbose  stubbom  principtai 
Of  fiutb,  of  bonoar,  and  I  know  not  what, 
That  bare  corruptrd  his  Numidian  temper. 
And  struck  tb*  infection  intó  all  his  aoui 

aEUPROMIUS. 

Be  sura  to  prest  opon  fain  erery  motirei 


CATO. 
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ite*»  sttirender,  tinoe  hit  fktiier^s  deatb, 
Niul4  g\ve  np  AIHc  ialo  Casiar^s  luindsy 
Bd  maks  han  lonk  of  balf  tb«  bontiDg  sonę. 

fYPHAZ. 

But  is  it  trnę,  Sempronuifl^that  yoor  tenate 
cnllM  tofntber^  Gods!  thonmust  becaatioitf: 
■to  han  piercing  eyes,  and  will  discern 
nr  fimuds,  unIcM  they»re  oover*d  thick  with  art 

tfeirPRONIUS. 

Lct  me  a1on«,  good  Sjrphaz,  m  conoeil 

fy  thoughts  in  passion  ('tit  tbe  somt  wty); 

II  bellow  out  for  Ronie  and  for  my  country, 

nd  moath  at  Conr  Uli  I  «bake  the  aeiwte; 

ónr  cold  bypoorisy  't  a  stale  device, 

'  worn-^mt  trid^:  wmildtt  thoa  be  thon^bt  ili 


lothe  tby  feignM  seal  ra  ragę,  in  Łre,  in  (ury. 

8YPHAX. 

In  troth^  tboa*it  able  to  instruct  grey  bain^ 
nd  teach  tbe  wiły  Afiican  deooit! 

tBMPROVtDS. 

> 

Once  morę,  be  snre  to  try  thy  sicill  on  Juba^ 
leanwbile  IMI  hasten  to  my  Roman  sgldieri, 
iflaoie  tbe  mutiny,  and  underhand 
Iow  up  their  ditcoiitents,  tiP  they  break  ont 
alook^d  for^  and  discbarge  themseIveB  on  Cato. 
emember,  SypbaK,  we  must  work  in  baste: 
'  think  wbat  aoxioa8  moments  pass  between 
be  birth  of  plots,  and  their  last  fittąl  periods. 
4i !  'tis  a  dreadful  interval  of  time, 
iird  np  with  borrour  all,  and  bis:  with  death ! 
lOitniction  hanga  on  every  word  we  speak, 
to  eTery  tbougbt,  till  tbe  condudiag  stcoke 
letemuaes  al^  and  cloaea  our^design*         [JSn<. 

^tt  try  if  yet  1  can  reduee  to  reason 

his  hoid-strong  youtb,  and  make  him  spum  at 

Cato. 
tie  tioie  ia  short,  Cteaar  cofnes  nishing  on  na— 
ut  hoid !  young  Juba  9ees  me,  and  approacbea. 

SCENĘ  IV. 

JUBA,  SYPHiUE. 
JI7BA. 

Syphax,  I  joy  to  meet  thee  tbns  alone. 
haTe  ob8erv*d  of  late  thy  looks  are  fallen, 
^crcaft  wHb  jrloomy  cares,  and  discontent: 
ben  tell  me,  Syphax,  I  conjnre  thee,  tell  me, 
IThat  are  the  thooghts  that  knit  thy  brow  in 

frowns, 
irJ  tntn  thine  eye  thut  coldly  on  tby  |>rłnce? 

STPHA\. 

Tifl  not  my  talent  to  conceal  my  tbougfatf, 
or  carry  amilet  and  sun-shine  in  my  fiuće, 
Hien  diJcontent  sita  heary  at  my  beart. 
bave  not  yet  io  much  tbe  Roman  in  me. 

JUBA. 

Why  dost  thnu  cast  uut  aach  ungpnerouff  terma 
j^ainst  the  lorda  and  80vereign8  of  the  worid? 
K>8t  thoonot  see  matikind  fali  down  before  them, 
Lnd  own  tbe  force  of  their  superior  virtoe  } 
I  there  a  natton  in  tbe  wilds  of  Afric, 
imłdat.our  barren  rocka  and  buming  aanda, 
'bat  doea  not  tremble  at  the  Roman  name  ? 


flTPlUK* 


Gods !  wbere'8  the  worth  tbat  seta  thia  people  np 
Above  your  own  Numid*ia'a  tawny  sona  ? 
Do  they  with  tougher  ainews  bend  the  bow? 
Or  flies  the  javelin  swifter  to  iu  mark, 
lanch^d  from  the  vigour  of  a  Roman  ann? 
Who  like  onr  actiTe  African  instructs 
The  fiery  steed,  and  traioa  him  to  his  haiid  ? 
Or  guidea  in  troops  th>  cihhattled  elepbant, 
Łoi^n  with  war?   These,  these  are  arts»  my 

prince,  »• 

In  which  yonr  Zama  does  no^stoop  to  Romę. 

JUBA. 

.   These  atl  kte  tirtnes  of  a  tcnner  rank, 
Perfe(*tiona  tbat  are  plaoM  in  bones  and  ncrres. 
A  Roman  aonl  ia  bent  on  bigher  ♦iews : 
To  cirilise  tbe  nide  nnpolish^d  woftr!. 
And  lay  it  nnder  tbe  restraint  of  lawa; 
To  make  man  mlld  and  aociable  to  man; 
To  cuitirate  the  wild  licantious  aayage 
Wth  wiadom,  discipline,  and  liberał  arta; 
Th'  embelliahmenfa  of  h'fe:  virtues  fike  these 
Make  human  naturę  shine,  reform  the  soul. 
And  break  onr  fierce  barbarians  into  meu. 

lYPHAZ. 

Patience,  kind  Heaven8!-«Excnse  an  old  man's 
warmth. 
What  are  tbese  wundrous  civilizing  arts, 
Thia  Roman  poliah,  and  this  smooth  behaTłonr* 
That  rendcr  man  £hua  tiactable  and  tamę? 
Are  they  not  oniy  to  disguiae  our  paasions. 
To  set  our  looks  at  variance  with  our  tboughtSf 
To  check  the  start)  and  saltiea  of  the  aont, 
Aod  break  ofTall  its  commcrce  with  the  tongue; 
In  short,  to  change  as  into  otbercreaturcs 
Than  what  our  naturę  and  tbe  gods  dcsignM  us? 

JUBA« 

To  strike  thee  dnmb,.tuniup  tbJne  eycs  to 
Cato!     . 
There  iiiay*Rt  thou  see  to  wbat  a  gpdUke  beigbt 
The  Romafi  virtues  liii  up  mortai  man. 
Wbile  good,  andjust,  and  anxious  for  his  frienda, 
He'8  Btill  seTcrely  bent  against  himself ; 
Kenoundog  sleep,  and  rest,  aod  food,  and  ease, 
He  atriWswith  thirstand  hunger,  toii  aud  beat; 
And  when  his  Ibrtune  sett  beftire  him  all 
The  pompa  and^pleasures  that  bissoui  can  wisli. 
His  ligU  virtue  will  accept  of  nonę. 

8YPRAX. 

Belie^e  m%  prince,  therc*s  not  an  African 
Tbat  traTcraes  our  va.«tt  Numidlan  de«erts 
(n  ąwest  of  prey,  and  livea  upoo  hts  bow, 
Butbetter  practiaea  theae  boasted  virtnc9. 
Coarse  are  Kia  mealst,  the  fortunę  of  the  chtfso; 
Amidst  the  ninning  stream  be  slakes  bis  thirbt, 
ToiU  all  the  day,  and  ot  the  apprrmch  of  ni^bt 
On  the  first  friendly  bank  he  thfows  btm  down, 
Or  rests  his  bead  upon  a  rock  till  mom : 
Thenrises  freah,  pun>U"shU  wonted  gamę. 
And  if  tbe  folK»wing  day  he  chaoce.to  find, 
A  new  lYpaat,  or  an  untasited  spring, 
Blesses  his  stars,  and  tbinks  it  luxury. 

JYBA. 

Thy  projńilicrs,  Syphax,  wfeń*t  discerti 
Włiat  vlrtues  grow  frohi  l?u(irance  atid  choicei 
>fur  how  the  hero  difl^r«  froift  the  brote. 
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But  grani  that  others  could  with  eqaal  glory 
liook  dowD  OB  pł^asures  and  tbe  bałU  ik  aeliae, 
Whcre  sliall  we  find  the  mao  that  bean  affliction, 
(ireai  an<|  inajeltic  in  bis  griefii,  like  Cattj? 
IKarens,  witb  wbat  streogth,  what  steadioess  of 

mhid, 
Ne  triumpłis  in  the  mid^t  of  all  bi«  anfieriaga! 
How  doct  hc  rise  against  a  load  of  aroefl, 
A  od  thank  tbe  gods  tbat  tbrow  tbe  weigbt  opon 

bim! 

•YPRAY. 

» 

n^is  pridp,  rank  pride,  and  haugbttness  of  sonl: 
I  think  the  Romans  cal(  it  stoici«n. 
Had  not  your  royal  fiatber  thoogbt  so  bigbljr 
Of  lUmian  virtue,  and  of  Cato*s  eaoae» 
He  bad  not  falfn  by  a  slsTe^s  band  inglońons: 
Nor  would  bis  abuaghtei^d  anny  now  have  laia 
On  Afrł(!*8  tanda,  disfigurM  witb  tfaeir  wounds. 
To  gorge  tbe  wolvea  and  vu1turea  of  Numidia. 

JUBA. 

Why  dost  tboD  cali  my  sorrows  np  afresh? 
My  iath<.T's  name  bńngs  tears  into  my  eyes. 

•YPilAX« 

Ofat  tbat  yott'd  profit  by  yoor  father^s  iUs ! 

JUBA. 

Wbat  wouldst  thou  have  mc  do? 


SYPBAZ. 


JUBA. 


Abandon  Cato. 


Syphax,  I  sbould  be  morę  tban  iwice  an  orpban 
By  iucb  a  loss. 

•TPHAX. 

Ay,  there*8  the  tife  that  binds  you! 
Yon  long  to  rall  him  father.    Marcła's  charms 
Work  in  your  bcart  unseen,  and  ptead  for  Cato. 
Mo  wonder  you  are  deaf  to  al]  I  say. 

JUBA. 

Syphaa,  yonr  zeal  becomes  impoilnnate: 
I*ve  hitherto  permitted  it  to  rave, 
Aodtalk  at  lirrge;  bot  Icarn  to  kcep  it  in, 
Łest  it  sbould  take  mora  freedom  than  III  gi?e  it. 

8VPHAX. 

Str,  your  great  father  never  us*d  me  thus. 
Alas,  h(f'8  dead !  but  can  you  e*er  forget 
Tbe  tender  sorrows,  ąnd  the  pangs  of  naturę, 
The  fbnd  eml^races,  and  repeated  blessiuTs, 
Whicfc  you  drew  from  him  in  yourtast  farewell? 
Still  must  I  cherish  the  dear  sad  remembrauce, 
At  oncp  to  torturę  aud  to  please  my  soul. 
The  good  old  king,  at  parting,  wrung  my  band, 
(HiMcyed  brlm-full  of  tears)  thcn  sigMng  cryM, 
•*  Pr*ythfe  be  carefui  of  my  son  !'*— his  grief 
Sweird  up  so  bigb  hc  could  not  uttcr  morę. 

JOBA. 

Alas,  thy  story  melts  away  my  amil. 
That  hest  of  fathere !  how  shal!  1  discharge 
Tbe  gratitude  and  duty  whicb  I  owe  him  t 

tYPUAX. 

By  layfng  np  bii  counsels  in  your  beart. 

JUBA. 

His  couasels  bada  me  yield  to  thy  directions: 


Tben,  Sypbaz,  ebkfe  mt  in 

Vent  all  thy  paaaioa,  and  111  atand  iu  ahoek, 

Calm  and  unruiBad  asa  sammer-aea, 

Whien  not  a  breath  of  wind  flics  o*er  ita  waifaa, 

ITfOAZ. 
Alai»  my  prinoe,  Vd  gaide  yoa  to  yoor  aafety. 

JCBA« 

1  do  believe  thoo  wouldst;  bot  tell  oie  bowł. 

SYPHAX. 

Fly  firom  tbe  taU  tbąt  fi4lova  Cenc**  fioef. 

JCMA. 

My  fbther  soora'd  to  do*L 

STPHAZ. 

Aodtherefaredy*^ 

JUBA. 

Better  to  die  ten  thooaand  tbooaand  deaŁh% 
Than  wound  my  bonoar. 

SYPHAr. 

Rather  aay  yoor  lorę. 

JUBA. 

Syphaa,  (*Te  promń*d  to  preserre  my  tcmpet. 
Why  wilt  thou  nrge  me  to  confess  a  fiame, 
I  long  bave  stifled,  and  would  faiu  conctiaŁ? 

fYPIiAS. 

Beliere  me»  prince,  'tis  hard  to  cotiqoer  lov^ 
But  easy  to  divert  and  break  tts  force: 
Abscnce  might  cnre  it,  or  a  second  mistreaB 
Light  up  another  flame,  and  pot  ont  tbis. 
The  glowtng  dames  of  Zama'8  royai  ooort 
HaTe  fsees  flosbt  with  morę  eTalted  ebanoi; 
Tbe  Sun,  tbat  roRs  his  cbariot  o'er  their  heads, 
Works  np  morę  fire  and  ooloar  in  tbeir  chceks: 
Werę  you   wtth   tbese,  my  prince^  yoa*d  to^^ 

forget 
Tbe  pale  mmpcn*d  beauties  of  tbe  nortb. 

JUBA. 

*Ti8  not  a  set  of  features,  or  complecioo, 
Tbe  tincture  of  a  skin,  tbat  1  admire. 
Beauty  soon  grows  familiar  to  the  lower, 
Fades  in  bis  eye,  and  palla  upon'tbe  seose. 
The  Tirtuoos  Marcia  towen  abo^e  ber  sex ; 
True,  sbe.is  fair,  (ob,  bow  dtYinc^y  iiMr !) 
But  still  tbe  lovely  oiaid  impro«-«s  ber  ebMaa 
With  inward  graatness,  mwJIćcted  wiadoBti 
And  sanctity  of  manners.     Cattł's  aoul 
Sbineaout  in  every  thing  sbe  acta  or  apeaka, 
While  winning  mildnesaand  attrartire  smiles 
DweH  in  ber  looksi  and  witb  becomiug  grace 
So£ten  the  rigour  of  ber  &tber*s  ▼irtoet. 

SYPHAT. 

How  does  your  toogue  grow  wanton  io  ber 
praisel 
But  on  my  knees  1  beg  yoo  woo&d  consider-* 

ikn^r  MABCIA  and  LUCiA. 
JUBA. 

Hahl  Sypbax,  is*t  not  s^!— Sie  mores  €Ui 
way : 
A  nd  with  ber  Lucia,  Łacins*8  fisir  daoghter. 
My  beart  beats  tluck— 1  pł'jtbce«  Sypbą;c,  kifi 

me.  I 


i 


CATO. 
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thousuid  cuł-ses  fasten  on  thcm  both  ! 
fow^  wjtl  thłs  womun  with  a  single  glatice 
J^tido,  .wbat  rve  beeo  labouriog  all  this  while. 

JUBA,  MARCTA,  LUCIA- 
JUBA. 

Hail  channing  ina'id,how  does  thy  beaaty  smooth 
"be  face  of  war,  and  make  ev^n  borrotu*  smile ! 
it  sig.ht  of  thee  my  heart  shakes  off  its  sorrows; 

f«sel  a  dami  of  joy  break  in  opon  faie, 
jmI  htt  a.  while  forget  th'  appioach  of  Cesar. 

MAHCIA. 

I  ahould  be  griev*d,  young  prmce,  to  think  my 
presence 
^nbeiit  your  Łhoughts,  and  slackenM  Łbem  to  arms, 
l^hjle,  wami  wtth  slaugbter,  our  vJcturjou8  foe 
ilireateos  aloud,  and  calls  you  to  the  field. 

JUBA. 

O  Marria,  let  me  hope  thy  kind  conccrns 
knd  ^entle  wishes  fbtlow  me  to  battle! 
*he  ihoagbt  will  give  new  vJgour  to  my  arm, 
Ldd  stren^rth  and  weight  to  my  desccndiug  sword, 
Lod  drive  it  in  a  tempest  on  the  foe. 

MARCIA. 

,  My  prayera  and  wishes  always  shall  atten^ 
*hc  friends  of  Romę,  tbe  gloriaus  cause  of  vtrtne, 
Liid  men  approv*d  of  by  the  gods  and  Cato. 

» 

JUBA. 

That  iuba  may-deMrre  thy  pious  cares, 
'II  garze  for  «ver  on  thy  godlike  father, 
Trafisplantin^,  one  by  one,  into  pay  life 
lis  bright  perfeotions,  tii|  I  ahine  like  bim» 

'  tlARCIA. 

Itfj  fatber  Qever  at  a  time  Hke  tbi« 
^ould  lay  out  his  great  boul  in  woids,  and  waste 
uch  precious  mopoeuts. 

JUBA. 

Thy  reproofjł  arć  just, 
Tioa  virtuoa»inaid:  W!  haśten  to  my  troop«, 
Ind  firc  th*>ir  langtiid  souls  with  Cato'8  viftue; 
r  e*<;r  I  lead  them  to  the  /ield,  when  ałl 
'*he  war  shall  stand  rang'd  in  its  just  array, 
Lud  di-eadfn!  pomp,  theii  triłl  I  thmk  on  thee! 
>  lovely  maid,  then  will  1  think  on  thee! 
inny  fn  the  ahoek  of  chargtng  ho«ts,  r«nemb«r 
¥hat  glt^ious  dceds  shoold  grace  the  man,  wfao 

hopes 
^w  MaTcia'8  Iovc.  [ExiL 

tvtiA, 

Marcia,  you*re  too  serere: 
Iow  could  you  chide  the  youug  good-catur*d 

prince, 
ind  drive  him  from  you  with  so  stern  an  aJr, 
i  prihcc  that  lov«8  and  dotes  on  you  to  death? 

MARCIA. 

Tis  tberefore,  Lucia,  that  I  chide  him  from  me. 
ifs  air,  his  yoice,  his  looks,  and  honest  soul, 
iprak  all  to  moYingfy  in  his  behalf, 

dare  not  trtut  myself  to  hcar  him  talk. 

LUCIA. 

Wby  will  yoQ  figbt  against  so  sweet  a  passion, 
ind  stcftl  your  heart  to  sucb  a  world  of  charms } 


MARCIA. 

How,  Lucia!  would^st  tbou  harc  mcsiiik  awajr 
In  pleasing  dreams,  and  loee  myself  in  love, 
Wheu  evi9ry  momeot  Cato^s  Hfu*6  at  stake? 
Cffi$ar  comes  arm'd  with  terrour  and  reyenge. 
And  aims  his  thunder  9t  my  father^s  heaJ: 
Should  not  tbe  sad  occasion  swallow  up 
&ly  otber  carei,  and  draw  them  all  into  it? 

LUCIA. 

Why  have  not  I  this  constancy  of  mind, 
W  ho  have  so  many  griefs  to  try  its  force? 
Surę,  Naturę  forni*d  me  of  her  sbftest  raould* 
Enfeebled  all  my  soul  with  tender  passions, 
And  souk  me  ev'n  below  my  own  weak  sex : 
Pity  and  loTe^  by  tums»  oppress  my  heart. 

MARCIA. 

Lucia,  disburthen  all  thy  carcs  ón  me. 
And  let  me  sbare  thy  most  retir'd  distress; 
Tell  me  who  ialses  up  this  confiict  ia  tbtś, 

LUCIA. 

I  need  not  blush  toname  Łbem,  when  I  tell  thee 
They're  Marcia*s  brotbers^  and  tbe  sons  of  Cato. 

MARCIA. 

Th^  bóth  behold  thee  withtheir  stster's  cyesj 
And  often  have  rcnTalM  their  passion  to  me. 
But  tell  me,  whose  address  thon  favour'st  most  ? 
1  long  to  know,  and  yet  I  drcad  to  bear  it 

LUCIA: 

Which  is  it  Marcia  wishes  for> 

MARCIA. 

For  neithec— -»- 
And  yet  for  both«^The  youths  have  equal  sb^re 
In  Mareia's  wishes,  aud  divide  their  si&tert 
But  tell  me  which  of  Uiem  is  Lucia's  cbuicc.? 

LUCIA. 

Marcia,  tbcy  both  arft  hi^h  in  my  esteem. 
But  in  my  love — Why  wiit  thou  make  me  oame 

him  ? 
Thou  know*st,  it  is  a  blind  and  foolish  passion, 
Pleas*d  and  disgusted  with  łt  knows  not  what. 

MARCIA. 

O  Lucia,  Fm  perplex'd :  O  tell  me  which 
I  raust  hereafter  cali  my  happy  brother } 

LUCIA. 

Suppose  *twere  Portius,  could  you  blamc  mf 
chołce } 

0  Portius,  thou  hast  stoPn  away  my  soul ! 
With  what  a  graceful  tendeines^  hc  Joves  I 
And  breatbes  the  softest,  the  sincerćst  rows ! 
Ćomplacency,  and  tnith,  and  maoly  sweetness, 
Dwell  eyer  on  his  tongue,  and  smooth  his  tbongbts. 
Marcus  is  over-warm,  bis  fond  complaints 

Hav'e  BO  much  earnestness  and  passion  i  u  them, 

1  bear  him  with  a  secret  kind  of  dread, 
Andtremble  at  his  vehemtece  of  temper. 

MARCIA. 

Alas,  poor  youth!  how  canst  thou  ihrow  him 
from  thee?  [the«;; 

Lucia,  tbou  know*8t  not  half  the  love  be  bfars 
Wbene*cr  he  speaks  of  thee,  his  heart's  in  flames, 
He  sends  out  all  hii»  soul  in  every  word,  [ported. 
And  thinks,  and  talks,  and  looks  like  one  trau^^ 
Unhappy  youth !  how  will  thy  coldness  raise 
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Tempttts  and  storms  in  liis  «fflictocl  boMDi ! 
I  dread  tbe  ooBsćąueace — 

*    Y<m  Mem  to  pleid 
AgUMt  yoar  brcither  Portii 


Heaven  MmAI 
Kad  Portiiu  been  tlie  ontuocessful  lorw, 
The  samo  conuwiiMion  would  hare  faU'ii  on  bim. 

ŁUCtA. 

Wat  ev«r  Tii^gin  loro  diatresŁ  like  minę! 
Portini  himself  olt  fialls  in  teara  before  me, 
Aa  tf  be  moimi*d  hia  ńval*s  ill  aueceaiy 
Tben  bida  me  hidc  tbe  motiona  of  my  heart, 
Nor  ahow  wbich  way  it  turna.    So  much  be  feara 
Tbe  sad  effocta  that  it  wouM  bave  on  M  arena. 

MARCIA. 

He  knowa  too  weU  how  easily  be*«  fir'd, . 
And  would  not  plunge  his  |>rother  in  despair. 
But  waiU  for  bappier  timea^and  kinder  momentc. 

I^CIA. 

Alas!  too  late  I  find  nayacif  invohM 
In  endłcs^  gried  and  labyriotba  of  woe» 
Bora  to  afflict  my  MaTcia'^  family. 
And  aow  dissension  in  tbe  beart^  uf  brotbers. 
TormttatiDg  Łhought!  it  outa  mc  to  my  soul. 

MARCIA. 

Lei  na  not,  Lucia,  aggrarate  our  aorrows, 
But  to  tbe  gods  peitnit  tb*  event  of  thinga. 
Our  Hves,  discolouT^d  witb  our  present  woes, 
May  atill  gro  w  brigbt,  and  imile  witb  bappier 
bours. 

So  tbe  pure  limptd  streami  wb(!n  foni  witb  stalna 
Of  mahing  toirenta,  and  descending  ratna. 
Worka  itaelf  c\ear,  and,  aa  it  runa,  reftnes; 
Till,  by  degref  a  tbe  floating  mirror  abinca, 
I^eflecta  each  flower  that  on  the  border  growa, 
And  a  new  HeaTen  ia  ita  fiair  bosom  abows. 

[EftuiU. 


.  ACT  II.    SCENE  I. 
The  SEKATą. 

•BMPROHIUB. 

Romb  atill  8orviveB  in  thia  aaaembled  acnate! 
■  Let  us  remember  we  are  Cato*a  friends, 
And  act  like  men  wbo  claim  that  glorioua  title. 

Cato  will  aoon  be  bera,  and  open  to  na 
Tb'  occasion  of  oor  ineeting.   -Hark !  )ie  cQvnn  { 

[A  tound  qf  trumps^, 
May  all  ibe  guardian  goda  of  Romę  <lirect  bim ! 

Enłer  CATO. 
CVTO. 

PatbcTB,  we  oiice  again  are  met  in  oooncil. 
Cacsai^a  apprwicb  baa  aummonM  u»  ln^tberi 
-  And  Romę  attenda  ber  fate  firoin  our  reaolTesfr 
How^aball  we  treat  thia  bold  aapiring  man? 
Succeaa  «tinfonoar.*bim,  and  backa  hi^ertmea: 
Pharaafia  gave  bim  Romę;  Egypt  baa  ałno© 
RtyjfirM  hia  y<)ke,  and  the  Whole  Nile  is  Caesar^a. 
Why  shoutd  I  mcntiou  Juba'8  overthrow, 
And  Scipio'a  deatb?  Numidia'8  buming  sandi 


Still  amoke  witb  blood.  TłJ  time  We  aUooH  decree 
What  cooTM  to  Uke.    Our  foe  adnacca  ob  q^ 
And  enviea  na  ev'o  Libya*a  aołtry  deaerta.       [W 
Fathera,  pronomioe  yonr  tboagtats:  are  thcy  IDB 
To  hołd  it  out,  and  Ogbt  it  to  the  last  ? 
Or  are  yoar  bearU  aubdaed  at  length,aiid  wioogbt 
By  time  and  ill  soccess  to  a  aubmittion? 
Semproniua,  apeak* 

SBMPROHnm. 

My  voioe  ia  atill  for  war. 
Ooda,  can  a  Roniao  aenate  long  debatę 
Whicb  «C  tha  ftwo  to  cbooae,  alav«ry  or  deatk!  . 
No,  let  ua  liae  at  oncę,  gjrd  on  our  awoida. 
And,  at  the  bead  of  our  remainiog  troopa* 
Attack  tbe  foe,  braak  throogh  the  thick  array 
Of  bis  tbrong'd  legiona,  and  cbarge  home  npoo 

bim; 
Perhapf  aome  arm,  morę  lucky  tban  tbe  rest, 
May  reacb  bU  heart,  and  free  tbe  worid  froai 

bondage. 
Riae,  fttber9,  riae;  Via  Romę  dpmaods  your  help; 
Rise,  and  revenge  ber  slaughter'd  citizens, 
Or  ahare  tbeir  iate:  the  curpa  of  haif  ber  aenate 
Manurt:  tbe  fields  of  Tbcswly,  while  we 
Sit  here,  deliberaling  in  rold  debatea, 
1f  we  abould  sacri(ice  our  lives  to  honoor, 
Or  wear  them  out  in  aervitade  and  cbains. 
Rouae  up  fDr  abame !  oinr  brotbera  of  Pbarsalia 
Point  at  tbeir  woumla,  and  ery  aloud— to  battle! 
Great  Pompey*a  shade  complaina  that  we  are  slow, 
.\nd  5cipio*a  gbost  walka  uareveng'd  amoogst  us. 

CATO. 

Let  not  a  torrent  of  impetuoua  aeal 
Transport  tbee  thua  beyond  tbe  bonnds  of  reano: 
True  furtitude  it  aeen  in  gn»t  esploils, 
That  juKtice  warranta,  and  that  wiadom  gnidea; 
All  else  ia  towering  phrensy  and  diatractioo. 
Are  not  the  lires  of  thoae,  wbo  draw  tbe  swoid 
In  Rome'«  defence,  cntruated  to  our  care? 
Should  we  thua  iead  them  to  a  6ełd  of  slangbtn> 
Migbt  not  th'  impartial  worid  witb  rcason  aay,. 
We  la^iabM  at  our  deaths  the  bb>od  of  tboosaalls. 
To  grace  oor  fali,  and  make  otir  ruin  gioriona? 
Łttcraa,  we  next  would  know  wbatfa  yoar  opiaien. 

ŁtJCIUS. 

My  thoughta,  I  moit  conieaa,  are  tnmM  ob 
Already  ba^a  oor  quarrtla  filPd  tbe  wurid  [pcaoe. 
Wilb  widowa  aad  witb  orpbana;  Sc/tbiajpMN|i»a 
Our  gtalty  waia,  and  Earih^a  remoteft  r^gppns  . 
Lie  half  unpeopled  by  the  ftuds  of  Romę: 
Tia  thae  to  aheath  tbe  sword,  and  apare  mankiad. 
It  ia  not  C»aa^,  bat  the  goda,  ny  tebeai^ 
The  goda  declare  against  na,  aod  rapol. 
Our  vain  attempta.    To  arge  the  foo^to  bat«la» 
(Prompted  by  blind  reTenge  and  wiW  deapair) 
Werc  to  refuae  tb*  awarda  of  proTidence,^     ^ 
And  not  to  reat  in  Heaven*a  detcnninatiom. ' 
Already  hare  we  shown  our  lorę  to  Romę: 
Now  let  na  ahow  submisaion  to  Ibe  gods. 
We  took  up  arma,  not  to  reyenge  ourselTea, 
But  free  the  commonwetHb ;  when  this  eod  &ib» 
Arma  have  no  fortber  asę;  our  couiitry'9  raoce, 
That  drew, our  awofda,  now.  wrestą  ^em  froqi  om 
And  bida  ua  not  delight  in  Roman  blood    [Ufada, 
Unprofitably  abed ;  what  men  could  do 
la  done  already:  Hearen  aiid  Earth  will  wil 
If  Roma  muat  fallj  tbat  we  are  innooent. 


CATO*, 
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This  sttiiiolli  diwoMne  a^  miłd  bel«viottr  ofl 

ooceal  a  traitor^Bometbiog  wbisporame 
B  ia  not  rigfatt^Cato^  beware  of  Łnciiiai 

[AtkktoCat9. 

CATa 

lirt  us  ftp^r  not  rasb  nor  diffident: 
mnoderatc  va]our  sweils  into  a  feult, 
knd  fear,  admilted  ioto  paUie  conncils, 
ietrays  Jike  treasoik    Lei  us  shun  tbem  boib, 
atbenr,  I  cannot  see  tbat  ouf  afTaira    [round  U8 ; 
rt  mwn  thus  desperate.    We  hare  bdlwarks 
^ithiA  our  walls  are  troops  inur*tf  to  totl 
1  Afrić^s  beat«,  and  seasonM  to  tbe  Sun; 
rumidia'ii  ftpacibus  kingom  li«9  bebind  ut, 
t«kly  to  rise  at  tts  yourig  prince*8  cali. 
l^btlst  tbere  is  bope,do  not  distrust  the  sods; 
^ut  wait  at  least  tiil  Ciesar*!!  near  approach 
■'orce  ns  to  yietd.    *Twil1  nevei^  be  totflate 
"o  aue  for  chains,  and  own  a  conqueror. 
ITby  shonld  Romę  fali  a  moment  ere  ber  time? 
To,  let  us  draw  ber  term  of  freedom  out 
D  i  ta  fuli  length,  atid  spin  \t  to  the  latt. 
b  ahali  ve  gain  still  one  day*s  liberty ; 
ind  let  me  pmsh,  bot  lo  Cato'«  jif dgment, 
i  day ,  an  bour  of  vtTtuou8  libertyi 
I  wortb  a  wbole  eternity  iu  bondage. 

JSnitr  MARCCTB. 

HARCUS. 

Fathers,  this  moment  aa  I  watcbVłtbe  gates^ 
dDdg*d  oa  my  post,  a  herald  is  arriv*d 
'rom  Cassar*8  camp,  and  witb  bim  comes  old 

Decins* 
Ipta^ma^  kniprht;  he  carries  in  his  looks 
mpatienca,  and  demanda  to  spoak  to  Cato. 

'  CATO. 

jRjr  yoor  permissioo,  fiithcrs',  bid  him  <*nter, ' 

[Bxit  Mareut, 
lecins  was  once  my  friend;  but  other  prospecŁa 
Iave  loos'd  those  ti^,  and  bound  hiln  fest  to 
lis  une^sage  may  determioe  our  resolyes.  [Csnar. 

jEn^.j^BCiUB. 

DEClUft. 

Cesar  sends  beolth  to  Cato^ 

CATO. 

Conld  be  tend  it 
^  CktoTs  statigbter'd  friends,  it  wcuM  be  welcome. 
Tś.  not  your  oiiiers  to  address  the  i^narte^ 

II0CIUS. 

My  tesiMM  ia  witb  Cato:  Coesaraees  [knows 
"be  atreighta  to  wbicb  you*re  dri^en^  and*  aa  be 
Mo*a  bigh  wortb,  is  anyions  for  his  lifo. 

CATO. 

My  Itfe  is  gniftod  on  tbe  fate  of  Romę: 
Touid  he  sava  Cato»  bid  him  spare  hia  C04ntry. 
*eH  your  dictator  tbis ;  and  tell  him  Cato 
^iadaina  a^iie,  which  be  bas  power  to.  ofier. 

Rome  ftnd  ber  stnators  submit  to  Onsar ; 
ler  generats  and  ber  cotisuls  are  no  morę, 
Vho    check'd   his    conątiests,  and-  denyM    bis 

triompfas.  -* 

ffhj  wtU  not  Cato  be  fbSs  C«iar's  friend? 


Those  veiy  reatona,  thou  hast  wrg'd«  foibid  it. 

^  DBC1I79. 

Cato,  rve  eidera  to  espofltulate. 
And  reason  witb  yon  as  from  firiend  to  firiend:  . 
Think.on  tbestorm  that  gathers  o'cr  your  head^ 
And  tbreatens  every  hoor  to  burst  npon  it ; 
SŁiN  may  youctand  high  in  your  country*s  bonours. 
Do  but  oomply»  and  make  your  peace  witb  CataTi 
Romę  will  iwjoice,  and  cast  iU  eyaa  on  Cat«^ 
As  on  tbe  second  of  mankiad. 

CATa 

Ko  morel  ' 

I  mnst  not  tbink  of  life  on  such  condition8» 

DBCIUt. 

Ca»ar  is  well  acąuainted  witb  your  virtQ(«, 
And  therefore  sets  th«e  valne  on  your  Itfe : 
Let  him  but  know  the  price  of  Cato's  friendship. 
And  name  your  tenns. 

CATO. 

Bid  bim  disband  his  legionSi 
Restóre  the  commonweaitb  to  liberty, 
Submit  hi» actions  tothe  pnblic censore. 
And  stand  tbe  judgmeDt  cf  a  Roman  aenate, 
Bid  him  do  this,  and  Cato  is  his  friend. 

DBCIDS. 

Cato,  the  world  talks  loadly  of  your  wisdom— 

CATO. 

r 

Kay  morc,  thongb  Cato'^  voice  was  ne*er  etos 
ploy»d 
To  elear  the  guilty,  and  to  Tamish  crlmes,     ,    a 
Mysielf  will  mouot  the  rostrum  iu  bis  faToor, 
Ąnd  sŁrive  to  ^in  hia  pardon  from  the  people; 

DBCIUS. 

A  style  like  this  becomes  a  compilei^r. 

CATO. 

Decins,  A  style  like  this  becomes  «  itomenf 

DECIU8» 

What  is  a  Roman,  that  is  Caesar^s  foeł 

€A)^ 

Greater  tban  CsMar»  he's  a  friend  to  ▼hrtne. 

OBCIUS. 

ConsideTy  Cato,  you're  in  Utica, 
And  at  the  bead  of  your  own  little  senate; 
Yon  don*t  oow  thunder  in  tbe  capilol, 
Witb  all  the  mouths  of  Róme  lo  sccoiid  yon. 

CATa  •    - 

Let  him  consider  tiiat,  wfao  driires  us  hither : 
Tis  Cs?8ar*s  sword  bas  madę  Rome's  senate  little* 
And  thinn*d  its  ranks.    Alas  \  tby  dazzled  eye 
Beholds  this  man  in  a  ftdse  glaring  light,     [bim; 
Wbieb  oonąoest  and  ^uccess  bave  thrown  upoa 
Didst  thou  bfit  riew  bim  right,  thouMst  see  hhn 

black  '  !' 

Witb  murder,  treaspn,  sacfilege,  and  erimes 
That  strike  my  sot^l  witb  harrour  bot  to  name. 

tbem. 
I  know  thou  look'st  on  me,  aa  on  a  wretcb 
Beset  with  iłls,  ond  00Ter*d  a'itb  misfortunes ; 
But  by  tbe  gods  I  swenr,  milHons  of  worlds  . 
Shottld  aefer  buy  me  te  be  like  tbat  Cssaar. 


.^    I 
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ł>iicroii 

Doei  Ctoto  Mttf  tbis  ^Mwer  baek  Ito  C«Mr,  • 
For  aU  bis  generons  cant^sod  profilsr^d  frieodi hip? 

Hm  cares  for  me  are  imolent  and  Tam : 
Presumptucyus  man!  the  gods  take  care  of  Cato. 
Wuuld  Csesar  thow  the  greatnera  of  his  soiiI, 
Bid  him  tmploy  bis  care  for  these  my  friends, 
And  make  }ruod  ase  of  bis  ill-gotten  power 
By  sheltertn;  men  much  better  than  bimself. 

bFXIUS. 

Your  lii^b  unoonqncr*d  heart  makeB  yon  fofget 
That  youYe  a  Dian.  You  rush  on  your  di^struction. 
But  I  have  done.     Whcn  I  relate  hereafter 
The  tale  of  tbis  trahappgr  eml^asBy, 
AU  Romę  will  be  io  tears.  ,.  U^^- 

aSBIFBUllUB. 

Cato,  we  thank  tbee. 
The  mighty  genius  of  immortal  Romę  -    - 

Speaks  in  thy  voicp,  tby  so^l  breatbes  liberty: 
Cflesar  viii  shrink  to  bear  the  wurds  thou  utter*st; 
And  shudder  iu  Łbe  mid^sŁ  of  all  bis  conqu^ts.       , 

UJCIOI. 

The  iienate  owns  its  gmtitnde  to  Cato, 
l^ho  włth  to  great  a  soul  eonsnlts  Its  saftty. 
And  guards  our  live«  whtle  be  neglects  his  own. 

SBKPBONIUl. 

Semprontus  gircs  naibaoks  on  this  account, 
Lttcjus  seems  food  of  life ;  but  vbat  is  life?      ' 
'^Fis  not  to  śtalk  about,  and  di-a^e  fresb  air 
Frum  time  U>  time,  or  ga74;  upon  the  ^ud| 
Tis  tj^  be  frce.  ^Whcn  liberty  is  goni;.  ; 
Life  grows  insipid,  aud  bas  tost^its  relish*       .. 
O  could  my  d''y Ing  band  but  lodge  a  sword 
In  C«»ar'8  bosom,  and  rorenge  my  country. 
By  Heavenf  1  could  ei^oy  tfae  panga  of  death. 
And  smile  in  agony. 

LDCICS. 

•  * 

Otbert  perhaps 
May  tenre  tbeir  couniry  witb  as  warm  a  2cal, 
Thoagh  *tit  nót  kindted  iitto  so  much  rage» 

SEMPROirtUS. 

Tbis  flober  condnct  is  a  migbty  Tiirtiie 
Id  luke-warm  patriots* 

CATO. 

Come  f  no  morę,  Seinpronius : 
Atl  here  are  friimds  to  Romę,  and  to  eacfa  other. 
J.et  us  not  weaken  stfll  the  weaker  side, 
By  our  diyisions. 

MOiPRMilM*. 

Cato,  my  resentments 
Are  sarrific^d  to  Ruine— I  stand  rrproT^d. 

CATO. 

Fatbers,  *tis  tiipe  you  come  to  a  Ksolre. 

LUCIUS. 

Cato,  we  all  go  into  your  opinioii. 
C»8ar*s  beba\  iour  bas  convincM  the  se.nate 
We  ought  to  ho!d  it  o«t  tUl  tcniis  arrive. 

SBMPROmOS. 

We  ongbt  to  bold  it  out  till  death ;  bnt,  Cato, 
My  pri?ate  Toioe  is  druwn*d  amid  tbc  8cnate's, 


TheB  kt  ••  rise,  miy  fnenda,  and  ttfire  to  iUI 
Tbis  litd«iaiMrval,  this  paaae  of  life, 
( While  yat  odr  iiberiy  aad  faUa  ara^ioiifalM) 
WHh  ffvaotiition,  firiendabip,  Roman  brarery. 
And  all  the  Tirtues  are  can  orowd  ioto  it; 
That  HeaTeii  may  say,  it  ougkt  to  be  prokp^d. 
Fathers,  ferewrell«^The  young  Kumidian  princa 
Comes  forward,  aod  expects  U>  know  our  counscJs. 

lExaaU  Saaakn. 

£a#fr  JUBA. 

Cato. 

Juba,  the  Roman  senate  bas  resolv'd, 
Till  timc  givc  better  prospccts,  stiU  to  kecp 
The  »«ord  unsheath*d,  and  tum  iU  edge  on 

n^SA. 

The  rcsalutibn  fits  a  Roman  senate. 
But,  Cato,  lond  me  for  a  while  tby  patieoce, 
Aod  cupdeąccad  to  hear  a  young  man  speak. 

My  fathcr^  wlien  some  days  before  his  death 
He  order'd  me  to  march  for  Ut*»ca, 
(  Alas!   1  (bought  not  tben  his  death  so  near'.} 
Wept  o*er  me,  prcsb'd  me  in  bis  agod  anns. 
And  as  bis  griefs  gave  way,  "  My  soo,**  sald  be, 
"  Whatever  fortunę  shall  befal  thy  fatber. 
Be  Cato*8  frfend;  heMl  traio  tbee  up  to  great 
And  Tirtuous  decd^:  da  but  obserre  bim  well, 
TbouMl  shuu  liłisfortunes,  oc  tbouUt  laani  to  bear 
tbem. 

CATO. 

Juba,  th^'  fafber  wąs  a  worthy  priace, 
Arid  mcrited,  alas!  a  better  fate; 
Bnt  Hea^en  thuUj^ht  otlierwise. 

JUBA. 

My  fiither't  iate, 
In  spite  of  all  tbe  fortitiide  that  shioea 
Before  uyy  face,  in  Cato*s  great  enmpte, 
Subdues  my  soul^  and  fills  my  eyes  with  tear& 

CATO. 

It  is  An  honeit  sortów,  and  beooflKt  tlrte. 

■       JVBA. 

My  ftither  drew  reapaetfi«m  foTeign  dimes: 
The  kings  of  Afric  sougbi  kun  ibr  tfaair  Inend, 
Kings  far  remote,  that  rule,  as  famę  reports^ 
Behind  tbe  hidden  sources  of  the  Kile, 
Indtstant  worlds,  on  t*otber  side  the  San: 
Oft  bave  tbeir  black  ambśissadors  appearM, ' 
Loaden  with  gifta,  aod  fiird  the  oouits  of  Zaaa. 

CATO. 

I  am  no  atranger  to  thy  iklher'8  gf^stnesiL 

jrsA. 

I  wonld  not  boast  tlie  greatneas  of  my  fiuther^ 
But  point  out  new  alliauces  to  Cato. 
Had  WG  Aot  better  leave  this  Utica, 
To.arm  Numidia  in  our  cause,  and  conrt 
Th*  asslstance  of  my  fatber^s  powerful  firieods? 
Did  tkey  fcnow  Cato,  our  remotest  kings 
Would  pour  eoibattled  nwititudes  about  htm; 
Tbeir  swartby  bosts  would  darken  aU  our  plaiat, 
Doubllng  the  native  borrour  of  the  war, 
And  naking  death  morę  ^rim. 

pATO. 

4nd  canst  tłioa  tfaiok 


Cftto  wAI  lly  befbre  fhe  strord  0^  C«4tanrł 
^i*^n&4,  IHce  lisBÓ&bal,  to  ieck  rtlief 
F«x>ni  court  to  court,.«ńd  waader  up  and  doWD» 
A  vagaboiMl  ia-A&ic! 

JITBA. 

Cato,  perhaps 
I^to  łoo  ofllniouft;  bot  my  -fbnrard  cares 
WoiiM  fem  presenre  a  life  of  so  much  va!ue. 
My  heart  is  woumfed,  vrhffn  I  see  surh  virtue 
Afflicted  by  tfae  weight  of  sucfa  ttiłsfortnntt. 

CATO. 

Tliy  uoblencKs  of  soul  obligcs  me. 
But  know,  yourig  prince,  tl^ftt  valour  soars  above 
Wlwt  ihe  worid  <saAs  ntafoTtune  mbd  aflirtitoD. 
The^e  are  not  HU;  elite  woold  tbey  iievt>rfałl 
Op  Heaven*6  fint  £Kvo«rit(n,  and  tbe  heśt  oF  men: 
Th«  gods,  in  bounty,  work  up  Łtorms  about  4u» 
iThat  giv«  majukiod  iOccasioM  tOiekert 
Their  bidden  strengtb,  and  thruw  out  into  practioe 
Virtnes,  that  sbna  the  day^and  lie  conceaPd 
Id  the  amooth  seasont,  and  the  calms  of  life. 

JUBA. 

I*ai  chann^d  wheQe*er  Łhou  talk^st !  I  pant  for 
TirUic! 
Aiid*aU  my  sou]  eodeąvours  at  perfectioo, 

CATO. 

I>08t  thou  1ovc  watchjngs,  abstinence,  and  toil* 
Łaborioug  virtur»s  all?  Icarn  tlicm  from  Cato: 
Succesf  aod  foriune  -mntlt  thoa  learn  from  Caesar. 

jimA. 

The  best  good-fortune  that  can  fali  on  Juba, 
The  wbole  aaceeaf  at  wfańch  my  keart  aipłici^ 
Depeads  oo  Cato. 

CATO. 

What  does  iuba  aay? 
Tby  wordt  ooBfoiiad  me. 

JUBA. 

I  would  fatn  retract  them. 
G  ive  tbem  mt  back  tigaiD.   Tb ey  ainiM  at  dothing. 

CATO. 

Tell  me  thy  iritli,  yomg  prinoe;  make  not  my 
A  stnnger  tę  thy  tbonghti.  (ear 

JVBA. 

Oby  they*re  ei^tiaragant; 
Still  let  me  bidę  ibeni. 

CATO. 

Wbat  can  Juba  ask 
That  Cato  will  icfiuc ! 

JURA. 

I  fear  to  oame  it. 
Marcia — iolierits  all  ber  father'tt  ?  irtucs. 

CATO. 

Wliat  wouldst  thou  say  ? 

JUBA. 

Cato,  thou  hast  a  datighter. 

CATO. 

Adien,  young  prince:  I  wrould  not  kcar  a  word 
Should  lessen  thee  in  my  etteem:  remember 
The  hand  of  iate  is  over  us,  and  Hearen 
fyacką  ttrerity  from  all  ouf  tboa|h^£ 


It  ts  not  traw  ft  tSme  to  (alk  of  anght 

But  cbkin^  or  conąoeit;  Uberty,  or  deldb.  [iM^ 

Enłer  STPHAY. 

tYPRAX. 

HoW%  th!»,  my  prince !  what,  <«ovcr*d  with  conr- 
You  look  as  ET  yon  stem  philosopher  [fusUm? 
Had  ju«t  now  cbid  yon. 

Jt7BA. 

Syphar,  t\tt  nttdoiie! 

5YI>1IAX. 
1  koow  it  WiJI. 

JUBA. 

Cato  thinkt  Jteanly  of  me. ' 

8YFHAX. 

And  80  will  all  mankind. 

JUBA. 

rve  o]^*fi  to  Mm 
The  weaiknen  of  my  90til-;-4aiy  love  for  Mai'^a. 

SVPHAX. 

Cato*«  a  pfoper  penon  to  etotmyt 
A  love-tale  widi ! 

JUBA. 

Oh,  1  cot^  pieroe  my  bear^ 
My  foollsh  heart!  was  ever  wrcŁcii  like  Juba? 

« 

Alas !  ray  prince,  how  are  yon  chang^d  of  Uttl 
Vve  known  ytmng  Juba  rise  before  Ihe  Suo» 
To  beat  the  tbicket  whcrc  the  Uger  sle|>|^,. 
Or  seek  thę  lion  in  hisdreadfal  baunts;;  . 

How  did  the  colour  monnt  jnto  your  cheeks,  [yon 
When  first  you  rou8*dliim  to  the  chasc!  i've 
Ev'n  in  the  LlbyaD  dog-days  himt  him  ibwn, 
Then  charge  htm  doee,  proireke  fiiW)  to  the  ragę 
Of  fangs  and  claws,  and,  stooping  from  your  hone, 
RJyet  tbe  panting  savagc  to  tbe  j^round. 

JUBA. 

Pi^ytbee^  QO  morę! 

How  would  the  oU  ting  amite 
To  see  you  weigh  the  paws,  when  tippM  with  goM, 
Ąnd  tJirow  tbe  shaggy  spoils  aboutyouridiouldersl 

JUBA. 

Sjrpbax,  this  old  man^s  talk  (though  honey 
flowM 
In  every  word)  would  ttow  kMe  all  iu  aweetneat. 
Cato 'a  diepleea*d,  and  Maida  loat  lor  «vBrt 

SYPHAS. 

Young  prince,  I  yet  could  gire  you  good  ftdyioę. 
Marcia  migbt  sUll  be  youry. 

JUB4. 

What  fay'8t  thou,  Syphax } 
By  Heayens,  thoa  turn^st  me  all  into  attention. 

8YPHAX. 

Marcia  mn^ht  atill  be  youn. 

A8  how,  dear  Syphaz  ? 

iTPHAS. 

Juba  ouuBftBdfl  KfRiiidła'f  hordy  trec^t^ 
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Mount ed  on  tłeeds  Bnw*d  to  the  icftnmt 
Or  curbs  or  bito,  and  fleeter  than  tbe  winds: 
GiTe  bat  the  wonł,  we^H  snatchthis  damsel  ap. 
And  bear  ber  ofL 

JOBA. 

Can  8ucb  digbonest  thouf  bti 
Bise  up  in  man!  wouldst  tboa  seduce  my  yooih 
To  do  an  act  that  would  destruy  my  bonottr,> 

8YFUAZ. 

Gods,  I  could  tear  my  beaid  to  hear  yoa  talk ! 
HoDOur*ii  a  fine  imagiiiary  notion^ 
That  draws  in  ybw  and  unexperieDCed  men 
To  real  miscbieft,  vhile  they  bont  a  shadow. 

JUBA« 

WonUPlttbou  degrade  tby  prince  mto  a  raffian  ? 

SYPBAI. 

Tbe  boasted  aooeatort  of  tbese  mreat  uśen^ 
Wboee  yirtues  you  admire*  were  all  nieb  niflbni. 
Tbis  dread  of  nationt,  tbis  almigbty  Romę. 
Tbat  comprebends  i  o  ber  wide  empire'4  bounda 
AU  under  HeaYen,  was  founded  on  a  rape. 
YoorScipios,  Ccsars,  Pompeys^aodyoor  Catos 
<Tbete  gods  on  Earlh)  are  «łl  the  tporious  broed 
Of  Tiol^ed  maids,  of  ravishM  Sabioea. 

JUBA. 

Sypbax,  I  fear  that  boary  bead  of  thin« 
Aboundt  too  mncb  in  our  Ńumidian  wtlet. 

lYPlIAK. 

Indeeli  my  prince,  you  want  to  know  tbe  woHd. 
You  bare  not  read  mankind:  your  youth  admires 
Tbe  tbraef  and  aweliings  of  a  Roman  8oal» 
Cato'a  bold  iljghts,  tb'  cKtraTagance  of  virtue. 

JVBA4 

If  knowledge  of  tbe  world  make«  man  perfidiott*> 
Iday  Juba  ever  live  in  igoorance! 

8YPHAX. 

COf.8<S'3Wi*PB  yonng. 

jrCJBA. 

Gods,  masC  I  tamely  bear 
Tbis  arrogance  mnanawer^d!  tboa*rt  •  traitor, 
A  fałte  oU  traitor. 

tYPHAX. 

~     I  hare  gone  too  far.  '  lAtitk, 

JUBA. 

Cato  sbal)  know  tbe  baseness  of  tby  louL 

airPHAX. 

I  mnat  appcaae  tbis  stonm,  or  peńsb  in  iL 

[Aade. 
Young  prinre,  bebold  these  lockSf  that  are  grown 
Beneath  a  beltneC  in  your  Aither*9  battles.    [wbite 

JUBA. 

Tbose  locka  sbaU  ne*ef  ptoteet  tby  inaoleiioe. 

•TPHAX. 

"Must  one  rash  word,  the  infirmiŁy  of  age, 
Throw  dovn  the  merit  of  my  better  years? 
Thts  tbe  reward  of  a  wbole  life  of  senrice! 
Curse  on  the  boy !  bow  steadily  be  bears  me ! 

[Atide. 

JUBA. 

U  it  beeanse  tbe  tbrone  of  my  Ibrefktbers 
Still  staiidfl  onfiiN,  and  tbait  NuflAidia*s  cromi 


•}jł/,k 


ADDISOiro 

Hangs  doobtfnl  y«t  wImm  kmd  it  aball  cn^oar, 
Tbontbos  presum'st  to  treattby  prinoa  witK  aeoni? 

•¥FIIAX. 


Wbf  will -you  i\re  my  beart  wtMi  socli 
Does  not  old  Sypbas  folKyw  you  to  war?    [aiuna? 
Wbat  are  bis  arms  ?  i^hy  does  be  load  with  darU 
H  is  trembling  baod^  and  crusb  beneatb'  a. 
His  wrinkled  brows  ?  wbat  is  it  be  aspirea  ta  ł 
Is  it  not  tbis }  to  sbed  tbe  slow  remaios. 
His  last  poor  ebb  of  blood,  in  joiu  ^efieooe? 

JUBA. 

Syphszy  BO  morę  1 1  wonid  not  hear  yoa  talk. 

•TF0AX. 

NotbearmetmTkf  wlHit,wkeDnyftHkto4ttbB» 
My  royal  master's  son,  'n  call*d  in  qiiestion  ł 
My  priBce  may  strike  me  ^ad^and  I"!!  be 
Baty  wfailst  1  lire^  I  must  not  koki  my  toagiw 
And  languisb  out  old  age  in  his  disylta wira* 

JUBA. 

Thon  koow*st  tbe  way  too  well  into  my 
I  do  belieye  tbee  loyal  to  tfay  priuce. 

tYPRAk. 

Wbat  gkcater  instance  can  T  gire?  Ptre 
To  do  an  action  whicb  my  so«l  abbors» 
And  gafn  yoo  wbom  yoii  |ove  at  imy  pncc 

JUBA^ 

Was  tbis  tby  motire  ?  I  ba^e  been  too  hasty. 

•TPII*X. 

And  >tłs  Ibr  tiiis  my  piinca  bas  caUM  aie  traitor ! 


Sute  thoo  mi8tak*st.    I  didiMt  eall  tbee  to. 
•  sypRAX. 

You  did  indeed,  my  prince ;  yov  callM  me  trai- 
tors 
Kay,  Auther,  tkreatenM  y<»'d  eoBiplain  to  Cato. 
Of  wbat,  my  prinoe^  woaMTOii  oaanplaiB  to  Gato? 
That  Sypbaz  lores  yoo,  aad  wonid  aaerifiee 
His  life,  nAy  morę,  bis  bonour,  ia  yoor  scwiee  ł 

JOBA. 

8ypbax,  I  know  tboii  lot^st  me,  bot  indeed 
Tby  zeal  for  Juba  carrted  thee  too  ftkt. 
Honuui^s  a  sacred  tie,  tbe  law  of  kings* 
Tbe  noble  mi|id%distingaiafaii]g  perfoctioa, 
That  akłs  and  sftnugtfaons  rwtam  whepe  it  BMflls 

beri 
And  imitatn  ber  aetions  wberesbeii  noit 
It  onght  DOt  to  be  aported  with« 

tYPBAX. 

By  Hearens 
Vm  ravish*d  wben  you  talk  tbus,tboogb  you  chida 
Alaf,  I*ve  bitberto  been  us'd  to  think  [me. 

A  blind  officious  teal  (o  serre  my  Idng 
Tbe  mli^g  princip1e»  tbat  ought  to  bum 
And  ąuencb  all  others  in  a  subject*s  baart. 
Happy  the  pepple  wbp  pre«erve  tbeir  bonour 
By  the  same  duties  that  oblige  tbeir  prince  1 

u  BA. 

$ypbax,  thou  now  beginn^st  to  speak  tbjrsdt 
Numidia's  giown  a  scora  among  tbe  nations 
Por  braach  of  pubłic  vow8.    Our  Panic  fivth 
Is  infamoos,  and  hraoded  to  a  proverb. 
Sy pbax,  we'U  join  our  cnres,  to  pofge  away 
Our  country*!  crinsćs,  and  elear  ber  rep«tMkw»  . 


CATO. 
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BelieTe  me,  inince,  you  make  old  Sjrpbaz  weep 
'o  hisar  you  talk— but  *ti8  with  tean  of  joy. 
r  e^er  your  fathei^s  crown  adons  yoar  browf, 
rufflidia  wiU  be  biest  by  Cato^s  lectures. 

JUBA. 

9ypbax,  t1)y  band!  we*ll  mutually  fuiiget 
*he  urarmth  óf  youtb»  and  frowardness  of  age ; 
"by  prince  esteeOis  thy  worth,  and  lovc«    tby 
r  e*er  tfae  sceptre  eomes  into  my  band;     [persoD. 
ypbajc  sball  sUuid  tbe  saoood  in  my  kiugdom. 

•VFHAX. 

Why  will  you  overwhełm  my  age  witb  kindneas? 
^yjuy.^j^wt  ()arlbeasome,  l'«haa'Ł  support  it. 

JDBA. 

6ypbax,  fitrewcHI.    rtt  bence,  and  try  to  find 
orne  blest  occiision  that  may  set  me  right 
3  CaCo's  th(A%hts.    Pd  ratber  have  that  man 
kpprove  my  deeds,  thaa  wortd9  for  my  admirers. 

[ExU, 

•YPRAX.     , 

Young  men  toon  grive,  and  mon  fotget  affrontf ; 
l^ld  ąge  is  slow  in  botb— '<  A&lse  old  tnutorl" 

dear: 
"bose  words,  rash  boy,  may  cbance  to  cost  tbee 
Ąy  heart  bad  still  some  foolisb  fondnew  for  tboe: 
(ot  bence!  *tis  gone ;  I  gire  it  to  tbe  winds  :— 
Uumtf  Vm  wbolly  thine— 

£fUtr  gKIII»1tOVIV8. 

STFHAX. 

AUk  bail,  Sempronim ! 
^ell,  C«to*$  senate  is  resoKM  to  wait 
'be  fary  of  a  siege,  before  it  jieldt. 

BBMPRCNIUS. 

Sypbax,  we  both  were  on  tbe  Teiige  ot  fate : 
jBchit  decłai^d  ior  peace,  and  terma  were  ofier^d 
*a  Cato  by  •  mesaenger  from  Caesar. 
liouid  they.sabmit  ere  onr  designs  are  ripe, 
f  e  botb  moct  perisb  in  tbe  common  wreck, 
4>at  lA  a  generał  undistingnisb^d  ruin. 

•YPHAX. 

Bcłt  bow  s^nds  Cato  > 

UHPR0NIU8. 

Thou  bastseen  mount  Atłas: 
VMie  stcnriBs  and  tempests  tbmder  on  its  brows, 
Liid  oeeans  break  their  biilows  at  its  feet, 
Ł  stands  aiunuv*d,  and  głories  in  tts  beigbt. 
ucb  is  that  haugbty  man;  bis  towering  soul« 
Midiit  all  tbe  shocks  and  injuries  of  fortunę, 
Uses  superior,^  and  looks  down  on  Csesar. 

8YPHAX. 

3^t  what*f.thłs  messenger? 

tBMPROa     t. 

'■^  pTe  pracł')s'd  Włttł  bim, 

ind  fonnd  a  means  to  let  tbe  victor  know 
Pbat  9ypbax  and  Sempronias  are  bis  friends* 
)ut  let  nie  )iow  ezamiue  ifi  my  tum: 
B  Jubafix*d^ 

•YPHAX. 

Yes,  but  it  ia  to  Cata 
*ve  try*d  tbe  Ibroe  of  every  reason  on  him, 
;ootb'd  and  caress^d,  been  angry,  sootb'd  again^ 
^id  safety,  life,  and  interest,  in  bis  sigbt; 
hit  all  are  vain,  be  scorns  them  all  for  Cato. 


sBMPRoimn. 

Come,  His  no  aatter,  we  sball  do  witho«t  bfaa 
He  Ml  make  a  pretty  6guie  in  a  triumpbp 
And  serve  to  trip  before  tbe  rictoi^s  cbariot.' 
Sypliaz,  I  new  poay  bope  tbou  bast  forsook 
Tby  Jube^s  caase,  and  wishest  Marcia  mfiie. 

lYPHAK. 

May  sbe  be  tbine  as  &st  as  tbou  wouldst  luiTe 
ber! 

SSMPRONTUS. 

Syphaz,  I  ]pve  t^t  womao ;  thougb  I  curse 
Her  and  my sełf,  yet  spite  of  me,  I  lore  ber. 

tVPHAX. 

Make  Cato  snre,  and  giTe  up  Utica : 
CsBsar  will  ne*er  refbse  tbee  soch  a  trifle.  ^ 

But  are  tby  troops  prepar^d  for  a  re?olt? 
Does  tbe  aedition  catcb  from  maa  to  nan. 
And  run  among  tbeir  mnks? 

*    tEMPROHtUI. 

AU,  all  is  ready, 
Tbe  ibctious  leaders  are  our  f^iends,  tbat  sprttd 
Murmun  and  discontents  among  tbe  soldiers. 
Tiiey  count  tbeir  toilsome  marcbes,  long  fatigucs^ 
Unosual  fastings ^  and  will  bear  no  morę 
This  medley  of  pbilosopby  and  war. 
Witbin  an  bour  they  *11  storm  tbe  senate-faoose. 

SYPHAR. 

Mean-wbile  Pil  draw  up  noy  Nnmidian  troopa 
Witbin  tbe  8qnare  to  esercise  tbeir  arms. 
And,  as  I  see  oceasion,  feronr  tbee. 
I  laugb  to  think  bow  yoJtt  imiihafcen  Cato 
WiU  look  agbast,  wbile  unfeieseen  destroctioa 
Pours  in  upon  bim  tbus  from  erery  side. 
So,  wbere  our  wide  Niunidian  wastes  extend, 
Sndden  tb'  impetuous  burricanes  descend, 
Wheel  tbrougb  the  air,  in  circltng  cddies  play, 
Tear  up  the  sands,  and  sweep  wbote  plains  away* 
Tbe  helpless  traTeller,  witb  wiid  surprisei 
SeeB  tbe  dry  desert  all  around  bim  rise^ 
Andf  smotber^d  in  tbe  dusty  wbirlwind,  diet. 


ACT  III.    SCENĘ  I. 

MARCOt  oaif  PORTIim*   ' 
MARCCS. 

Thahkb  to  my  stars,  I  bare  not  ning'd  about 
Tbe  wilds  of  iife,  ere  I  could  find  a  friend; 
Maturę  first  pointed  out  my  Portius  to  me. 
And  early  taugbt  me,  by  her  secret  force, 
To  love  tby  person,  ere  I  knew  tby  merit; 
Tiii»  wbat  was  instinct,  grew  np  into  friendship. 

poRnus. 

Marcnst  the  firiendships  of  tb6  world  are  oft 
Confederacies  in  vice,  or  leagues  of  pleasure; 
Ours  bas  seyere^t  virtue  for  its  basis. 
And  sucb  a  friendsbip  ends  not  but  witb  Iife. 

MARCUt. 

Portios,  tbou  know'st  my  soul  in  all  ita  wea](' 
ness; 
Tben  pr*ytbee  spare  me  on  its.tender  side. 
Indulge  mc  but  in  love,my  other  paasions 
Sball  riae  and  lali  by  Tirtne^s  nioest  nilat. 


Ml 
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t^RM  1<M«  's  >^Miin'<U,  lis  Dftt  •  fiiułt  to  1ove. 
The  Btrontr,  the  tniive,  tike  virtiiou8,  aod  the  wise, 
Sink  in  the  toft  captivity  together. 
I  would  not  nrc€  thee  to  dismrM  thy  pasśion, 
(I  kiio«i^  Hwere  rain)  bat  to  goppmi  its  foroe, 
TłU  better  limes  may  make  U  look  more  graceful. 

IMARCUS. 

Alas!  thon  t:>lk*st  like  one  who  never  felt 
Th*  impatient  Łhrobs  and  loogmę^  of  a  bou), 
That  pantt  and  reacbes  after  distaat  good» 
A  lover  does  not  \We  by  Yulgar  time: 
Believe  me,  Porliu*,  in  my  Lucia's  absence    ' 
Life  hangs  upon  me,  and  become*  a  burden; 
And  yet  when  1  behold  the  charming  makt, 
I  *m  ten-times  more  undone$  white  hope^  and  fear> 
And  gricf,  and  ragę,  and  love,,ri8e  up  aiouce^ 
And  with  rarif  ty  of  pain  distract  mfiu 

POttTIUS. 

What  can  thy  Pbrthii  do  to  givc  thec  help  ? 

ITARCUB. 

'Poi^iu9,thou  oflenjoy'sttlie  fair-one^s  presence. 
Then  undeitake  my  cause,  and  picad  it  to  her 
With  all  the  strcngth  and  heat  of  eloqueace 
Fratemal  love  and  friend^hip  can  inspire. 
Tell  her  tby  brother  Iaiii'uibbcs  to  dealh, 
AAd  fades  away,  and  withcrs  in  his  bloum; 
That  he  forgets  his  sleep,  and  loaths  his  food; 
Tbat  yptttb,  aod  tiaaltb,  and  war,  ara  joykn  to 

him: 
Describe  his  anYions  days  and  restless  nigbts, 
And  all  lh«  tormeots  that  tbou  seest  me  suffer. 

peRTins. 

Marcns,  Tbeg  thee,  cive  me  not  an  ofBce 
That  suits  with  me  so  ill.     Thoir  know*st  my 
temper. 

MARCOS. 

Wilt  tlimi  behold  ibe  stnkimt  in  my  wo«i  ? 
And  wilt  thoti  ńot  rearh  out  a  friendly  arm. 
To  ratie  me  from  amidst  this  plange  of  sorrosrs  ł 

.FORTUJt. 

Marcus,  thoa  canat  not  ask  what  Vd  refose. 
Bat  here  beliete  me  Vvb  a  thbusand  reason»— 

MARCt^S. 

I  know  thouMt  say«  Bvy  p«9ion*8  out  of  ecason, 
That  Cato*8  grcat  example  aud  misfortunes 
Should  both  rouspire  todriveit  From  my  thotij^hts. 
fiut  whaCs  all  Uii^  to  one  vho  luvcs  like  me  ? 
Oh  Portius,  Portius,  from  my  sonl  I  wish 
Thou  didst  butkiiow  thVsr]f  what  'tis  to  lorc! 
Then  would'st  thoii  pity  and  assist  tliy  brother. 

rORJlLS. 

What  »hattld  1  do  !  If  I  discloia  my  passion, 
Onr  friend!^łii(>*s  at  an  eud :  if  1  conceal  it, 
The  world  will  calt  me  falsc  tu  a  frieod  aud  brother. 

MARCtS. 

But  see  where  L^cia,  at  her  wonted  hoar,    . 
Amid  the  rool  of  yoii  hi-^łi  uiarblc  arch, 
Enjoys  the  noon*day  brorze!  observe  her, Portius! 
Tbat  iiice,  that  »hape,  those  eyes,  that  Heaven  of 

beauty ! 
Obserre  b<T  wclI,  and  blamc  ihe  tf  thou  canst. 


l^RTOK* 

Stafe  tees  os,  and  adrances— 

Marcu). 

niwithanir. 
And  Ieave  you  for  a  while.      Remember,  Portioi^ 
Thy  brother^s  life  depćnds  apootby  tougue. 

l^nlfT  LUCIA. 
ŁCC1A. 

Bid  not  I  see  your  brother  Marcos  faefe  ? 
Why  did  he  fly  the  płace,  and  sbmi  my  pieseocc? 

PORTIUS. 

Oh,  Lucia,  langiiage  istoofhtntto  shcyw 
Hi«  ragę  of  love ;  it  prays  upon  his  iiib; 
He  piues,  be  sickeai,  he  deapaira,  he  dies : 
His  passions  and  his  viria«s  Łie  confosM, 
And  mix*d  togetber  in  so  wild  a  Łomult, 
Tbat  the  w  hole  man  is  qaite  dis%ar*d  in  hira. 
Ueavens !  wouJd  one  think  *twcTe  pus&ible  for  lore 
To  make  snch  ravage  in  a  noble  soul ! 
Oh,  Lucia,  I*m  distreŚ5'd?  my  beart  bleeds  ferhim; 
liT'n  non*,  whife  tbos  I  stand  ble^t  in  Uiy  presence^ 
\  secret  damp  of  grief  comes  o*er  my  thongMs, 
And  i*m  unbappy,  tłiough  thoa  smil*6t  upon  me.^ 

LUCIA. 

How  wili  thou  guard  thy  hono«r,  m  the  aiioclc 
Of  love  and  friendship  ^  think  bfUitiij  ay  Fo^ 

tius, 
Think  how  the  nuptinl  tic,  that  might  ensuce 
Our  mutiial  bliss,  voiild  nirse  to  soch  a  height 
Tby  biother'8  grieft,  a«  rtiight  perhaps  deitsoy  hiob 

PORTIUS. 

< 
Alas,  poor  youth !    whai  do«t  tbou  think,  my 
His  generoM^,  open,  undcsiiining  hrart       [I/icia} 
Has  brg:g»d  his  riva1  to  soHcit  for  him. 
Then  do  not  strikc  hhn  dpdd  with  a  d^nial. 
But  hołd  him  up  in  Hfp,  and  cheer  his  soul 
With  the  faint  glimmerinj  of  a  doubtfuł  hapr: 
Perhaps,  when  we  hare  f)ałs'd  these  gloomy  hoar«. 
And  weatberM  out  the  storm  tbat  beatsupon 

LUG1A« 


Ko,  Portius,  no!  I  les  tby  sister*s  tean» 

Tby  ćłtiier's  anguisb,  aad  thy  brotber^s  death, 
In  the  pursuit  of  our  ill-fated  lores. 
And,  Portius^  here  1  swear,  to  Hoaven  I  swear, 
1  o  Hcaven,  and  all  tłie  puwers  that  judge  mankind, 
Ncver  to  mix  my  plighted  hantis  with  tbine^ 
White  such  a  doud  of  misotiiefs  bangs  aboirt  as: 
But  to  forget  our  iovc's,  and  drire  Łhee  out 
From  ałi  my  tbóu^hts,  as  far — os  1  am.atde. 

PORTIUS. 

What  hast  tbou  said-!  Tai  thunder-stnack !— Re> 
Tbose  basty  wocdi,  or  I  am  lost  for  ever.        [cali 

LUCIA. 

Hat  not  the  vow  aiready  pa«s'd  my  lips  ? 
The  gods  haye  heard  it,  and  *tis  seal'd  in  Hearok 
May  all  the  vengeancey  that  was  ever  pourM 
On  peijur*d  beads,  o^erwheliA  me,  if  1  break  it! 

PORTIUS*  \^Aft9tayam. 

Fix*d  in  asfonishment,  T  gaza  upon  thee; 
Like  one  ju!*t  blasted  by  astrtike  from  Hearen^ 
Who  pants  for  breath,  and  .stifiens,  yet  aHve, 
In  drcadful  looks  :  a  monument  of  wrathl 
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At^kngtli  Vve  act^  my  severest  part: 
fecl  tbe  woman  breaking  io  upoo  me, 
nd  melt  about  my  heart!  my  tears  wUl  flow. 
atoh,  m  think  no  morę!  the  hand  of  fate 
aa  tom  tbee  {rom  me,  and  I  musŁ  forget  tbee. 

PORTIUI. 

Haid-beartod»  cruel  maid  i 

LUCIA. 

Ob,  stop  thoBe  soands, 
hoce  killibg  soimdB!  why  dost  tboi\-  firoi^a  upon 

me? 
[y  blood  nai  cold,  my  heart  forgets  to  beaye, 
Ad  life  ttaelf  goes  out  at  thy  dicpleasure. 
he  gędB  MM  us  to  iadulge  oar  loves, 
oty oh !  1  canootbear thy  liate, and Uve2 

FORT108. 

Talk  not  of  loye,  thou  nev«r  knew^st  its  force* 
▼e  be«a  delnded,  Ifd  into  a  dream 
f  Ihncied  bliss.    O  Lacia,  crud  maid! 
by  dreadfol  vov,  loaden  irith  deatb,  stiH  souads 
1  qry  8timn*d  ean,    Wbat  Bhall  I  say  or  do  ? 
tticky  ]«t  m  part !  perdi^on/s  in  thy  presence, 
jid  horiour  dwells  aboiit  thee!— >Ah,  she  iaints! 
Tretch  tbat  1  am !  wbat  has  my  rashneK  dooeY 
ucia,  tboci  ii^ju/d  inoocencet  tbou  best 
nd  loveliest  of  Łby  sez !  awake,  my  Lucia, 
»r  Portias  rusbea  on  bis  svrord  to  join  tbee. 
-Her,  imprecations  reach  not  to  the  tomb, 
hey  sbut  not  oat  society  in  death. — 
«it,  ab !  she  movcs !  life  wanderB  up  and  down 
lu^ugh  ałl  ber  fiice,  ancl  iigbts  up  «very  cbann. 

LUCIA. 

o  Portins,  was  this  well  !-~to'frown  on  ber 
"bat  ]ives  upon  thy  smiles !  to  cali  in  doobt 
he  faith  of  one  expiring  at  thy  feet, 
hat  loYcs  tbee  morę  tban  ever  woman  IotM  ! 
-Wbat  do  I  say?  my  bal^t«cov»r*d  aeosc, 
orfcets  the  vow  m  which  my  soui  ib  bound. 
iestr\u:tton  stands  betwistns!  we^must  part. 

FORT1US. 

Na  me  not  tbc  woni :  my  Irighłed  thoughtB  run 
jid  btaitle  into  madnęss.at  tbe  souud,        [bąp^c, 

LUCIA. 

Wbat  wofi1d'st  thoo  ]iave  me  do  ?  consider  well 
he  train  of  ills  our  lorę  would  dniw  bebiud  it. 
hiuk,  Portius,  think,  thou  seest  tliy  dyinz  brotlier 
Łabb'd  at  his  beart,  and  all  besmear*d  with  btood, 
U]9rmiog  at  Heaven  and  theel  tby  awfui  sire 
terały  demands  tbe  cause,  th*  accursed  caiise^ 
'bat  robs  him  of  bis  son!  poor  Marcia  trembles, 
*hen  tcars  ber  hair,  and  frantic  in  ber  griefs, 
!alls  out  on  Lucia!  wbat  could  Lucia  answer? 
Kr  ho  w  stand  np  i  o  such  a  scena  of  souow? 

PORT1U9. 

To  my  confasion  and  eternal  grief, 
mtisŁ  approve  the  scntence  thut  destroys  me. 
*he  mist  that  hung about  my  mind  clears  up; 
Ltid  now,  athwart  the  teirours  that  thy  vow 
la%  płantni  round.thee,  thou  appear^st  wore  fair, 
lort;  amiable,  aud  rjsest  in  thy  chat ms. 
x>veliest  of  women  !  Heaven  is  in  tby  aonl, 
^eauty  and  rirtue  shtne  for  evej  round  tbee, 
Iri^btening  eaCh  otber !  tbou  art  aU  divine! 


ŁuaA. 


Portius»  no  morę!  thywords  shoot  throogh  my 

hcart, 
Melt  my  resolyes,  and  tom  me  alt  <to  Iotc, 
Why  are  those  tears  of  fondness  in  thy  eym} 
Why  beave8  tby  heart^  vhy  fwells  thy  soul  with 

forrow? 
It  softens  me  too  mucb.,<-~Farewen,  my  Portiiu; 
Farewelly  thougb  deatb  is  in  tKe  word,  fof  evert 

8tay,  ^cia,  stay !  whąt  doat  tb#a  B«y  Mor  ererf 

Ł.UCIA. 

Ham  I  notswom?  IS,  Portius,  thy  aucoess 
Must  throw.  tby  brotber  on  bis  fate,  fareweli, 
Ob|  bow  Bhall  I  repęat  the  word !  for  ever! 

POATIUI. 

Thus  o*er  the  dying  lamp  tl^*  nnstcady  ftamo 
Hanjgs  ąuiyering  on  a  point,  leaps  off  hy  fits, 
AndTfoUs  agaiii,  as  loth  to  qi^it  its  hdid. 
*— Tbou  must  not  go,  my  soul  Btill  hoTecso^lhc^p 
And  can*t  get  loose, 

ŁuaA. 

i  .  If  tfaeilrm  Portras  shako 

To  hear  of  parting,  think  wbat  Lucia  suEers ! 

POKTIV8. 

'Tis  troe;  unryffled  and  se^ene  Tre  met 
The  ;coQłn¥)a  accidęnts  of  iife :  but  berę 
Such  an  unlooh'd-for  storm  of  ilia  fajf?  oii  me,. 
U  beats  down  all  my,strengtł|.    I  cannot  bea^  i^ 
We  ma^  not  part, 

LUCIA. 

Wbat  dos(  tbou  say  ?  not  part? 
Ha£t  thou  forgot  the  vow  th^tt  I  h&vą  madę?  [ust 
Are  tbere  not  Hcavcn8,  and  gods^ancj  thunder,  o*er 
— But  see,  tby  brotber  Marcus  bends  this  way!  . 
I  sickeo  at  tbe  sight*  Once  inoie^  fcfCKnI.I] 
Farcwell,  andknow  tbou.7ri:Dng'stme,if  thoutbink'8t 
£ver  was  love,  or  ever  grief,  like  minę.        [£o<^ 

Enier  MARCUS, 
MARCfTS. 

Portius,  whąt  hopesi^B  hąw  stands  she  ?   am  It 
To  JiXę,oc  death?  f4«^pm*d^ 

Wbat  would*tt  thou  h%re  me  say  ^ 

MARCUt* 

"^Ipiatmeanstbispensiyeposture:  thhuappear^ft 
Like  OBfi  amluc*d  and  terriiy\l. 

PORTIUS. 

Vv9  reasoB. 

MARCUS. 

Thy   down-<?ast  looks,  and    thj  disordefd 
tboughts, 
Tell  ine  my  fiaite.    I  ask  not  the  saccess 
My  cause  bas  fóund. 

PORJ'IUI. 

Pm  griev*d  I  undertook  it* 

MaRCUS. 

Wbat?  does  tlie  barbarous  mąjd  insujt  my  heart, 
My  aching  heart!  and  triumph  in  my  paint  ? 
.  That  I  conld.caśt  her  from  my  thougbts  for  ar«r! 
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ADDISOITS  FOEMS. 


PORTIUl. 


Away!  yon^re  too  ratpicioas  in  yonr  grieft; 
Ijacia,  thoogfa  sworn  newtt  to  think  of  love, 
Compasmoutei  your  pains,  and  pities  yoo. 

KABCDt. 

Compawionatef  ay  paina,  and  pities  me! 
What  U  oompatf  i<m  wJieD  'ti«  voi<l  of  lorę! 
Fool  thafc  I  was  to  cfaooae  io  cold  a  fHend 
To  nrge  my  caMe  !  Compastiopates  my  paint ! 
F^ythee,  what  ait,  wbat  rbeloric,  did«t  tbou  uae 
To  gain  this  mighty  boon  ?  Shc  pitieg  me! 
To  one  that  asks  the  warm  retnnw  of  iove, 
Compaation'B  cnieRy » tis  soorn,  *tn  deatii^ 

FORTIUS. 

Marcof ,  no  morę !  bave  I  deflenr*d  this  tieat- 


CATO. 


? 


macuB. 


irhat  haTe  1  said I  O  Poitiat,  O  forgi?e  me! 
A  soal  eMMMjpenXB  in  ills  hlU  out 
With  eyery  thiog»  itt  fnend,  itselA— But  ha ! 
What  meana  that  thout,  big  with  the  sounds  of 
What  new  alArma?  Lv«r? 

Fomofu 

A  fecond»  looder  yet, 
SweiU  in  ihe  whids,  and  comet  morę  fUU  upoo  lu. 

HARCUI. 

Oh,  for  iome  glońoos  cauae  to  fali  in  battle! 
Łacia,  tbou  bait  nndone  me  \  tby  disdain 
Haibrokemybeart:  'tis  death  mnśtgiTe  me  eaie. 

FORTIUi. 
fiaidc,  let  nt  hence :  who  faiows  if  Cato'0  life 
Stand  tare?  O  Marcut,  I  am  warmM,  my  heart 
Łeapa  at  the  trumpetfi  Totce,  and  bums  for  glory. 
"  [Eteunt 

Mnier  sstfntOMUt,  taUk  ^  ŁBAOIAS  tflkś  maOmf. 

aBM^Romus. 

At  Icngth  the  winds  are  laisM,  the  etoim  blowi 
high. 
Be  it  yonr  care,  my  frieodp,  to  keep  it  up 
Ib  its  fnJI  fory,  and  direct  it  ri^t, 
TUI  it  hai  spent  itself  on  Cato*f  bead. 
Meanwhile  PU  herd  among  hit  frienda,  and  aeem 
One  of  the  namber,  that,  wbate*er  arrive. 
My  Driends  and  follow-ioldiers  may  be  nfei 

FIRIT  LEADER. 

We  all  are  lafe,  Semprootos  ii  our  friend. 
Sempronitts  it  as  braye  a  roaii  as  Cato.  t 

But  bark!  he  enters.    Bear  up  boldly  to  him ; 
Be  surę  you  beat  him  downi  and  bind  him  fast: 
Thtfl  day  will  end  our  toils,  and  give  us  rett; 
Fear  nothing,  for  Sempionius  is  our  friend. 

EfUer  CATO,  tnirROinim,  Łucros,  portius,  entf 

MARCUB. 

CATO.  • 

Wbere  are  these  boM  intrepid  aons  of  war^ 
Tbat  gteatły  tum  thetr  backs  upon  the  foe, 
And  to  their  generał  send  a  braTe  defiance  ? 

SBMPRÓNIUS. 

Cu)r«e  on  their  .da«taxd  teulsy  they  stand  asto- 
ni«h*d !  lAtitk, 


Per5dio«n  men !  and  will  y<ro  tbns 
Yonr  past  esploits,  and  sully  alf  yeur^wrl  ? 
Do  you  confoM  *t  was  not  a  aeal  for  Romey 
Nor  lorę  of  liberty,  nor  thirst  of  hooour, 
Drew  jon  thns  for;  but  bopes  to  share  Uie  apnil 
Of  conqaer'd  towns,  and  phinder^d  pronriooea? 
Fir'd  with  soch  motiTes  you  do  wdl  to  joia 
With  Cato's  foes,  nod  foUow  Cssar'8  bamiers* 
Why  did  1  'acape  th'  enrenonM  aapie*f  ng^ 
Andall  the  tery  momten  of  the  deMit^ 
Tosaethisdaył  why couM  not Cn«a foD 
Withoat  yonrgwlt?  Behold,  nngrsftefiy  1 
Behold  my  bosom  naked  to  your  swoidb^ 
And  let  theman  that*s  iiónfM  sfcrike  Che  bio«. 
Which  of  you  all  sosperts  that  he  is  «aoiig'4i 
OrtbinksbesufieiagreaterilUthMiGntoł.    . 
Am  I  distingnish>d  irom  yon  b«t  by  tioil% 
Superior  toils,  and  hea^ier  weightof  i|«re«! 
Painfol  pre-eminenoe! 

SSlfPROEIUS. 

By^Hearena^  they  droop! 
ConfosiontoflieTtUaiBs!  aUisloet. 


CATO.  f  ^ 

Hafe  yoa  forgotten  LibyaN  bamhig  wasŁ^, 
Its  barren  rocks,  parcfaM  earth,  and  hiUs  of  saad. . . 
Its  tainted  air,  and  ail  its  broods  of  pbisoQ^^ 
Who  was  the  first  t'  expIore  th'  nntrpdden  pftt^^ 
When  life  was.hazarded  in  erery  st^p  >  /' 
Or,  fointJng  in  tbeloąg  laborioiis  «^*^^^^gj 
When  on  the  banks  of  an  unlookM-fo^.śłfi^Oj^ 
You  Bttńk  the  river  with,  repeąted  *^™^y'*^^^^  . 
Who  was  the  last  in  all  your  hosttbat  thinieo?  ' 

tRKPRORlUS. 

If  some  penuiious  source  by  cbance  appeai^d 
Scanty  of  waters,  when  you  sceop'd  it  diy» 
And  oifefd  the  fuli  helmet  up  to  Cato» 
Did  not  be  dash  th'  untastodmiaiebBre  fnom  hM> 
Did  not  belead  you  throug^  the  mM^dsPf  «aR,  •  •« 
Ańd  clouds  of  dost?  did  not  his  tuu^las  gtoif 
In  the  same  sultiy  winds^  aad  seorchiog  heats? 


Henoe,  woctUessmea!   beocci  andcomplaiR 
toCaasar 


Yon  eouki  not  nndeif  ó  the  toils  of  war. 
Nor  henr  the  hardih^  thht  yoncteder  bortu 

lAJCm, 

$ee, Cato, seeth*unhappy men!  tfaeyweep! 
Fear  and  lemorse^and  sotrow  for  their  criRie. 
Appear  tn  evefy  look,  and  plead  for  nercy^ 

CATO. 

I^earn  to  be  honest  men  ;  zWe  np  your  leaders. 
And  pardon  shałl  descend  on  all  the  resL 

SEKPROmtJS. 

Cato,  commit  these  wretches  to  my  care. 
First  let  them  each  be  broken  on  the  rack, 
Theni  with  wbat  life  remains,  iinpalM,  and  lea 
To  w^the  at  letsure  round  the  blooJy  rtnke.    ^ 
Tbere  let  them  hang,  and  Uint  the  soothern  wjod. 
The  partnera  of  th«ir  crime  will  team  obedioice, 
When.  tbey  look  up  and  see  their  follów-trattots 
Stuck  OB  a  fock,  and  Uackcwog  in  the  snn. 


CATO. 


5^1 


tucfirs. 

Suifimiiit^  why  wilt  tbou  wge  th9  foto  . 
fwretcbedaen? 

Howi  wouldHittlioii  elear  rebeTlion! 
fucios  (good  mail)  pities  tbe  poor  óflfenden 
haft  would  iail>rae  tbetr  hands  in  Cato's  Uood. 

CATO. 

?orbear,  9eoiiproiiIai!-~Saa  they  laibr  dratb, 
ut  in  tbeir  deaUti  ramember  tiiey  aie  men* 
tnuB  not  the  lairato  matetheirtortares  griefoos. 
ocittSy  tBa  baMdagaierataag^  leąaina  ' 
&verity  and jugtloe  in  iU  ngoor;  ' 
his  awd  aa  (lipioat,  t>old,  oAnding  worhl» 
lonunandt  obedienc«»  and  gWe«  ibice  to  law& 
nien  by  j<ssl  veiij|;<eaiiee  gułtty  raortals  perisb^ 
he  gods  bebold  their  puaishment  with  ptaafare» 
ad  Uty  th*  tp-KAed  thandar-bolt  aaide^ 

IBMPSONIoil. 

Cato,  I  eaeoate  thy  will  with  pkaamra. 

CATO. 

Meao-while  we»ll  Mcrifloe  to  Ubeity. 
ABember,  O  my  friends,  tbe  laws,  the  rightSf 
ba  gelteroua  plan  of  power  deliveiM  down, 
rom  age  to  a^,  by  your  renowii'd  forefatheriL 
io  dearly  bou^bt^  the  price  of  to  much  blood.) 
'  let  ii  ne^er  pertsh  in  your  baods! 
ut  pioosly  transmit  it  to  yoar  childreo. 
k>  thon^great  Ijberty,  inspire  our  souls; 
kOd  make  our  Iives  in  thy  possetsion  happy, 
^r  ęor  dea^  ^lorious  in  thy  just  defence.' 

lExittnt  Cato,  &e. 

•SMpRowius  amf  the  łeadbri 

nnn  łsabbb. 

Samptonius,  yoa  baveacŁad  łike  yostaelf: 
fae  pauid   baw  t^fłgbtiyott  had  beaa  half  ia 


Enier  syPHaX. 

SYPnAX. 


flBMPRomoii.  - ' 

Yillain,  ataad  off!    baie,  groTeling,  worthlets 

wretcheii, 
loogrela  isfoctiofi,  pter  fiiinUfaeaited  tndtoirt ! 

j^BCOBD  ŁEAOEB. 

Kay,  now  you  carry  it  too  fap,  Sempromos : 
luow  off  tbe  maak,  tbere  are  noue  hef«  but  firiends 

SEMPRONIUS. 

Koov,  Wllainfl,  wheA  f  uch  paUry  KlaTea  prefome 
'o  lii  ix  i  n  treaaon,  if  the  plot  ^ucceeds, 
Iwy^re  thrown  negiccted  by :  but  if  it  (kWi, 
hey^re  Bure  Ui  die  like  doga,  as  you  tliall  do. 
[t:re,  take  ih^fte  facŁious  monsters^  drag  tliem  fortb 
o  audden  death. 

EnIer  GOAmut. 

nftST  LEADER. 

Nay,  sińce  it  comes  to  thit«- 

SEMPRONIUS. 

DłSpatcb  them  qurck ;  but  first  pliick  out  their 

tongues, 
cst  with  tbtfir  (lyinsr  brcath  they  sow  nedltion. 

lExtunt  Ouanfs  brM  ihi  Leaders. 


Our  first  design,  my  frieud,  bas  provM  abortive; 
Still  tbere  remains  an  after-game  to  play : 
My  troops  are  mounted ;  tbeir  Numidian  tteeds 
Snuff  ap  the  wind,  and  long  to  scour  tlie  desert: 
Let  but  SemprontUH  head  us  in  our  fligbt, 
We^ll  furce  the  g;4tc  wbere  Maicus  keeps  his  goaid, 
And  hew  down  all  that  wonM  opposeour  paasage. 
A  day  will  brii^  vs  iato>Csiear*s  oaasp. 

fEUPROiniTŁ 

Confasion!  .1  have  iaiPd  of  half  my  purpose^ 
Marcia,  the  chainrag  Bfarcłay*8  leftbehind ! 

SYFHAZ. 

How !  win  Sempronius  tum  a  woman'0  slaye ! 

SEMPRONIUS. 

.  Tbink  not  thy  friend  canrefcr  fed  tho  soft 
Unmanly  wanath,  and  teodemass  of  lorę. 
8yphax,  f  Ictig  to  dasp  that  haugbty  oiald. 
And  beod  her  atubbom  virtu€  to  my  passion  ; 
When  I  have  gone  thus  far,  Td  cast  ber  o  A 

•YPHAZ. 

Wdl  said  t  that*s  spoken  like  thyself,  Senyio* 
nius. 
What  hinders  then,  bot  that  thou  flnd  bar  out. 
And  burry  her  away  by  mably  fbrce  } 

fBMPRONIUS. 

But  how  to  gain  admission  ?  for  access 
U  girea  to  DODO  bat  Juba^^and  hor  brolhers.  ■ 

SyPBAX. 

Thott  shalt  bave.Juba*s  dress,  and  Joba's  gaardis 
The  doors  will  open,  when  Nomidia*s  prince 
Seemsto  appear  before  the  8laves  that  watch  then* 

SEMPRONIUS. 

Hearens,  wbat  a  tbought  is  ,the^ !  Maicla^  aw 
owo ! 
How  wUl  my  bosom  sirell  'wifSb  anxioasjoy, 
Wben  I  behold  her  stniggUng  in  my  ana^ 
With  glowing  beauty  and  disorder^d  diaroub 
While  fear  and  anger,  with  altemate  graea*. 
Pant  in  ber  breast,  and  vary  in  ber  iace! . 
So  Plato,  seiz'd  of  Proserpine,  oonyey^d 
To  Heirs  tremendous  gloom  th'  affrightad  aald} 
There  grimly  smil'd,  pleas>d  with  tiie  bcaateo« 

prize. 
Nor  envy'd  Jora  btasua-ahine  aud  his  skiet. 


ACX  IV.    SCENĘ  L 

LUCIA  and  MARCIA. 

Łueu% 

Now  tell  nse.  Marcia,  tell  me  finom  thy  san! ; 
If  tbou  t>eliev*st  it  posstble  for  woman 
To  sufler  greater  ills  tban  Lucia  suffers  ? 

MAttaA. 

0  Lucia,  Lucia,  might  my  big-RWOln  heart 
Vent  all  it«  griefi,  and  give  a  loose  to  sorrów. 
Marcia  coidd  answer  thee  in  fiighs,  keep  pace 
With  all  thy  woes,  and  coont  out  tear  for  tcar. 

LUCIA. 

1  kdow  thou*rt  doom*d  «Uke  ^obe  bdorM 


m 


ADDlSCm^  fOEUS. 


By  Jnba,  «nd  thy  fiiUier't  frieo4  Sempronius ; 
JBat  wbicłi  of  these  bas  powerto  cbarm  like  Portiuil 

MARCIA. 

Still  ipust  1  bef  tbee  opt  to  name  Se mproniłuk 
Lucia,!  like  not  tbat  lou4  boisbe.rous  mau: 
Juba  to  all  the  bravery  of  a  hero 
Adds  softesŁ  luvc,  and  morc  tban  fcmale  swcetness^ 
JuUa  niłgbt  make  thc  proudest  of  our  8cx, 
Any  of  woinaa-kiod,  but  Marcia,  hai^py. 

UUCIA. 

And  wby  not  Marcia  }  Coma,  yon  strivc  in  rain 
To  bidę  yourtbougbts  ftoA  one^  who  knoirs  too 
Tbe  iuward  glowiogs  of  a  beart  io  love.        [wali 


Wbile  Cato  liTet,  bia  <kaghŁer  baa  bo  rigbfc' 
To  love  or  hate,  but  as  his  clioice  directs. 

LUCIA. 

Bntihoold  tbit  fiitber  giva  you  to  Semproniiia-^ 

MARCU. 

I  daie  not  tbink  be  ^ill :  but  if  he  sbould— • 
"Wby  wilt  thou  add  to  all  tbe  griefi  1  sufier 
Iroagi  nary  ills,  and  fa&cyM  tortures  ? 
Ibear  tbe  sound  of  feetl  tbey  mwch thls  way ^ 
Let  us  retire,  and  try  if  we  can  dro^m 
£acb  aofter  tbougbt  in  sense  of  pręt ent  danger. 
When  love  once  pleada  admission  to  our  bt:arts» 
(In  spite  of  all  the  virtne  we  can  boast) 
Tbe  woman  tbat  deliberates  is  lott.  lEseeiud. 

iBMPRomus. 

Tbe  detf  ia  Mę^4.    Tre  tniokM  berto  h«r oo< 

yert 
Be  Rure  yoa  Hiin^  tba  word;  and  wben  I  give  jt, 
Raab  in  at  once,  andseiza  opon  your  piey. 
LiLi  not  hęr  cries  or  tearą  bave  force  to  move  yKUi* 
— -How  will  the  yonng  Nnmidlan  rave,  to  see 
Hia  miitress  lojst  ?  If  aoght  conld  glad  my  soul- 
Bcyood  th»  enjoyment  of  so  bright  a  prize, 
'Twouid  be  to  tfiiture  tbat  young  gay  bart)arian. 
-^Batharkjwbr^tnoise!  deathtomy  hopes!  'tisbe* 
*Jis  Jtrba>a  «e!f  J  there  is  but  one  way  left— 
He  mmt  łie  muirder*d,  «nd  a  pa;tsage  cut 
Through  tbose  hit  guardsw— Htf !  dastan^  do  yóu 

tremble! 
Or  aet  like  men,  or  by  yon  azure  HiaatfBi 


JIJBA. 

"Whnt  do  I  >ee?  whó*s  this  th'aŁ  darcs  usurp 
The  i,iiai'ds  and  babiU  of  Numk)ia*sprince? 

On*>  thnt  waa.bora  to  •opittya  thiy  aonganoe^ 

PrŁsuiiipŁuous  yoMtb! 

Wbateantiiiainean?  Srmproniiu ! 

iBMPR0NIU9. 

My  sword  abaU  ansirer  tbee.  Hare  at  tby  beart. 

JURA. 

Nay,  theo^  benare  tfay  owo,  prond,  barbaroas 
[Sainp*J^tfk    Hk  gimdt  lunwukr. 


SEMf^&RNIUf. 

Corse  on  my  stare!  am  I  then  dooiDM  to  £di 
By  a  bo^^haudr  disfigorM  \ń  a  vife 
Numidian  dress,  and  for  a  wortbless  womaa  ł 
Gods,  Pm  distracted !  tbia  myeloae  of  life! 
O  for  a  peal  of  tbunder,  tbat  woukl  make 
Eartb,  sea,  and  air,  and  Heareo*  and  Cato, 

aoBA* 

Witb  wliaifc  a  spring  hia  fariout  wotMmkmlotm^ 
And  left  tbe  limbs  stiU  ąuireńn^.  os  thm. 
Hence  let  «a  carry  off  Iboae  jłavoi. to^  CaM^ 
Tbat  we  may  tbei«  at  length  noraveł  all 
Tbis  dark  dńign,  tbia  mystery  of  late. 

[ExitjpaAy\ 


Eater  UJCiK  aad  MARCIA. 

LUCIA. 

Sure  'twas  tb«  i^fh  q(  swords;  mj 
heart 

Is  so  cast  down,  and  sunk  aniidst  its  aorro^s, 
It  tlirobs  with  fear,  andr  9kes  at  erery  sound. 

0  Marcia,  ahould  tby  brotbeis  for  ot»y  aabe!-* 
i  die  away  withlionoRrat  tbe  thaugibu 

MARCIA. 

See,  Łocia,  se^ !  bere*v  blood !  bere^s  bloodairf 
murder ! 
Ha!  a  Numidian !  HeiYens  preserte  tbe  priftee!" 
The  fecełics  muffled  iip  witbin  tbcgannent. 
But  ab !  death  to  my  sight!  a  diadem. 
And  porple  rdba !  O  gods !  *th  he,  *tis  he  ! 
Juba,  the  łoTeliest  youth  tbat  ever  w&rwCd 
A  TM^in^S  heart^  iuba  Ues  dead  before  us ! 

LUCIA. 

Now,  Marcia,  now  cali  up  to  thy  assistance 
Thy  wonted  strength,  and  constfincy  of  mind; 
Tbott  caASt  not  put  it  to  a  gieater  tńaL 

MARCIA. 

Lucia,  look  there,  and  wonder  at  my  patieaccb 
Harc  1  not  cause  to  mve,  and  beat  my  lupast. 
Te  n«dii)y  beart  wftb  gricf,  and  ran  diśtraetad! 

LUCIA. 

Wbat  can  I  tbink  or  say,  to  gire  thee  oooilbrt) 

MARCIA. 

Tałk  not  of  comfprt,  'tiaior  Ughter  illa : 
Beliold  a  sight,  tbat  strikes  all  comfort  dead. 

Enitr  JUWLiutaung, 

1  witt  iodulge  my  aBrraw*^  aad  give  «■)» 
To  all  the  paagsand  lory  of  deapair? 

Tbat  maa,  tbat  basi  of  men,  denrtM  it  ftom  mt, 

JUBA.  •      " 

What  do  I  hear  ?  and  va8  the 
That  beat  of  men!  O,  hadl  falPn  like  bim/ 
And  could  have  tłnis  boni  aK>urn'd,  1  lód 
happy! 

LUCIA. 

Herę  will  f  stand,  companion  in  tby  woest 
And  help  Łhee  witb  my  tears ;  vhen  I  bebold 
A  losa  Ukfi  iMoe^  I  MffoiiEetmy  oira. 

MARCIA. 

*TU  Rot  IR  iKte  t»  owt  ai^iaitofM  braiif. 


hłs  empty  world,  to  me  n  joylesfl  dęsert, 
lu  BOthing  left  to  mnke  poor  Marcia  happy. 

JUBA. 

rm  OB  the  rack !  was  be  so  near  her  heart^ 

MARCIA. 

Oh,  be  was  all.niade  op  of  łova  and  channs, 
irbaU»ver  maid  could  wisbi  or  mao  admiret 
teli§rht  of  t>very  eye\  when  be  appear*d, 
I  secrtt  plaaaui^  gladdeB*d  ali  tl»at  saw  bfoi : 
hit  when  be  talk'd,  the>proudest  Roman  bliuh*d 
'o  bear  bis  ▼iftues,  aad  old  agegruw  wise* 

JUBA. 

1  tball  nrn  nad 

MARCIA. 

o  Juba !  Joba  !  Jobai 

JUBA. 

Wbat  tneans  that  roice  >  did  she  not  caTl  on 
Juba  > 

MARCIA. 

Wby  ^  I  tbłnk  on  what  he  was  ?  He  'r  dead ! 
le'^  dead,  and  mnrer  knew  how  much  f  lov>d  him. 
igcta,  who  knows  but  bis  ppor  bloeding  beart 
rfuidat  its  agonies  rememberM  Marcia, 
iid  th^  tast  words  be  iitter*d  caUM  me  ornel  ?  ' 
Jas!  he  knew  not,  bapless  youtb!  he  knew  not 
lafcia!a  wbołe  9on\  was  foli  óf  lore  and  Juba! 

JDBA. 

Wherp  am  I!  do  I  live!  oram  indeed 
iThat  Marcia  tbinks!  Ali  is  Elysiuin  round  me. 

'      MARCIA. 

Ye  tlear  remams  of  fhe  mo«t  IotM  of  men ! 
I6r  modcsty  nor  virtiłe  berę  forbid 
i  laat  embrace,  while  thns 

JUBA. 

See,  Marcia,  ^ee, 
lie  happy  Joba  Tives !  he  1ives  to  catch    ' 
'łiat  fJear  erobrace,  an<I  to  retom  it  too 
iTith  mutual  tvaraith  and  eagerneas  of  ioYe. 

MARCIA. 

Witb  pleasure  and  amaze,  I  stand  transported ! 
ure  *tłs  adrt-am !  dead  and  aliv«  at  ouoe ! 
t  thou  art  Juba,  who  Kes  tbere^ 

JUBA. 

^  wretchy 
Ila^iiraM  like  Jnba  on  aciire*d  design. 
h#?  tale  18  \ouMp  nor  have  I  heard  it  out. 
hy  fatker  knows  U  alł.    I  conłd  not  bear 
6  l«ava  tbee  io  tłie  neigbboarbood  of  dt-ath, 
«t  flew,  in  al  i  tbe  basie  of  love,  to  Itod  thee. 
fbund  thee  weeping,  and  coofess  tbis  ouue, 
im  wApt  With  joy  to  see  my  Marcia*s  tears. 

MARCIA. 

T  Ve  been  sarpHs^d  in  an  ui^fuardad  h<nir, 
Ut  most  not  now  go  baek:  tbe  Iuto,  tbat  lay 
aBlf>sfnotiier*d  K>  my  brea^t,  has  brokethroogfa  all 
ta  weak  rpstraiiits,  aod  burns  in  iu  fiiU  lusue; 
eaiinot,  if  i  wouJd,  conceal  H  fkom  tłiea. 

JOBA. 

I*tR  lofl  in  aciitMy !  and  doit  thoa  tore, 
bou  charming  maid? 
WOŁ.  IR. 
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MARCIA. 

«  And  dost  thou  1? ve  to  ask  it } 

JIIBA. 

Tbis,  tbis  is  lifc  indeed !  life  worth  preserTing! 
Such  Jite  as  Juba  U€ver  feit  tiil  uow ! 

MARCIA. 

Beliere  me,  prinri*,  before  I  thona-ht  tber  dead, 
I  dłd  not  know  myself  how  much  1  lov'd  thee. 

JUBA. 

0  fortunata  mistake ! 

MARCIA. 

O  happy  Marcia ! 
JUBA. 

My  joy  !  my  best  belov*d  !  my  only  wlsh  ! 
How  sball  I  spcak  tbe  trau^port  of  iiiy  soult 

MARCIA. 

Lucia,  thy  arm !  oh  let  me  rest  npon  it !— — 

The  vi  tal  blood,  tbat  had  forsook  my  heart, 

RetuiDs  egain  m  aucb  tumultuous  tideis/ 

U  quite  oVrcomPS  me.    JLead  to  ray  apaAment, 

0  prince!  I  blush  to  thiitk  what  1  have  sald. 
Bot  fote  bas  wrested  tbe  coufcssion  frum  mc: 
G6  on,  aiid  prosper  io  tbe  paths  of  hoiu/ur, 
Thy  virtue  wili  excuse  my  pa<»;HOQ  for  t.łiec. 
And  make  tbe  gods  prupitiuus  to  wir  Ioyc. 

lEx»  MARC.  and  LCC 

JUBA. 

1  am  so  blessMj  I  fear  *tis  alt  a  drpam. 
Fortune,  thou  iiow  hast  madę  ameiids  fur  all 
Thy  past  uukindness.     I  absuive  my  stars. 
What  tbough  Numidia  add  ber  cou(iiier*d  towns 
And  pioYinces  to  swell  tbe  yictor^s  ŁA-iumph  ? 
Juba  wili  never  at  his  fate  repine  : 
Let  Csraar  bave  tbe  world,  if  Marcia  *9  inine. 

A  Marek  at  a  duUmee, 

Enter  CAfO  and  ŁUauf. 

Lucim. 

I  stand  aatohisb*d !  what,  tbe  bold  Sempronius, 
Tbat  still  broke  foramost  thruugh  tbe  cruwd  of 

patriota, 
As  with  a  hurricane  of  zeal  transportedy 
Aod  Tirtuous  ev'o  to  madness— — 

CATO. 

Tmst  me,  Lucius^ 
Oar  civil  discords  bave  produoed  such  crimes, 
Such  monstrous  crimes,  I  am  surpris*d  at  uotbing. 

O  LuciuB,  T  am  aick  f^  this  bad  wortd  ! 

The  day-Ught  aud  tbe  Suo  grow  painful  to  me. 

BnUr  poimut. 

But  aee  where  IV>rtiuf  comes!  what  means  tbis 
Wby  are  thy  looks  thus chaiigd ?  [baateł 

PORTfUt. 

My  heart  ts  griev*d 

1  bfiRg  such  news  aa  will  alBici  my  tather. 

CATO. 

Has  Ctoflar  sked  morę  Romaa  blood  } 

FORTIU8. 

N«tso. 

«4 


The  traitor  SypbAx,  as  wiŁhm  the  8qaare 
He  exerds'd  his  troops,  the  signal  giveD, 
Flew  off  at  0BC8  with  hii  Numidian  bonę  . 
To  the  iouth  gate,  where  Marcus  bolds  the  watcb. 
I  saw,  and  raUM  to  stop  bim,  but  io  vain; 
He  tos!i'd  his  arm  aioft,  aud  proudly  told  me, 
He  would  not  stay  and  perish  like  Sempronius. 

CATO. 

P^r6dious  men !  but  hastę,  my  son,  and  aee 
Thy  brother  Marcus  acts  a  Roman^s  part. 

[Erit  PORTiyi. 
•^-Luciufi,  the  torrent  bears  too  hard  upon  me : 
Justice  gives  way  to  fort*e:  the  conquer*d  world 
Is  C8Bsar*a:  Cato  has  no  business  in  it. 

ŁUCIUf. 

While  pride,  oppreaion,  and  injastice  reign, 
The  world  will  stiil  demand  ber  Cato's  preaence. 
In  pity  to  mank  ind,  tubmit  to  CsBsar, 
And  reconciie  thy  mighty  sonl  to  lila. 

CATO. 

Would  Lucias  ha^e  me  live  to  swell  tbę  number 
Of  C9esar's  slave>i,  or  by  a  base  submisMon 
Give  up  the  cause  of  Romę  aad  own  a  tycant  ? 

ŁD€IV8. 

m 

The  Tictor  never  will  impose  on  Cato 
Upgenerons  term;<.     His  enemies  confesfl 
The  ^irtues  of  humanity  are  Ccsar'8, 

CATO. 

Curse  on  his  virtues !  they 've  undone  his  coon« 
Suoh  popular  hutnanity  is  treason—  [try. 

But  see  younp:  Juba !  the  good  youth  appears 
Fuli  of  the  guilt  of  bis  peilŚdious  subjects. 

U/CIDf. 

Alas,  poor  prince !  his  fate  deflecve8  compassion. 
Enier  juba. 

JPBA. 

I  bloth,  and  am  confonnded  (o  appear 
Before  tby  presence,  Cnto. 

CATO. 

Wb«t'i  Łby  crimc  i 

JUIA. 

Tm  a  Numidian* 

CATO. 

And  a  bra^e  one  too, 
Tbou  hast  a  Roman  souL 

JUBA. 

Hast  thou  not  beard 
Of  my  false  countrymen  i 

CATO. 

Aias!  ynuttg  prinea, 
Falsebood  and  frand  sbooi  up  in  every  soil, 
T  he  product  of  all  climes^*— Romę  has  its  Ctesars. 

JUBA. 

'Tis  generous  thus  to  c«mfort  the  distrcss*d. 

CATO. 

»Tis  just  to  give  applause  where  'tis  deseiT'd; 
Thy  virtue,  pnnce,  nas  stood  the  test  of  fortunę^ 
Uke  purest  gold,  thdt,  tortni^d  in  the  farnace. 
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Comes  out  moi;e  hrighjk,  aod  bripp  fioitii  iH  iis 
weight. 

JUBA. 

What  shall  I  answer  thee?  My  nnńąb^d  tent 
0'erflovirs  with  secret  joy:  I'd  rafilier  gau 
Thy  praise,  O  Cato,  than  Numiffia^ft  empiie. 

Enier  PORTiUt  hutify. 


Misforttmeonmisfortmiel  gńef  oo  grief! 
My  brotber  Marcus-^— 

CATO. 

Ha!  whatbaabedffKł 
Has  be  fbrsook  bis  post  ?  haa  be  givaa  wg  i 
Did  he  kx>k  tameły  on^and  W  tkem  pa*  } 

POBTID*. 

Scarce  had  f  left  my  fatber,  but  I  met  bim 
Borne  au  the  sbields  of  his  sujviving  soMieią^ 
Ureathless  and  pale,  aodcorer^d  o*er  wiCh  wonqiSi| 
Long,  at  tbe  head  of  his  few  faithful  friendsy   . 
He  stood  the  shock  of  a  whole  host  of  foet, 
Titl,  obetinately  braTiB,  and  beot  on  deatb, 
Opprest  with  mnJtirnries,  h»  grea^y  £bU« 


CATO. 


Pm  satisfyM. 


Nor  did  he  fali  before 
His  swoid  bad  pierc'4  tbcpogli  tbe  fiOse  boaitol 

Syphax : 
Yonder  be  lies.    I  saw  tbe  boary  traitor 
Ona  in  the  pangs  of  death,  and  bite  tbe 

CATO. 

Hianks  to  tbe  godsi    ifiy  bqy  h/^  doae  )Ęf 
duty. — 
Portius,  whep  1  am  dead,  ba  sdre  Łbom  place 
His  urn  near  mine. 

PORTiyS. 

Long  may  tbey  kecpmąmkfl 

ŁUCIUS. 

O  Cato,  arm  tby  soul  witb  all  iti  patieaoe; . 
See  where  the  corse  of  tby  dead  son  appFoaifte} 
The  citizens  and  senators,  alarm'd, 
Haye  gatber^d  round  it,  and  atteod  it  waeplag.  ^ 

CATO  meHingihe  earpte. 

CATO. 

Welcome,  my  son!  bei<e  lay  liim  dows,  ife^ 
friends. 
Fuli  in  my  sigbt,  that  I  may  view  ajfc  leisore 
Tbebloody  corse,  and  count  tbose  gtoiioiia  woib^ 
How  beautiful  is  death^  when  earn*d  by  Tiitne! 
Who  would  not  be  |bat  yooihł  wbat  pity  is  it 
That  we  cao  die  bot  once  to  serre  m»  couatey ! 
W  by  siŁs  this  sadness  on  yo^r  brawa,  mj  fricads} 
I  sboułd  have  blnabM  if  Cato's  house  had  stoad 
Securc«  and  floariab'd  iu  a  ĆWA  waa.— 
Portius,  bebold  tby  brotiier,  aad  remaBober 
Thy  USt  is  not  tby  own,  wken  Roma  deaMadi  it 


JUBA. 

Wa9  ever  rnai^  like  this  t 

CAT^ 


tJA 


Ma»,mftńtti4»f 


CATO. 


Wby  mourn  yoa  tbns}  Łet  not  a  prłrate  loss 
JtffiicC  your  hearta.  Tis  Romę  requires  our  tean . 
Tbe  mistress  of  tha  iroiM,  tbe  seat  of  empire, 
^e  irane  of  ber^ea,  the  delight  of  gods, 
Tliat  humbledthe  proud  tjrranU  of  tbe  £artb» 
And  set  tbe  nal^ons  frae,  BoBie  ia  do  morę. 
O  liberty !  O  virtue !  O  my  country ! 
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JUBA. 

Behold  tbat  vpn|^bt  man !  Romę  fiUs  his  eyes 
Witb  tew%  tiiat  floir'd  not  o'er  hia  owa  dead  aon. 

[AM. 

CATO. 

WiHrf^crftrRonmn  tlitne  bas  flubdnM, 
Tbe  Sfan^  wbote  coarse,  tbe  d«y  and  year,  are 
Por  bim  the  ielf^ievotBd  0eoii  dy%        [Cesarza. 
The  Fabii  fell,  and  tbe  gieat  Scipios  conqoer'd: 
Bv'd  IPompey  fougbt  for  Ceaar.    Oh,  my  frieods ! 
Hof/is  tbe  toil  of  fate,  the  work  of  ages, 
rbe  Roman  empire  felPn !  O  curst  ambitioii^l 
PalPn  ioto  C£sar*8  bands !  Our  great  forefathers 
Hadleft  bim  nought  to  conąuer  but  his  country, 

-    J17BA. 

While  Cato  lires,  Cs^ar  will  blnsh  to  see 
Kankind  enskived,  and  be  asbam*d  of  empire. 

CATO. 

Coaar  asbam*d !  bainotheseenPharsalia? 

UICIUS. 

Ctto,  nk  time  thota  aav»  tbyMlf  ahd  ns. 

CATO. 

Łom  not  n  tboog^bt  on  me.    I  'm  out  of  danger. 
Beaven  will  not  leave  me  in  the  ▼ictor's  hand. 
Cesar  aball  never  say,  t  're  conqnei^d  Cato. 
But  ob!  my  fHends,  yonr  safety  fił!s  my  beart 
t^th  anxioua  thooghts:  a  thousand  aecret  teirours 
Kiae  tii  my  aoul :  bow  shall  I  saTe  my  friends  ? 
Tis  DOW,  O  Cesar,  1  begin  to  fear  thee.     ^ 

ŁOCIUS. 

Cmtmr  faas  mer<<y,  if  we  ask  it  of  bim. 

CATO. 

Then  ask  it>  I  coijure  you!  let  bim  know, 
fniate'er  was  done  against  bim,  Cato  did  it. 
Idd,  if  you  please,  tbat  I  request  it  of  him, 
rhat  1  myself,  wjth  tears,  request  it  of  him, 
rhe  virtue  of  my  friends  may  pass  unpunish'd. 
^aba,  -my  beart  is  troubled  for  thy  sake. 
Ihould  I  adTise  thee  to  regain  Numidia^ 
jlr  sSUSl  tbe  coiiqaeror  ^ 

JUBA. 

If  T  fofsake  theó 
^ilst  I  bare  life,  may  Heayen  abandon  Juba ! 

CATO. 

Thy^irtaes^  prinoe,  if  I  foreseearigbt, 
mu oneday  make  thee  great;  at  Romc  hereai>»r, 
rsrUl  be  no  crtme  to  faare  been  Cato^s  friend. 

Portius,  draw  uear !  my  son,  tbon  oft  hast  seeu 
rhy  sire.  engagM  in  a  oorrupted  state, 
RrfestHng  with  vice  and  furtion :  nów  tbóu  sćttt 

me 
^nt,  overpower*d,  despairing  of  success; 
i^et  me  adrise  thee  to  retreat  betimes 
To  tby  paternal  seat,  the  Sabinę  field, 
^bere  tbe  great  ceobor  toiiM  wlth  his  own  hands, 
Ind  all  oiir  frugal  ancestOrs  werc  bless^d 


In  humble  Tirtues,  and  a  rura]  lif^. 

There  li^e  retir'd ;  pray  for  the  peare  of  Korne  ; 

Contentthy8eifto<be  obscurely  good. 

When  vice  prevaii8,  and  impious  men  bear  sway, 

Tbe  post  of  hononr  is  a  private  station. 

FORTIU8. 

I  hope,  my  iather  does  not  recommend 
A  life  to  Portius,  tbat  be  scoms  bimself. 

CATO. 

Farewell,  my  friends !  if  there  be  any  of  you 
Tbat  dares  not  trust  the  victor's  clemency, 
Know  there  are  ships  prepar*d  by  my  cemm&od, 
(Their  sails  aiready  operii ng  to  the  winds-) 
Tbat  shall  convpy  you  to  the  wisb'd-for  port. 
Is  tbere  aught  eise,  my  friends,  I  can  do  for  you  ? 
The  conqueror  draws  oear.    Once  morę  farewell ! 
If  e*er  we  meet  hereafter,  we  shall  meet 
In  happier  climes  and  on  a  safer 'shore, 
Wbere  Cesar  never  shall  approach  us  morę. 
Tbere  tbe  brave  youth,  with  love  of  virtae  fir'd, 

[Poinłing  to  ihe  body  of  his  dead  son, 
Who  greatly  in  nis  counŁry's  cause  cxpir'd, 
Shall  know  be  cónqner'd.    Thte  firm  patriot  tbere 
(Who  madę  the  wetfare  of  mankind  bis  care) 
Thongb  still  by  faction,  vice,  and  foitune,  crost, 
Shall  find  the  generous  labour  was  not  losU 


ACT  V.    fiCENE  I. 

CATO  sohu^ 

St//mg  m  a  ihoughtfut  posturę :  in  his  hand  P1ato's 
6ook  on  the  imtnoriałiijf  oftkt  icud,  A  drami  tword 
on  the  taUe  by  him, 

It  must  be  8(^— Plato,  thou  reason*st  well !— - 
Elsę  whence  this  pleasing  hope^  tbis  fond  desirc, 
Tbis  longing  after  immortality  ? 
Or  whence  this  secret  dread,  and  inward  borrour, 
Of  falliog  into  nought  ?  Why  sbrinks  the  soul 
Back  on  herself,  and  startles  atdestruction  ? 
'Tis  the  Diyinity  tbat  stirs  within  us ; 
'Tis  Heaven  itself,  tbąt  points  out  an  hereafter, 
And  intrmates  eternity  to  man. 
Eternity!  thou  pleasing  dreadful  thought! 
Tbrougb  whatvariety  of  untryM  beiiig, 
Tbrough  what  new  scenes  tud  cbanges  must  we 

pass ! 
The  wide,  th'  unbounded  prospect  lies  beforeme: 
But  shadows,  clouds,  add  darkness^  rest  upon  it. 
Herę  will  I  hołd.    If  there's  a  Power  abore  us, 
(And  tbat  tbere  is  all  Naturę  cries  aloud 
Tbrough  all  ber  works)  be  must  delight  in  vlrttte. 
And  that  which  he  deligbts  in  must  be  happy* 
But  when!  or  where! — ^This  world  was  uiadc  for 

Cesar. 
I  'm  weary  of  coiyectures — This  must  end  tbem. 

[Laying  his  hand  upon  his  srnord, 
Thus  ara  I  donbly  arni*d :  my  death  and  life. 
My  bane  and  antidote,  are  both  before  me: 
This  in  a  moment  brings  me  to  an  end. 
But  this  infurms  me  I  shall  never  die. 
The  soul,  securM  in  her  existonce,  smiles 
At  tbe  drawn  dag'ger,  and  defies  its  poii^t. 
The  stars  shall  fade  ąway,the  Sun  bimself 
Grow  dim  with  «ge,  and  Naturę  sink  in  ycart  * 
But  thou  sbalt  fluUrish  in  iuimortal  >t>uth. 
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Itnhurt  amtdt>t  tbe  war  of  elemeo<s«, 

The  wreck  of  niaUer»  a  od  tlie  cmsh  of  Irorlds. 

Wliat  mediiA  this  bd^vlneM  Łhat  hani?  u)'Od  me, 
Thiii Ittiiai^y  that  crteps  thnmjfh  all  my  senses? 
Naturę  opi>re>Vtl,  aud  harass^d  out  with  care, 
Sinks  down  to  rest.    This  oncc  I  MI  fafow  her^ 
Thatfhy  awakeuM  soul  may  take  herfli^hi, 
RenewM  in  alt  lier  atrength,  and  fr«^h  with  life, 
A  n  offeńng  fit  for  Heaven.     Let  ^il t  or  fear 
Distorb  mań'*  rett^  Cało  koowg  neitber  of  Uiem, 
łodiibreut  ia  liis  cboice,  to  slocp  or  die. 

Enłer  PORTiUl. 

But  ha !  h«łw'ii  ibi%  my  ton  ?  why  this  intrusioa  ? 
W«ie  nol  m  V  ofdet^  that  I  would  be  private  ? 
Why  am  1  dłsobey'd? 

PORTIUS. 

AlaSy  my  fath«r! 
What  means  this  sword  ?  thU  instnimeut  of  deatb  ? 
Let  me  couTey  it  bence! 

CATO. 

Kash  youtłi,  forbear ! 

JH)RTIU$. 

O  let  thft  praycrs,  th'  entrcaties  of  yonr  friendt, 
Thelr  tt-ars?,  their  commoD  daoger,  wrest  it  from 
y«u. 

Wouldst  tlKm  b«tray  me  ?  wookiat  tliou  gi^e  me 
A  tilave,  a  rafitive,  rnto  Ca»ar*f  tends  ł  ,         [up 
RKire,  and  iearn  ohedience  to  m  fatber» 
Or  know,  youog  maii  ♦  — 

fORTYDs.   , 

Lo<dc  not  thus  rteruly  on  me; 
Yon  kuow  I  *d  ralber  die  than  4Uobey  you. 

CATO. 

*T'iS  welłl  airąin  I  *in  master  of  myself. 
Now,  Canar,  let  tby  troops  bt-set  our  gates, 
And  bar  each  »veaue,  thy  gatheriog  flect* 
O'er:»proad  tbe  aea,  and  stop  up  every  port; 
Catu  bball  opeo  to  himjelf  a  passajpe, 
Aud  mock  thy  hopes. 

PORTIUS. 

O  sir,  f«ifeiv«  yoor  sod, 
Whose  gfi<  f  hangs  heary  on  hiinl  O  my  father! 
How  am  I  Kure  it  is  not  the  hłst  time 
l«'cr  shalł  cali  you  so!  Be  not  displeasM, 
O  be  not  anery  with  me  whilst  I  weep, 
AłKł,  in  the  anguisb  ofmy  Iieait,  b«-s«cch  vo« 
To  quit  tba  xirŁadfu|  purpose  of  your  jwuL 

CATO. 

Thou  hast  been  erer  gpod  and  dutiful. 

\  Smbrnrfng  hńn. 
Weep  not,  my  «on.    AU  will  be  wcłl  wraiu. 
Xbe  rightcous  «ods,  whom  I  hftve  sou*łjt  toplease 
Will  succour  Cato,  and  preserye  his  childreiu 

FORTIUS. 

Your  wordrg?ve  eomfort  to  my  dnoopiog  heart. 

CATO. 

PorfitiP,  thon  may*at  rcly  upon  my  conduct. 
Tby  fatber  will  not  act  what  misbecomes  bim. 
But  go,  my  son,  and  see  if  augbt  be  wanting 
Amoiig  thy  fetber**  friends:  »ee  tbem  e lubark^d  • 
And  t«U  n«  If  the  winds  and  leai  befriend  thein. 


My9oulitqKitawaig1i'u«^ „-— ^ 

Tbe  soft  ntnśbmtut  ot  a  BipmpBt*s  .dofp*   lEkiU 

po&not. 

My  thoagbts  are  morę  at  ease,  my  heąĄ  reńrct* 

fjiier  MARCIA. 

O  Marcia,  O  my  sister,  stiU  tłiere*s  hofe 
Our  father  will  not  cast  away  a  life 
Soiieed(ultou8aIt,«iMltohit«o«i]tiy.     • 
He  is  retir*d  to  resŁ,  ąod  aeems  to  cherish    C^*^*^ 
1*bougbt8  fuU  of  peaice.    He  bas  dispatcti*d  me 
With  otders  that  bespeak  a  mind  composHl, 
And  studious  for  the  safeCy  of  his  friends. 
Majncia,  take  care  tfaat  nonę  disturb  his  shuiibeta. 

[£dL 

KARCIA. 

O  ye  immorta!  powert,  that  guard  tbe  jast, 
Watćb  round  bb  eoucb,  aud  soften  bis  repoae^ 
Banisb  his  sorrows,  aad  becalm  bis  soul 
With  eaiiy  dreams ;  remember  all  bis  virtnes; 
And  show  maokuid  that  goudaess  is  your  can. 

Enier  LUCIA. 

ŁVC1A. 

« 

Where  is  your  fatber,  Marcia,  wfaere  ts  Cato? 

MARCIA. 

^  m 

Lucia,  speak  Iow;  be  isretlr'd  to  rest* 
Lucia,  I  ieel  a  gently-dawniog  hope 
Rise  tu  my  soul.    WeiiMH  be^appy  stilL 

IMCU, 

Alas,  I  trembU  whea  I  tbink  oA.Cato.>       ,    ; 
In  erery  riew,  iqeveiy  thougbtl  UssaUe!. 
Cato  is  stem,  and  awful  as  a  god  ; 
He  knows  not  how  to'«Knk«Bt  human  ftmiltyp 
Or  pardon  weakness  that  be  never  felt. 

MARCIA. 

Tbough  Stern  and  awful  to  the  I9M  efFawu,  * 
He  is  aU  goodneas,  Lucia,' alwaya  inM* , 
Compassionate,  and  gentle,  to  his  friwd^^ 
Fiird  witk  domestio  teaderaess,  ihe  bMt. 
Tbe  kiodett  fithcri  I  ha^e  «v«r  fo«Mi  ^in- 
Eaay  and  goad,  aad  boontwwit  tamy.  wiahtii     ' 

CUCtA.-   * 

*Tis  his  coDsent  alonecan  make  us  ple^dL 
Marcia,  we  both'^re  equalły  involv*d 
In  the  same  intricate.  perplex*d,  distresa. 
The  cruel  band  of  fate,  that  bas  dMtroyfd 
Thy  bfothar  Marcus,  wheni  we  both  lamea***     ^ 

BIARCIA. 

And  e%-er  shall  lament,  unhapmr  yputh  ! 

Has  Mt  my  soul  at  łargf,  and  now  I  stand 
Looseof  my  tow*  Bot  who  knowa  Cato*«  thowghtrf 
Who  knows  how  yet  be  wfi^  diapose  of  J^gcttię^ 
Or  bow  be  bas  determiu'd  of  tbyself  ? 

MARCIA. 

Let  hlm  but  live!  counltthe  rest  to  Hearea. 

Enttr  u/ctug. 
«  • 

LCCICB. 

Sweet  are  the  slumbers  of  the  virŁQoos  man! 
O  Marcia,  1  have  seea  tby  godlikc  fiilher: 


J 


CATO. 
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.  m^Mble  mipports  his  tool. 
And  beara  it  «p  m  att  its  wonted  greatueis. 
A  kind  refreshinfc  sleep-u  fąirn  upon  bim : 
I  saw  him  stretch'd  at  ease,  his  faocy  lost 
In  pleasjag  dreubis;  an  I  drew  n«ar  his  couch,    . 
He  smil>d»  and  cry*d<-«>Cfleiar*  tfaou  caustnot  hurt 


MARCIA. 

Hb  mind  stU)  labomn  wkhmnm  dreadfid  thought 

it;ciuf. 

Lucia,  why  allthisgrief^  tbese  floods  of  sorrow? 
I>ry  np  thy  tears^my  chiłd;  we  all  are  safe 
Whiie  Cato  Kye9-*-bis  presence  will  protect  iis. 

Entćr  JUBA. 

JCBA. 

Ltf 6108,  th«  horsetncii  are  f«tarn*d  from  Tiewing 
Th€  namber,  strength,  and  KRMtnre  of  oor  foes, 
M^o  now  encamp  nithin  a  short  bonr^s  march* 
On  fhe  bigh  point  of  yon  brtj^ht  western  tower 
"We  ken  them  from  afar;  tlie  settin?  Sud 
Plays  on  their  sbining  arms  and  bumish'd  helmets. 
And  co^ers  aU  tbe  field  wjth  gleams  of  fire. 

.     ,  ŁUCIU8. 

Marria,  'tis  time  we  sboald  awake  thy  &tber. 
Caesar  rs  still  disposM  to  give  us  terms, 
And  waits  at  distance  tiH  be  hean  froa  Cato. 

Enkr  Msitus. 

PortiuSy  tby  looks  speak  somewbat  o£  importance* 
What  tidtngs  dost  tbou  brini:?  inethinks  I  s^ 
Unusual  ghtdness  8pai'kling  In  thy  eyes. 

FORTIUfl.' 

As  I  was  bastinff  to  the  port,  where  now 
My  fBther*8  friends,  impati^nt  for  a  passage, 
Aoctite  tta«  Hngieriug  winds^  asail  aiTivM 
From  Ponipoy^s  '9<nii  w  ho  throagh  the  tealms  of 

Spaiti 
Calls  ootibr  Yonceanoe  o«  bis  fiithei^s  deatb. 
And  nMHWs  the  Whoto  natioii  upto  arms. 
Wera  CMo  at  their  h«ad^  ooce  nK^re  migbt  Roan 
Assert  ber  rig^ts.  and  daim  ber  liberty. 
But  hark !  what  tueans  tbat  groan?*  O  głve  me  way, 
And  let  me  fiy  inŁo  my  fathef^s  presence.     [£j,vV. 

Łocros. 

•»  • 
OatOr-amidst  has  slanbers,  thinhs  on  Romę, 
And  in  the  wildnliRoidcr  of  bis  soul 
Moums  o*er  his  country;  ha!  a  second  groan!-* 
HeaTen  goard  us  atl  !^- 

MAUCfA. 

A  lat!  'tfS  not  the  ^olee 
f>f  one  wbo  sleeps !  'tfs  agonhting  paia, 
Tis  d^ath  łs  in  that  socmd-^ 

Re-enter  PORTius. 

Oslghtofwoa!  ^ 


0  Marcia,  what  wefinir'd  is  cgme  to  paisl 
Cato  is  fiiU'a  opon  his  sword*- 

ŁOClul. 

O  Portius, 
Hide  all  the  liorrours  of  tby  mourpful  tale^  . 
And  let  os  guess  tbe  rest. 

POBmUB. 

I  'Te  fals'd  him  np. 
And  plac*d  him  in  his  chair,  where  pale  and  ftiot, 
He  gasps  for  breatb,  and,  as  his  lite  Aows  from 

him, 
Demands  to  see  his  friends.  His  weeping  senrants. 
Obseąuious  to  his  orders,  bear  hrm  httiier. 

[The  haek  Kem  opem,  and  dteosrr  CATO. 

MARCIA. 

O  Hearen,  assist  me  łn  this  dreadfiil  hoor 
To  pay  the  last  sad  daties  to  my  father !  . 

JUSA. 

These  are  thy  triumpbs,  thy  ezptoits,  O  Cssar  I 

ŁUCIUS.  \ 

Now  is  Romę  &U'n  indeed !—  ^ 

[cato  brougfUfomtardm  lut  chmr» 

CATO. 

Herę  set  me  down— 
Portius,  oome  near  me— are  my  friends  embark*d? 
Can  any  thing  be  thougfat  of  for  their  service  } 
Whiist  I  yet  live,  let  me  nol  Iito  in  yain^ 
—O  Łucius,  art  thou  here  ?>^Thou  art  too  good.^-* 
Let  this  oar  friendsbip  Uye  belween  our  children; 
Make  Portius  happy  in  thy  daughter  Lacia, 
Ałas,  poor  man,  be  weeps ! — Marcia,  my  daugh- 

ter— 
~-0  hend  me  fbrward  \ — Joba  loves  thee,  Marcia* 
A  senator  of  Romę,  while  Romę  surv^iv'd, 
Would  not  have  matcb'd  his  daugfater  with  a  king: 
But  Cssar*s  arms  have  tbrown  downall  distinction; 
Whoe'er  is  brave  and  yirtnous,  is  a  Roman.-— 
— l»m  sick  to  death — O  when  shall  1  ^et  loone 
From  tiiis  Tain  worM,  th*  abode  of  goilt  aud  sor- 

row!— 
— And  yet  methinks  a  beam  of  li^fat  breaks  ia 
On  my  departing  sool.     Alas,  I  fbar 

1  've  been  too  hasty.    O  ye  powers,  tbat  search 
The  h«art  of  man,  aod  weigh  his  inmost  thoughts, 
If  1  have  doDO  amiss,  iropute  it  not  !>— 

Tbe  b«st  may  err,  but  you  aie  good,  and^— obf 

iOieu 

ŁUClUft. 

Tfiere  fled  the  greatest  sont  that  eirer  warmM 
A  Roman  breast.    O  Cato!  O  my  fiiendl 
Tby  will  shall  be  religiously  obser\'*d. 
But  let  os  bear  this  awf  ul  corpse  to  Caesar, 
Aod  lay  it  in  his  sight,  tbat  it  may  stand 
A  fence  betwiict  us  and  tbe  victor's  wratb  ; 
Cato,  tbough  dead,  shall  still  protect  his  fKends. 

From  hence,  let  fierce  cnntending^nations  know 
What  dire  effects  from  civU  discord  flow. 
'Tis  this -that  shakesour  country  with  alarmy, 
And  gires  up  Romę  a  prey  to  Koman  arms, 
Produces  fraiid,  and  cruelty,  and  sŁnfe, 
And  robt  the  guilty  world  of  Cato's  life. 

[Exwn!t  Omnet, 
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